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This  new  and  attractive  Series  of  Mr.  James's  Works  is  published  Quarterly. 

It  commenced  on  the  1st  of  July,  1844,  and  the  following  Volumes  have  already 
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VoL  I.  containing  THE  GIPSY July  1st,  1844. 

Vol.  II.        —  MARY  OF  BURGUNDY  .     Oct.  1st,  1844. 
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Vol.  V.        —  PHILIP  AUGUSTUS    .     .     July  1st,  1845. 

Vol.  VI.      —  HENRY  OF  GUISE      .     .     Oct.  1st,  1845. 

VoL  VIL     —  MORLEY  ERNSTEIN.     .     Jan.  1st,  1846. 

Vol.  VIII.  —  THE  ROBBER     ....     April  1st,  1846. 

Vol.  IX.      —  DARNLEY July  1st,  1846. 
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*^*  The  Third  Volume,  in  addition  to  the  usual  Illustration,  contains 
a  new  and  highly-finished  Portrait  of  the  Author. 

The  follovoing  are  Extracts  from  a  few  of  the  favourable  Reviews  which  have 

appeared  of  this  Series : — 

"  The  \\Titings  of  James  are  so  well  kno%vn  to  the  readers  of  fiction,  that  it  h  unnecessary 
to  call  their  attention  to  them,  or  to  say  anything  which  previous  criticism  may  have  left 
unsaid.  The  present  edition  is  well  got  up,  the  type  is  clear,  sharp,  and  legible,  and  the  size 
of  the  volume  convenient  for  the  reader,  and  appropriate  for  the  shelves  of  a  bookcase.  The 
book,  as  it  is,  will  form  a  pleasing  addition  to  the  collections  of  readers  of  modern  Uterature 
of  the  class  to  which  it  belongs."  Times. 

"  This  is  a  most  admirable  edition  of  the  Works  of  this  popular  author,  convenient  in  size, 
and  handsome  in  appearance.  It,  moreover,  possesses  the  advantage  of  being  revised  and 
corrected  by  the  author, — no  small  recommendations,  since  the  generality  of  !Mr.  James's 
Works,  being  connected  with  history,  a  careful  perusal  of  his  productions  increases  their 
value,  and  renders  them  a  source  of  amusement,  through  the  medium  of  instruction." — Atlas. 

"  Mr.  James  is  a  writer  whose  vraisemblance  is  always  so  perfect,  and  even  what  he 
invents  so  like  truth,  that  we  can  never  fancy  we  are  reading  fiction,  nor  indeed  are  we,  in 
the  historical  portions  of  his  publications, — and  these  form  the  far  greater  division, — wliich 
are  all  drawn  from  diligent  research,  deep  study,  and  elaborate  comparison." — Literary  Gaz. 

"  Mr.  James  is  a  pure  and  pleasing  writer,  and  we  are  glad  to  see  that  his  Works  are 
now  to  be  thrown  into  a  handy,  handsome,  and  accessible  shape."  Scotsinan. 
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FROM  THE  FALL  OF  THE  ROMAN  EMPIRE  TO  THE  RISE  OF  THE 

CARLOVINGIAN  DYNASTY. 
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"  To  that  first  great  merit,  veracity,  our  author  may  well  lay  claim  ;  and  we  say  first 
great  merit,  for  what  is  the  ingenious  hypothesis,  if  the  fact  on  which  it  is  founded  be  un- 
true ?  And  yet  for  the  sake  of  favourite  theory  how  often  is  the  truth  wilfully  concealed. 
Now  it  is  but  justice  to  Mr.  James  when  we  observe,  that  he  takes  no  position  without 
most  carefully  giving  his  reasons  of  preference,  and  referring  to  the  various  authorities. 
His  style  is  at  once  animated  and  clear."  Literary  Gazette. 

"  It  is  filled  to  overflowing  with  erudition  ;  the  facts  are  carefully  sifted  and  correctly 
stated,  and  the  language  is  in  general  moderate,  and  suited  to  the  dignity  of  history.  This 
is  high  praise,  and  Mr.  James  must  feel  it  to  be  so.  We  go  further,  and  say  that  this  work 
displays  talent  of  a  very  high  order,  and  that  it  supplies  an  important  desideratum  in  English 
literature."  Athenceum. 

"  Out  of  the  mass  of  contradictions  and  difficulties  which  lay  at  the  very  threshold  of  his 
ta.sk,  Mr.  James  has  prf)du<.ed  a  luminous  and  impartial  work,  which  will  confer  lasting 
honour  on  his  name."  Atlas 

"  It  is  eloquent,  interesting,  and  instructive  in  no  common  degree.  It  stands  out  from 
the  flimsy  and  elementary  literature  of  the  day,  a  monument  of  great  erudition  and  high 
talent."  Scots  Times. 

"  Mr.  James  manifests  throughout  great  patience  in  research,  scrupulous  regard  to  truth, 
a  sound  discriminating  judgment,  and  that  happy  combination  of  narrative  and  reflective 
talent  which  commuiiicat<!S  at  once  liveliness  and  dignity  to  history.  His  style  is  clear, 
vigorous,  and  classical."  Scotsman. 


LONDON  :  SMITH,  ELDER  &  CO.,  65,  CORNIIILL. 


THE    IIIG'S     EIGlWil 


_'AT    ABOUT    KOI-  '     FROM  THK    SPOT    WHEliE    THt, 

WAS     TAKING    PI  .     THE     TOi'    OF   A    rJMATT     V.A^K 

HOUSE    CKAZfMG   NEAR,  STOOD   A  MAN    OF     C 
ANCK  AND    I'OWERFUL    FRAMK,  TAKING  NO   I'Ai'        ..n..     .' 
THE     AFFRAY" 


THE  WORKS 


OF 


G.  P.  R.  JAMES,  ESQ. 


REVISED  AND  CORRECTED  BY  THE  AUTHOR. 


WITH  AN  INTRODUCTORY  PREFACE. 


"  D'autres  auteurs  I'ont  encore  plus  avili,  (le  roman,)  on  y  nielant  les  tableaux  degoutant  du 
vice;  et  tandis  que  le  premier  avantage  des  fictions  est  de  rassembler  autour  de  riiomnie  tout 
ce  qui,  dans  la  nature,  pent  lui  servir  de  lecon  ou  de  modele,  on  a  imagine  qu'on  tirerait  une 
utUite  quelconque  des  pelntures  odieuses  de  mauvaises  moeurs ;  comme  si  elles  pouvaient  jamais 
laisser  le  coeur  qui  les  repousse,  dans  une  situation  aussi  pure  que  le  cceut  qui  les  aurait  toujours 
ignorees.  Mais  un  roman  tel  qu'on  peut  le  concevoir,  tel  que  nous  en  avons  quelquos  moddles,  est 
une  des  plus  belles  productions  de  I'esprit  humain,  une  des  plus  influentes  sur  la  morale  des  indi- 
vidus,  qui  doit  former  ensuite  les  moeurs  publiques."— Madame  de  Stael.   Essai  sur  les  Ft'ctions. 

"  Poca  favilla  gran  fiamma  seconda : 
Forse  diretro  a  me,  con  miglior  voci 
Si  preghera,  perchd  Cirra  risponda." 

Dante.  Paradiso,  Canto  I. 


VOL.  XI. 

THE  KING'S  HIGHWAY. 

'  i  '   •  •  ••    '•.•.-•.-;•.     .*     •  •    .••••*,  "' ,"  ' 
' '.  .  •    •  .*  ••   ''*,','»   ^ -•• ' - ^ '  .• 

LONDON: 
SMITH,  ELDER  AND  CO.,  (S5,  CORNHILL. 

MDCCC  XT-TIT. 


*    *  _  • 


-    •'  1 


THE 


KING'S    HIGHWAY. 


^  Kobel. 


BY 


G.   P.   R.   JAMES,    ESQ. 


LONDON: 
SMITH,  ELDER  AND  CO.,  65,  CORNIIILL. 


MDCCCXLVII. 


THE   KING'S   HIGHWAY. 


CHAPTER  I. 

Though  the  weather  was  hot  and  sultry,  and  the  summer 
was  at  its  height,  yet  the  evening  was  gloomy,  and  low,  angry 
clouds  hung  over  the  distant  line  of  the  sea,  when,  under  the 
shelter  of  some  low-browed  cliffs  upon  the  Irish  coast,  three 
persons  stood  together,  two  of  whom  were  talking  earnestly. 
About  four  or  five  miles  from  the  shore,  looking  like  a  spectre 
upon  the  misty  background  of  clouds,  appeared  a  small  brig 
with  her  canvas  closely  reefed,  though  there  was  little  wind 
stirring,  and  nothing  announced  the  approach  of  a  gale,  unless 
it  were  a  long,  heavy  swell  that  heaved  up  the  bosom  of  the 
ocean  as  if  with  a  supjjressed  sob.  The  three  persons  we 
have  mentioned  were  standing  together  close  at  the  foot  of 
the  rocks;  and,  though  there  was  nothing  in  their  demeanour 
which  would  imply  that  they  were  seeking  concealment  by 
the  points  and  angles  of  the  cliff, — for  they  spoke  loud,  and 
one  of  them  laughed  more  than  once  with  the  short  but  jocund 
laugh  of  a  heait  whose  careless  gaiety  no  circumstances  can 
repress, — yet  the  spot  was  well  calculated  to  hide  them  from 
any  eye,  unless  it  were  one  gazing  down  from  the  cliffs  above, 
or  one  looking  towards  the  shore  from  the  sea. 

The  party  of  which  we  speak  comprised  two  men  not  quite 
reached  the  middle  age,  and  a  fine,  noble-looking  boy  of 
perhaps  eight  years  old  or  a  little  more ;  but  all  the  conversa- 
tion was  between  the  two  elder,  who  bore  a  slight  family 
likeness  to  each  other.  The  one  had  a  cloak  thrown  over 
his  arm,  and  a  blue  handkerchief  boimd  round  his  left  hand. 
His  dress  in  other  respects  was  that  of  a  military  man  of  the 
period;  a  long-waisted,  broad-tailed  coat,  with  a  good  deal 
of  gold  lace  and  many  large  buttons  upon  it,  enonnous  riding 
boots,  and  a  heavy  sword.     He  had  no  defensive  armour  on, 
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indeed,  though  those  were  days  when  the  soldierly  cuirass 
was  not  yet  done  away  with;  and  on  his  head  he  only  Avore 
an  ordinary  hat  trimmed  round  with  feathers. 

He  seemed,  however,  to  be  a  personage  perfectly  well  able 
to  defend  his  own,  being  not  much  short  of  six  feet  in  height; 
and  though  somewhat  thin,  extremely  muscular,  with  long, 
bony  arms,  and  a  wide  deep  chest.  His  forehead  was  high 
and  open,  and  his  eye  frank  and  clear,  having  withal  some 
shrewdness  in  its  quick  twinkle.  The  countenance  was  a 
good  one ;  the  features  handsome,  though  a  little  coarse ;  and 
if  it  was  not  altogether  prepossessing,  the  abatement  was 
made  on  account  of  a  certain  indescribable  look  of  dissipation 
—  not  absolutely  to  say  debauchery,  but  approaching  it  — 
which  mingled  with  the  expression  of  finer  things,  like  night- 
shade filling  up  the  broken  masses  of  some  ruined  temple. 
His  hair  was  somewhat  prematurely  grizzled;  for  he  yet 
lacked  several  years  of  forty,  and  strong  lines,  not  of  thought, 
were  marked  upon  his  brow. 

He  was,  upon  the  whole,  a  man  whom  many  people  would 
have  called  a  handsome,  fine-looking  man ;  and  there  was  cer- 
tainly in  his  countenance  that  indescribable  something,  which 
can  only  be  designated  by  the  term  engaging. 

While  conversing  with  his  comjaanion,  which  he  did  frankly 
and  even  gaily,  laughing,  as  we  have  said,  from  time  to  time, 
there  was  still  a  peculiarity  which  might  be  supposed  to 
show  that  for  some  reason  he  was  not  perfectly  at  his  ease, 
or  perfectly  sure  of  the  man  to  whom  he  spoke.  In  general, 
he  did  not  look  at  him,  though  he  gazed  straight  forward ; 
but,  as  is  very  frequently  the  case  with  us  all,  when  we  are 
talking  to  a  person  whom  we  doubt  or  dislike,  he  looked 
beyond  him,  from  time  to  time,  however,  turning  his  eyes 
full  upon  the  countenance  of  his  comrade,  and  keeping  them 
fixed  upon  him  for  several  moments. 

The  second  personage  of  the  party  was  a  man  somewhat 
less  in  height  than  the  other,  but  still  tall.  He  was  two  or 
thi'ee  years  younger;  handsome  in  features;  graceful  in  per- 
son ;  and  withal  possessing  an  air  of  cUstinction  which  the 
other  might  have  possessed  also,  had  it  not  been  considerably 
diminished  by  the  certain  gay  and  swaggering  look  which  we 
have  already  noticed.  His  dress  was  not  so  completely  military 
as  that  of  the  first,  though  there  was  scarf  and  sword-knot, 
and  gold-fringed  belt  and  leathern  gloves,  with  wide  cuff's, 
which  swallowed  up  the  arms  almost  to  the  elbows. 

He  laughed  not  at  all,  and  his  tone  was  grave,  but  smooth 
and  courtly,  except  when,  ever  and  anon,  there  mingled  with 
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what  he  was  saying  in  sweet  and  placid  words,  some  bitter 
and  sarcastic  tirade,  which  made  his  companion  smile,  though 
it  moved  not  a  muscle  of  his  own  countenance. 

We  have  said  that  there  was  a  third  in  the  group,  and  that 
third  was  a  boy  of  about  eight  years  of  age.  It  is  scarcely 
possible  to  conceive  anything  more  beautiful  than  his  coun- 
tenance, or  to  fancy  a  form  more  replete  with  living  grace 
than  his.  His  hair  swept  round  his  clear  and  open  coun- 
tenance in  dark  wavy  curls ;  and  while  he  held  the  taller  of 
the  two  gentlemen  by  the  hand,  he  gazed  forward  over  the 
wide  melancholy  sea,  which  came  rolling  up  towards  their 
feet,  with  a  look  full  of  thought,  and  perhaps  of  anxiety. 
There  was  certainly  grief  in  that  gaze ;  for  the  black  eye- 
lashes which  surrounded  those  large  blue  eyes  became,  after 
a  moment  or  two,  moistened  with  something  bright  like  a 
tear;  and  apparently  utterly  inattentive  to  the  conversation 
between  his  two  companions,  he  still  turned  away,  fully  oc- 
cupied with  the  matter  of  his  own  thoughts. 

It  is  time,  however,  for  us  to  take  notice  of  that  to  which 
he  did  not  attend. 

"  Not  a  whit,  Harry,  not  a  whit,"  said  the  taller  of  the  two : 
"  there  are  certain  portions  of  good  and  evil  scattered  through 
the  world,  and  every  man  must  take  his  share  of  both.  I 
have  taken  care,  as  you  well  know,  to  secure  a  certain  portion 
of  the  pleasures  of  this  life.  It  was  not  natural  that  the  thing 
should  last  for  ever,  so  I  have  quite  made  up  my  mind  to 
drinking  the  bitters  since  I  have  sipped  the  sweets.  On  this 
last  business  I  have  staked  my  all,  and  lost  my  all ;  and  if 
my  poor  brother  had  not  done  the  same,  and  lost  his  life  into 
the  bargain,  I  should  not  much  care  for  my  part.  On  my 
honour  and  soul,  it  does  seem  to  me  a  strange  thing,  that  here 
poor  Morton,  who  would  have  done  service  to  everybody  on 
earth,  who  was  as  good  as  he  was  brave,  and  as  clever  as  he 
was  good,  shovdd  fall  at  the  very  first  shot,  and  I  go  through 
the  whole  business  with  nothing  but  this  scratch  of  the  hand. 
I  did  my  best  to  get  myself  killed,  too ;  for  I  will  swear  that  I 
was  the  last  man  upon  our  part  that  left  the  bank  of  the  Boyne. 
But  just  as  half  a  dozen  of  the  fellows  had  got  me  down,  and 
were  going  to  cut  my  throat  because  I  would  not  surrender, 
there  came  by  the  fellow  they  call  Bentinck,  I  think,  who 
called  to  thein  not  to  kill  me  now  that  the  battle  was  over.  I 
started  up,  saying,  '  There  is  one  honest  Dutchman  at  least,' 
and  made  a  dart  through  them.  They  would  have  caught 
me,  I  dare  say,  but  he  laughed  aloud ;  and  I  heard  him  call  to 
them  not  to  follow  me,  saying,  '  That  one  on  either  side  made 
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no  gi'eat  difference.'     I  may  chance  to  do  that  fellow  a  good 
turn  yet  in  my  day." 

"  That  may  well  be,"  replied  the  other ;  "  for  since  your 
brother's  death,  if  you  are  sure  he  is  killed,  you  are  the  direct 
heir  to  an  earldom,  and  to  estates  that  would  buy  a  score  of 
German  princes." 

While  he  thus  spoke,  the  person'  he  addressed  suddenly 
turned  his  eyes  full  upon  his  face,  and  looked  at  him  intently 
for  a  minute.  He  then  answered,  "  Sure  he  is  dead,  Harry? 
Did  I  not  tell  you  that  he  died  in  my  arms  ?  Would  it  not  have 
been  a  nice  thing  now,  if  I  had  been  killed  too .''  There  would 
have  been  none  between  you  and  the  earldom  then.  Upon 
my  life,  I  think  you  ought  to  have  it:  it  would  just  suit  you; 
you  would  make  such  a  smooth-tongued,  easy  courtier  to  this 
Dutch  vagabond,  whom  you  are  going  over  to,  I  can  see, 
notwithstanding  all  your  asseverations;"  and  he  laughed  aloud 
as  he  spoke, 

"  Nonsense,  Lennard,  nonsense !"  replied  his  companion : 
"  I  neither  wish  you  killed,  my  good  cousin,  nor  care  for 
the  earldom,  nor  am  going  over  to  the  usurper,  though. 
Heaven  knows,  you'll  do  no  good  to  any  one,  the  earldom 
will  do  no  good  to  you,  and  the  usurper,  perhaps,  may  do 
much  good  to  the  country.  But  had  either  of  the  three 
been  true,  I  should  certainly  have  given  you  up  to  the  Prince 
of  Orange,  instead  of  sharing  my  last  fifty  guineas  with  you, 
to  help  you  off  to  France." 

His  companion  gazed  down  upon  the  ground  with  a  grim 
smile,  and  remained  for  a  moment  without  answering;  he 
then  looked  up,  gave  a  short  laugh,  and  replied,  "  I  must  not 
be  ungrateful,  cousin  mine;  I  thank  you  for  the  money  with 
all  my  heart  and  soul;  but  I  cannot  think  that  you  have  run 
yourself  so  hard  as  that  either;  you  must  have  made  mighty 
great  preparations  which  have  not  appeared,  to  spend  your 
snug  little  patrimony  upon  a  king  who  did  not  deserve  it, 
and  for  whom  you  did  not  fight,  after  all." 

"  I  should  have  fought  if  I  could  have  come  up  in  time," 
replied  the  other,  with  his  brows  darkening.  "  I  suppose 
you  do  not  suspect  me  of  being  unwilling  to  fight,  Lennard.?" 

"  Oh,  no,  man  !  no !"  replied  liis  cousin:  "  it  does  not  run 
in  our  blood;  we  have  all  fighting  drops  in  our  veins;  and  1 
know  you  can  fight  well  enough  when  it  suits  your  purpose. 
As  for  that  matter,  I  might  think  myself  a  fool  for  fighting  in 
behalf  of  a  man  who  wont  fight  in  his  own  behalf;  but  it 
is  his  cause,  not  himself,  Harry,  I  fought  for." 
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"  Bubbles,  bubbles,  Leniiavd,"  replied  the  other,  "  'tis  but 
a  mere  name !" 

"And  what  do  we  all  fight  for,  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave  ?" 
demanded  his  cousin — "bubbles,  bubbles,  HaiTy.  Through 
England  and  Ireland,  not  to  say  Scotland,  there  will  be  to- 
morrow morning,  which  I  take  it  is  Sunday,  full  five  thousand 
priests  busily  engaged  in  telling  their  hearers,  that  love, 
glory,  avarice,  and  ambition  are  nothing  but — bubbles !  So 
I  am  but  playing  the  same  game  as  the  rest.  I  wish  to  Heaven 
the  boat  would  come  round  though,  for  I  am  beginning  to 
think  it  is  as  great  a  bubble  as  the  rest. — Run  dow^n,  Wilton, 
my  boy,"  he  said,  speaking  to  the  youth  that  held  him  by  the 
hand — "  run  down  to  that  point,  and  see  if  you  can  discover 
the  boat  creeping  round  under  the  cliffs." 

The  boy  instantly  darted  off  without  speaking,  and  the 
two  gentlemen  watched  him  in  silence.  After  a  moment, 
however,  the  shorter  of  the  two  spoke,  with  his  eyes  still 
fixed  on  the  cliild,  and  the  slight  sneer  curling  his  lip — "  A 
fine  boy  that,  Lennard  !"  he  said.  "  A  child  of  love,  of 
course !" 

"  Doubtless,"  answered  the  other;  "  but  you  will  understand 
he  is  not  mine. — It  is  a  fi'iend's  child  that  I  have  promised 
to  do  the  best  for." 

"He  is  wondrous  like  your  brother  Morton,"  rejoined  his 
companion :  "  it  needs  no  marriage  certificate  to  tell  us  whose 
son  he  is." 

"  No ;  God  speed  the  poor  boy !"  replied  the  other  gentle- 
man, "he  is  like  his  father  enough.  I  must  do  what  I  can 
for  him,  though  Heaven  knows  what  I  am  to  do  either  for 
him  or  myself.  It  is  long  ere  he  can  be  a  soldier,  and  I  am 
not  much  accustomed  to  taking  heed  of  children." 

"Where  is  his  mother?"  demanded  the  cousin:  "whatever 
be  her  rank,  she  is  most  likely  as  rich  as  you  are,  and  cer- 
tainly better  able  to  take  care  of  him." 

"  Pshaw !"  replied  the  other — "  I  might  look  long  enough 
before  I  found  her.  The  boy  has  never  known  anything 
about  her  either,  so  that  would  not  do.  But  here  he  comes, 
here  he  comes,  so  say  no  more  about  it." 

As  he  spoke,  the  boy  boimded  up,  exclaiming,  "  I  see  the 
boat,  I  see  the  boat  coming  round  the  rock ! "  and  the  moment 
after,  a  tolerable-sized  fishing  boat  was  seen  rounding  the 
little  point  that  we  have  mentioned ;  and  the  two  cousins, 
with  the  boy,  descended  to  the  water's  edge.  During  the  few 
minutes  that  elapsed  before  the  boat  came  up  to  the  little 


6  THE   KING'S   HIGHWAY. 

landing-place  where  they  stood,  the   cousins   shook  hands 

together,  and  bade  each  other  adieu. 

.    "  Well,  God  speed  you,  Harry !"  said  the  one ;  "  you  have 

not   failed  me    at   this   pinch,   though   you   have   at  many 

another." 

"  Where  shall  I  write  to  you,  Lennard,"  demanded  the 
other,  "  in  case  that  anything  should  happen  to  turn  up  to 
your  advantage?" 

"  Oh !  to  the  Crown,  to  the  Crown,  at  St.  Germains,"  re- 
plied the  elder;  "  and  if  it  be  for  anything  to  my  advantage, 
write  as  quickly  as  possible,  good  cousin. — Come,  Wilton, 
my  boy ;  come,  here's  the  boat !  Thank  God  we  have  not 
much  baggage  to  embark.  —  Now,  my  man,"  he  continued, 
speaking  to  one  of  the  fishermen  who  had  leaped  out  into 
the  water,  "  lift  the  boy  in,  and  the  portmanteau,  and  then 
off  to  yonder  brig,  with  all  the  sail  you  can  put  on." 

Thus  saying,  he  sprang  into  the  boat,  received  the  boy  in 
his  arms,  and  waved  his  hand  to  his  cousin,  while  the  fisher- 
men pushed  off  from  the  shore. 

The  one  who  was  left  behind  folded  his  arms  upon  his 
chest,  and  gazed  after  the  boat  as  she  bounded  over  the 
water.  His  brow  was  slightly  clouded,  and  a  peculiar  sort 
of  smile  hung  upon  his  lip ;  but  after  thus  pausing  for  a  minute 
or  two,  he  turned  upon  his  heel,  walked  up  a  narrow  jjath  to 
the  top  of  the  cliff,  and  mounting  a  horse  which  was  held  for 
him  by  a  servant,  at  a  distance  of  about  a  hundred  yards 
from  the  edge,  he  rode  away,  whistling  as  he  went,  not  like 
Cimon,  for  want  of  thought,  but  from  the  very  intensity  of 
thought. 


CHAPTER  II. 

The  horseman  of  whom  we  have  spoken  in  the  last  chapter 
rode  slowly  on  about  two  hundred  yards  farther,  and  there 
the  servant  advanced  and  opened  a  gate,  by  means  of  which 
the  path  they  were  then  upon  communicated  Avith  a  small 
road  between  two  high  banks  leading  down  to  the  sea-side. 
The  moment  that  the  gentleman  rode  forward  through  the 
gate,  his  eyes  fell  upon  a  figure  coming  up  apparently  from 
the  sea-shore.  It  was  that  of  a  woman,  seemingly  well 
advanced  in  life,  and  dressed  in  the  garb  of  tlie  lower  orders : 
there  was  nothing  particular  in  her  appearance,  except  that 
in  her  gait  and  figure  she  was  more  decrepit  than  from  her 


THE  king's   highway.  7 

countenance  might  have  been  expected.  Tlie  tears  were 
sti'eaming  rajjidly  down  her  face,  however;  and  though  she 
suddenly  paused  on  perceiving  the  stranger,  she  could  not 
command  those  tears  from  flowing  on,  though  she  turned  away 
her  head  to  conceal  them. 

The  stranger  slightly  pulled  in  his  horse's  rein,  looked  at 
her  again,  and  then  gazed  thoughtfully  down  the  road  to- 
wards the  sea,  as  if  calculating  what  the  woman  could  have 
been  doing  there,  and  whether  she  could  have  seen  the 
departure  of  his  two  late  companions. 

The  servant  who  was  behind  him  seemed  to  read  his 
master's  thoughts ;  for  being  close  to  him  shutting  the  gate, 
he  said  in  a  low  tone,  "  That's  the  old  woman  with  whom 
the  young  gentleman  lodged ;  for  I  saw  her  when  the  Colonel 
went  there  this  morning  to  fetch  him  away." 

The  moment  the  man  had  spoken,  his  master  pushed 
forward  his  horse  again,  and  riding  up  to  the  woman,  accosted 
her  at  once. 

"  Ah,  my  good  woman,"  he  said,  "  you  are  grieving  after 
your  poor  little  boy;  but  do  not  be  cast  down,  he  will  be 
taken  good  care  of." 

"  God  bless  your  honour,"  replied  the  woman,  "  and  thank 
you,  too,  for  comforting  me :  he's  a  dear  good  boy,  that's 
true;  but  the  Colonel  has  taken  him  to  France,  so  I  shall 
never  see  him  more." 

"  Oh  yes,  you  may,  my  good  lady,"  replied  the  stranger: 
"  you  know  1  am  his  cousin — his  father's  first  cousin ;  so  if 
you  want  to  hear  of  him  from  time  to  time,  perhaps  I  coidd 
put  you  in  the  way  of  it.  If  I  knew  where  you  lived,  I 
would  come  and  call  upon  you  to-night,  and  talk  to  you  about 
it  before  I  go  on  to  Dublin." 

"  Your  honom''s  going  to  Dublin,  are  you } "  said  the 
woman,  suddenly  and  sharply,  while  the  blood  mounted  into 
the  cheek  of  her  companion,  as  if  fi"om  some  feeling  of 
embarrassment.  She  continued,  however,  before  he  could 
reply,  saying,  "  With  a  thousand  thanks  to  your  honour,  I 
shall  be  glad  to  see  you;  and  if  I  could  but  hear  that  the 
poor  boy  got  well  to  France,  and  was  comfortable,  I  think  I 
should  be  happy  all  my  life." 

"  But  where  do  you  live,  my  good  woman?"  demanded  the 
horseman:  "we  have  not  much  time  to  lose,  for  the  sun  is 
going  down,  and  the  night  is  coming  on." 

"  And  a  stoiiny  night  it  will  be,"  said  the  woman,  who, 
though  she  had  very  little  of  the  Irish  accent,  seemed  to  have 
not  a  little  of  that  pecidiar  obliquity  of  mind,  which  so  often 
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leads  the  Irishman  to  follow  the  last  idea  started,  however 
loosely  it  may  be  connected  with  the  main  subject  of  dis- 
course. "  As  to  where  I  live,"  she  continued,  "  it's  at  the 
small  neat  cottage  at  the  end  of  the  lane  ;  the  best  house  in 
the  place  to  my  mind,  except  the  priest's  and  the  tavern ; 
and  for  that  matter,  it's  my  own  property,  too." 

"  Well,  I  will  come  there  in  about  an  hour,"  said  her  com- 
panion, "  and  we  will  talk  it  all  over,  my  good  lady,  for  I 
must  leave  this  place  early  to-morrow." 

Away  went  the  stranger  as  he  spoke,  at  a  rapid  pace, 
towards  an  Irish  village  or  small  town  of  that  day,  which  lay 
at  the  distance  of  about  a  mile  and  a  half  from  the  sea-shore. 
It  was  altogether  a  very  different  place,  and  bore  a  very  dif- 
ferent aspect,  from  any  other  collection  of  houses,  of  the 
same  number  and  extent,  within  the  shores  of  the  Sister 
Island.  It  was  situated  upon  the  rise  of  a  steep  hill,  at  the 
foot  of  which  ran  a  clear  shallow  stream,  from  whose  margin, 
up  to  the  top  of  the  acclivity,  ran  two  irregular  rows  of 
houses,  wide  apart,  and  scattered  at  unequal  distances,  on 
the  two  sides  of  the  high  road.  They  were  principally 
hovels,  of  a  single  story  in  height;  a  great  proportion  of 
them  formed  of  nothing  but  turf,  with  no  other  window  but 
a  hole  covered  with  a  board,  and  sometimes  not  that.  Others, 
few  and  far  between,  again,  were  equally  of  one  story,  but 
were  neatly  plastered  with  clay,  and  ornamented  with  a  wash 
of  lime  ;  and  besides  these,  were  three  or  four  houses  which 
really  deserved  the  name — the  parish  priest's,  the  tavern, 
and  what  was  called  the  shop. 

These  rows  of  dwellings  were  raised  on, .two  high  but 
sloping  banks,  which  were  covered  with  green  turf,  and 
extended  perhaps  fifty  yards  in  width  between  the  houses 
and  the  road  :  this  long  strip  of  turf  affording  the  inhabitants 
plenty  of  space  for  dunghills  and  dust-heaps,  with  occasional 
stacks  of  turf,  and  a  detached  sort  of  summer-house  now  and 
then  for  a  pig,  in  those  cases  where  his  company  was  not 
preferred  in  the  parlour. 

Here,  too,  the  chickens  used  to  meet  in  daily  convocation ; 
and  here  the  priest's  bull  would  occasionally  take  a  morning 
walk,  to  the  detriment  of  the  dunghills  and  the  frailer  edifices, 
to  the  danger  of  the  children,  and  the  indignation  of  the 
other  animals,  who  might  seem  to  think  that  they  had  a  right 
prescriptive  to  exclusive  possession. 

Between  these  two  tracts  of  debatable  land  was  interposed 
a  paved  high  road,  twice  as  broad  as  it  needed  to  have  been, 
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and  fui'nished  with  a  stone  gutter  down  the  centre,  into  which 
flowed,  from  every  side,  streams  not  Castalian;  while  five  or 
six  ducks,  belonging  to  the  master  of  the  shop,  acted  as  the 
only  town  scavengers ;  and  a  large  black  sow,  with  a  sturdy 
farrow  of  eleven  young  pigs,  rolled  about  in  the  full  enjoy- 
ment of  the  filth  and  dirt,  seeming  to  represent  the  mayor 
and  town  council  of  this  rural  municipality. 

At  the  top  of  the  hill  two  or  three  lanes  turned  off,  and  in 
one  of  these  was  situated  the  cottage  which  the  old  lady  had 
indicated  as  her  dwelling.  The  stranger,  however,  rode  not 
thither  at  once,  but,  in  the  first  place,  stopped  at  the  tavern, 
as  it  was  called  (being  neither  more  nor  less  than  a  small 
public-house),  and  throwing  his  rein  to  the  servant,  he  dis- 
mounted, and  paused  to  order  some  refreshment.  When 
this  was  done,  he  took  his  way  at  once  to  the  house  of  the 
priest,  which  was  a  neat  white  building,  showing  considerable 
taste  in  all  its  external  arrangements.  The  stranger  was 
immediately  admitted,  and  remained  for  about  half  an  hour ; 
at  the  end  of  which  time  he  came  out,  accompanied  as  far  as 
the  little  wicket  gate  by  a  very  benign  and  thoughtful-looking 
man,  past  the  middle  age,  whose  last  words,  as  he  took  leave 
of  the  stranger,  were,  "  Alas,  my  son  !  she  was  so  beautiful, 
and  so  charitable,  that  it  is  much  to  be  lamented  that  she  was 
in  all  respects  a  cast-away." 

The  stranger  then  retiu'ned  to  the  tavern,  and  sat  down  to 
a  somewhat  black  and  angular  roasted  fowl,  which,  however, 
proved  better  to  the  palate  than  the  eye ;  and  to  this  he 
added  somewhat  more  than  a  pint  of  claret,  which — however 
strange  it  may  seem  to  find  such  a  thing  in  an  Irish  pot- 
house— might,  for  taste  and  fr'agrance,  have  competed  with 
the  best  that  ever  was  found  at  the  table  of  prince  or  peer : 
nor  was  such  a  thing  uncommon  in  that  day.  This  done, 
and  when  five  or  six  minutes  of  meditation — that  kind  of 
pleasant  meditation  which  ensues  when  the  inner  man  is 
made  quite  comfortable — had  been  added  to  his  moderate 
food  and  moderate  potation,  the  stranger  rose,  and  with  a 
slow  and  thoughtful  step  walked  forth  from  the  inn,  and  took 
his  way  towards  the  cottage  to  which  the  old  woman  had 
directed  him. 

The  sun  was  by  this  time  sinking  below  the  horizon,  and 
a  bright  red  glow  from  his  declining  rays  spread  through  the 
atmosphere,  tinging  the  edges  of  the  long,  liny,  lurid  clouds 
which  were  gathering  thickly  over  the  sky.  The  wind,  too, 
had  risen  considerably,  and  was  blowing  with  sharp  quick 


10  THE   king's   highway. 

gusts  increasing  towards  a  gale,  so  that  the  stranger  was 
obliged  to  put  his  hand  to  his  large  feathered  hat  to  keep  it 
firm  upon  his  head. 

In  the  meantime,  the  old  woman  had  returned  home,  and 
her  first  occupation  was  to  indulge  her  grief;  for,  sitting 
down  at  the  little  table  in  her  parlour,  she  covered  her  eyes 
with  her  hands,  and  wept  till  the  tears  ran  through  her 
fingers.  After  a  time,  however,  she  calmed  herself,  and  rising, 
looked  for  a  moment  into  a  small  looking-glass,  Avhich  showed 
her  face  entirely  disfigured  with  tears.  She  then  went  into  a 
little  adjacent  room,  which,  as  well  as  the  parlour,  was  the 
image  of  neatness  and  cleanness.  She  there  took  a  towel, 
dipped  it  in  cold  water,  and  seemed  about  to  bathe  away  the 
traces  from  her  cheeks.  The  next  moment,  however,  she 
threw  the  towel  down,  saying,  "  No,  no  !  why  should  I  V\ 
She  then  returned  to  the  parlour,  and  called  down  the  pas- 
sage, "  Betty,  Betty  ! " 

An  Irishwoman,  of  about  fifty  years  of  age,  clothed  much 
in  the  same  style,  and  not  much  worse  than  her  mistress, 
appeared  in  answer  to  her  summons ;  and,  according  to  the 
directions  she  now  received,  lighted  a  single  candle,  put  up 
a  large  heavy  shutter  against  the  parlour  window,  and  retired. 
The  mistress  of  the  house  remained  for  some  time  sitting  at 
the  table,  and  apparently  listening  for  every  step  without; 
though  from  time  to  time,  when  a  heavier  and  heavier  blast 
of  wind  sliook  the  cottage  where  she  sat,  she  gazed  up  towards 
the  sky,  and  her  lips  moved  as  if  offering  a  prayer. 

At  lengtli,  some  one  knocked  loudly  at  the  door,  and  start- 
ing up,  she  hurried  to  open  it  and  give  entrance  to  the 
stranger  whom  we  have  mentioned  before.  She  put  a  chair 
for  him,  and  stood  till  he  asked  her  to  sit  down. 

"  So,  my  good  lady,"  he  said,  "  you  lived  a  long  time  with 
Colonel  and  Mrs.  Sherbrooke." 

"  Oh  !  bless  you,  yes,  sir,"  replied  the  woman,  "  ever  since 
the  Colonel  and  the  young  lady  came  here,  till  she  died,  poor 
thing,  and  then  I  remained  to  take  care  of  the  boy,  dear, 
beautiful  fellow." 

"You  seem  very  sorry  to  lose  him,"  rejoined  the  stranger, 
"  and,  doubtless,  were  sadly  grieved  when  Mrs.  Sherbrooke 
died." 

"  You  may  well  say  that,"  replied  the  woman ;  "  had  I  not 
known  her  quite  a  little  girl  ?  and  to  see  her  die,  in  the  prime 
of  her  youth  and  beauty,  not  four-and-twenty  years  of  age. 
You  may  well  say  I  was  sorry.  If  her  ])oor  father  could  have 
seen  it,  it  would  have  broke  his  heart;  but  he  died  long 
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before  that,  or  many  another  thing  would  have  broken  his 
heart  as  well  as  that." 

"  Was  her  father  living,"  demanded  the  stranger,  "  when 
she  married  Colonel  Sherbrooke  ?" 

The  woman,  without  replying,  gazed  inquiringly  and  stead- 
fastly on  the  stranger's  countenance  for  a  moment  or  two ; 
who' continued,  after  a  short  pause — "Poo,  poo,  I  know  all 
about  it ;  I  mean,  when  she  came  away  with  him," 

"  No,  sir,"  replied  the  woman ;  "  he  had  been  dead  then 
more  than  a  year." 

"  Doubtless,"  replied  the  stranger,  "  it  was,  as  you  implied, 
a  happy  thing  for  him  that  he  did  not  live  to  see  his  daugh- 
ter's fate ;  but  how  was  it,  I  wonder,  as  she  was  so  sweet  a 
creature,  and  the  Colonel  so  fond  of  her,  that  he  never 
married  her  ?" 

The  woman  looked  down  for  a  moment;  but  then  gazed 
up  in  his  face  with  a  somewhat  ruefal  expression  of  counte- 
nance, and  a  shake  of  the  head,  answering, "  She  was  a  Pro- 
testant, you  know." 

The  stranger  looked  surprised,  and  asked, "  Did  she  always 
continue  a  Protestant,  my  good  woman  ?  I  should  have 
thought  love  could  have  worked  more  wonderful  conversions 
than  that." 

"  Ah !  she  died  as  she  lived,  poor  thing,"  replied  the 
woman,  "  and  with  nobody  with  her  either,  but  I  and  one 
other;  for  the  Colonel  was  away,  poor  man,  levying  troops 
for  the  king — that  is,  for  King  James,  sir;  for  your  honour 
looks  as  if  you  were  on  the  other  side." 

The  stranger  was  silent  and  looked  abstracted;  but  at 
length  he  answered,  somewhat  listlessly,  "  Really,  my  good 
woman,  one  does  not  know  what  side  to  be  of.  It  is  raining 
very  hard  to-night,  unless  those  are  the  boughs  of  the  trees 
tapping  against  your  window." 

"  Those  are  the  large  drops  of  rain,"  replied  the  woman, 
"  dashed  against  the  glass  by  the  south-west  wind.  It  will 
be  an  a^rful  night;  and  I  think  of  the  ship." 

"  I  will  let  you  hear  of  the  boy,"  rejoined  the  stranger  in 
an  indifferent  tone,  "  as  soon  as  I  hear  of  him  myself;"  and 
taking  up  his  hat  from  the  table,  he  seemed  about  to  depart, 
when  a  peculiar  expression  upon  the  woman's  countenance 
made  him  pause,  and,  at  the  same  time,  brought  to  his  mind 
that  he  had  not  even  asked  her  name. 

"  I  thought  your  honour  had  forgotten,"  she  replied,  when 
he  asked  her  the  question  at  length.  "  They  call  me  Betty 
Hai*]3er;  but  Mrs.  Harper  will  find  me  in  this  place,  if  you 
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put  that  upon  your  letter:  and  now  that  we  are  asking  such 
sort  of  questions,  your  honour  wouldn't  be  offended,  surely, 
if  I  were  to  ask  you  your  name  too  ?" 

"  Certainly  not,  my  good  lady,"  he  replied;  "  I  am  called 
Harry  Sherbrooke,  Esquire,  very  much  at  your  service. — 
Heavens,  how  it  blows  and  rains  !" 

"  Perhaps  it  is  nothing  but  a  wind-shower"  replied  the 
woman ;  "  if  your  honour  would  like  to  wait  until  it  has  ridden 
by." 

"Why,  I  shall  get  drenched  most  assuredly  if  I  go,"  he 
answered,  "  and  that  before  I  reach  the  inn ;  but  I  will  look 
out  and  see,  my  good  lady." 

He  accordingly  proceeded  into  the  little  passage,  and 
opened  the  door,  followed  by  his  companion.  They  were 
instantly  saluted,  however,  by  a  blast  of  wind  that  almost 
knocked  the  strong  man  himself  down,  and  made  the  woman 
reel  against  the  wall  of  the  passage. 

Everything  beyond — though  the  cottage,  situated  upon  a 
height,  looked  down  the  slope  of  the  hill,  over  the  cliffs,  to 
the  open  sea — was  as  dark  as  the  cloud  which  fell  upon 
Egypt:  a  darkness  that  could  be  felt!  and  not  the  slightest 
vestige  of  star  or  moon,  or  lingering  ray  of  sunshine, 
marked  to  the  eye  the  distinction  between  heaven,  earth, 
and  sea. 

Sherbrooke  drew  back,  as  the  wind  cut  him,  and  the  rain 
dashed  in  his  face ;  but  at  that  very  moment  something  like 
a  faint  flash  was  seen,  apparently  at  a  great  distance,  and 
gleaming  through  the  heavy  rain.  The  woman  instantly 
caught  her  companion's  wrist  tight  in  her  grasp,  exclaiming, 
"  Hark  !  " — and  in  a  few  seconds  after,  in  a  momentary  lull  of 
the  wind,  was  heard  the  low  booming  roar  of  a  distant  cannon. 

"  It  is  a  signal  of  distress  I"  cried  the  woman.  "  Oh  !  the 
ship,  the  ship !  The  wind  is  dead  upon  the  shore,  and  the 
long  reef,  out  by  the  Battery  Point,  has  seen  many  a  vessel 
wrecked  between  night  and  morning." 

While  she  spoke,  the  signal  of  distress  was  seen  and  heard 
again. 

"  I  will  go  down  and  send  people  out  to  see  what  can  be 
done,"  said  the  stranger,  and  walked  away  without  waiting 
for  reply.  He  turned  his  steps  towards  the  inn,  muttering 
as  he  went,  "  There's  one,  at  least,  on  board  the  ship  that 
wont  be  drowned,  if  there's  truth  in  an  old  proverb !  so  if 
the  vessel  be  wrecked  to-night,  I  had  better  order  breakfast 
for  my  cousin  to-morrow  morning — for  he  is  sure  to  swim 
ashore." 
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It  was  a  night,  however,  on  which  no  hope  of  reaching 
land  could  cheer  the  wrecked  seamen.  The  tide  was 
approaching  the  full;  the  wind  was  blowing  a  perfect 
hurricane ;  the  surf  upon  a  high  rocky  beach,  no  boat  could 
have  lived  in  for  a  minute ;  and  the  strongest  swimmer — even 
if  it  had  been  within  the  scope  of  human  power  and  skill 
to  struggle  on  for  any  time  with  those  tremendous  waves — 
must  infallibly  have  been  dashed  to  pieces  on  the  rocks  that 
lined  the  shore.  The  minute  guns  were  distinctly  heard  from 
that  town,  and  several  other  villages  in  the  neighbourhood. 
Many  people  Avent  to  the  tops  of  the  cliffs,  and  some  down  to 
the  sea-shore,  where  the  waves  did  not  reach  the  bases  of  the 
rocks.  One  gentleman,  living  in  the  neighbourhood,  sent 
out  servants  and  tenantry  with  links  and  torches,  but  no  one 
ever  could  clearly  distinguish  the  ship;  and  could  only  per- 
ceive that  she  must  be  in  the  direction  of  a  dangerous  rocky 
shoal  called  the  Long  Reef,  at  about  two  miles'  distance  from 
the  shore. 

The  next  morning,  however,  her  fate  was  more  clearly 
ascertained;  not  that  a  vestige  of  her  was  to  be  seen  out  at 
sea,  but  the  whole  shore  for  two  or  three  miles  was  covered 
with  pieces  of  wreck.  The  stern-post  of  a  small,  French- 
built  vessel,  and  also  a  boat  considerably  damaged  in  the 
bow,  and  turned  keel  upwards,  came  on  shore  as  Harry 
Sherbrooke  and  his  servant  were  themselves  examining  the 
scene.  The  boat  bore,  painted  in  white  letters,  "  La  Coureuse 
de  Dunkerque." 

"  That  is  enough  for  our  purpose,  I  should  suppose,"  said 
the  master,  pointing  to  the  letters  with  a  cane  he  had  in  his 
hand,  and  addressing  his  servant — "  I  must  be  gone,  Harrison, 
but  you  remain  behind,  and  do  as  I  bade  you." 

"  Wait  a  moment,  yet,  sir,"  replied  the  man :  "  you  see 
they  are  bringing  up  a  body  from  between  those  two  rocks, — 
it  seems  about  his  size  and  make,  too;"  and  approaching  the 
spot  to  which  he  pointed,  they  found  some  of  the  country 
people  carrying  up  the  body  of  a  French  officer,  which  after- 
wards proved  to  be  that  of  the  commander  of  the  brig,  which 
had  been  seen  during  the  preceding  day.  After  examining 
the  papers  which  were  taken  from  the  pockets  of  the  dead 
man,  one  of  which  seemed  to  be  a  list  of  all  the  persons  on 
board  his  vessel,  Sherbrooke  turned  away,  merely  saying  to 
his  servant,  "  Take  care  and  secure  that  paper,  and  bring  it 
after  me  to  Dublin  as  fast  as  possible." 

The  man  bowed  his  head,  and  his  master  walked  slowly 
and  quietly  away. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


Now  whatever  might  be  the  effect  of  all  that  passed,  as 
recorded  in  the  last  chapter,  upon  the  mind  of  Harry  Sher- 
brooke,  it  is  not  in  the  slightest  degree  our  intention  to  induce 
the  reader  to  believe  that  the  two  personages,  the  officer  and 
the  little  boy,  whom  we  saw  embark  for  the  brig  which  was 
■wiecked,  were  amongst  the  persons  who  perished  upon  that 
occasion.  True  it  is  that  every  person  the  ship  contained 
found  a  watery  grave,  between  sunset  and  sunrise  on  the 
night  in  question.  But  to  explain  how  the  whole  took  place, 
we  must  follow  the  track  of  the  voyagers  in  the  boat. 

As  soon  as  they  were  seated,  Lennard  Sherbrooke  threw 
his  arms  affectionately  round  the  boy,  drew  him  a  little  closer 
to  his  bosom,  and  kissed  his  broad  fair  forehead;  while  the 
boy,  on  his  part,  with  his  hand  leaning  on  the  officer's  knee, 
and  his  shoulder  resting  confiding  on  his  bosom,  looked  up 
in  his  face  with  eyes  of  earnest  and  deep  affection.  In  such 
mute  conference  they  remained  for  some  five  or  ten  minutes; 
while  the  hardy  sailors  pulled  away  at  the  oars,  their  course 
towards  the  vessel  lying  right  in  the  wind's  eye.  After  a 
minute  or  two  more,  Lennard  Sherbrooke  turned  round,  and 
gazed  back  towards  the  shore,  where  he  could  now  plainly 
perceive  his  cousin  beginning  to  climb  the  little  path  up  the 
cliff.  After  watching  him  for  a  moment  with  a  look  of  cal- 
culating thought,  he  turned  towards  the  boy  again,  and  saw 
that  there  were  tears  in  his  eyes,  which  sight  caused  him  to 
bend  down,  saying,  in  a  low  voice,  "  You  are  not  frightened, 
my  dear  boy  .^" 

"  Oh  no,  no !"  replied  the  boy — "  I  am  only  sorry  to  go 
away  to  a  strange  place." 

Lennard  Sherbrooke  turned  his  eyes  once  more  towards 
the  shore,  but  the  form  of  his  cousin  had  now  totally  disap- 
peared. He  then  remained  musing  for  a  minute  or  two, 
while  the  fishermen  laboured  away,  making  no  very  great 
progress  against  the  wind.  At  the  distance  of  about  a  mile 
O'-  a  mile  and  a  half  from  the  shore,  Lennard  Sherbrooke 
turned  round  towards  the  man  who  was  steering,  and  made 
some  remarks  upon  the  excellence  of  the  boat.  The  man, 
proud  of  his  little  vessel,  boasted  her  capabilities,  and 
declared  that  she  was  as  sea-worthy  as  any  frigate  in  the 
navy. 

"  I  should  like  to  see  her  tried,"  said  Sherbrooke. 
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"  I  should  not  wonder  if  she  were  well  tried  to-night," 
replied  the  man. 

For  a  moment  or  two  the  officer  made  no  rejoinder ;  but 
then  approaching  the  steersman  nearer  still,  he  said,  in  a  low 
voice,  "  Come,  my  man,  I  have  something  to  tell  you.  We 
must  alter  our  course  very  soon;  I  am  not  going  to  yon 
Frenchman  at  all." 

"  Why,  then,  where  the  devil  are  you  going  to  .?"  demanded 
the  fisherman ;  and  he  proceeded,  in  tones  and  in  language 
which  none  but  an  Irishman  must  presume  to  deal  with,  to 
express  his  astonishment,  that  after  having  been  hu-ed  by  the 
other  gentleman  to  carry  the  person  who  spoke  to  him  and 
the  boy  to  the  French  brig  of  war,  where  berths  had  been 
secured  for  them,  he  should  be  told  that  they  were  not  going 
there  at  all. 

The  stranger  suffered  him  to  expend  all  his  astonishment 
without  moving  a  muscle,  and  then  replied,  with  perfect  calm- 
ness, "  My  good  fiiend,  you  are  a  Catholic,  I  have  been  told, 
and  a  good  subject  to  King  James " 

"  God  bless  him  ! "  inteiTupted  the  man,  heartily ;  but 
Sherbrooke  proceeded,  saying,  "  In  these  days  one  may  well 
be  doubtful  of  one's  own  relations ;  and  I  have  a  fancy,  my 
man,  that  unless  I  prevent  any  one  fi'om  knowing  my  course, 
and  where  I  am,  I  may  be  betrayed  where  I  go,  and  betrayed 
if  I  stay.  Now  what  I  want  you  to  do  is  this,  to  take  me 
over  to  the  coast  of  England,  instead  of  to  yonder  French 
brig." 

The  man's  astonishment  was  very  great ;  but  he  seemed  to 
enter  into  the  motives  of  his  companion  with  all  the  quick 
perception  of  an  Irishman.  There  were  innumerable  diffi- 
culties, however,  which  he  did  not  fail  to  start ;  and  he 
asserted  manfully,  that  it  was  utterly  impossible  for  them  to 
proceed  upon  such  a  voyage  at  once.  In  the  first  place,  they 
had  no  provisions ;  in  the  next  place,  there  was  the  wife  and 
children,  who  would  not  know  what  was  become  of  them  ;  in 
the  thii-d  place,  it  was  coming  on  to  blow  hard  right  upon  the 
coast.  So  that  he  proved  there  was,  in  fact,  not  only  danger 
and  difficulty,  but  absolute  impossibility,  opposed  to  the  plan 
which  the  gentleman  wished  to  follow. 

In  the  meanwhile,  the  four  seamen,  who  were  at  the  oars, 
laboured  away  incessantly,  but  with  very  slow  and  difficult 
efforts.  Every  moment  the  wind  rose  higher  and  higher,  and 
the  sun's  lower  limb  touched  the  waters,  while  they  were  yet 
two  miles  from  the  French  brig. 

A  part  of  the  large  red  disk  of  the  descending  orb  was 
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seen  between  the  sea  and  the  edge  of  the  clouds  that  hung 
upon  the  verge  of  the  sky,  pouring  forth  from  the  horizon  to 
the  very  shore  a  long  line  of  blood-red  light,  which,  resting 
upon  the  boiling  waters  of  the  ocean,  seemed  as  if  the  setting 
star  could  indeed  "  the  multitudinous  sea  incarnadine,  making 
the  green  one  red." 

That  red  light,  however,  showed  far  more  clearly  than 
before  how  the  waters  were  already  agitated ;  for  the  waves 
might  be  seen  distinctly,  even  to  the  spot  in  the  horizon 
where  they  seemed  to  struggle  with  the  sun,  heaving  up  their 
gigantic  heads  till  they  appeared  to  overwhelm  him  before  he 
naturally  set. 

The  arguments  of  the  fisherman  apparently  effected  that 
thing  which  is  so  seldom  effected  in  this  world ;  namely,  to 
convince  the  person  to  whom  they  were  addressed.  I  say 
seldom,  for  there  have  been  instances  known,  in  remote  times, 
of  people  being  convinced.  They  puzzled  him,  however, 
and  embarrassed  him  very  much,  and  he  remained  for  full 
live  minutes  in  deep  and  anxious  thought. 

His  reverie,  however,  was  brought  to  an  end  suddenly,  by 
a  few  words  which  the  fisherman  whispered  to  him.  His 
countenance  brightened ;  a  rapid  and  brief  conversation  fol- 
lowed in  a  low  tone,  which  ended  in  his  abruptly  holding  out 
his  hand  to  the  good  man  at  the  helm,  saying,  "  I  trust  to 
your  honour." 

"  Upon  my  soul  and  honour,"  replied  the  fishennan,  grasp- 
ing his  proffered  hand. 

The  matter  now  seemed  settled, — no  farther  words  passed 
between  the  master  of  the  boat  and  his  passenger ;  but  the 
seaman  gave  a  rapid  glance  to  the  sky,  to  the  long  spit  of 
land  called  the  Battery  Point,  and  to  the  southward,  whence 
the  wind  was  blowing  so  sharply. 

"  We  can  do  it,"  he  muttered  to  himself,  "  we  can  do  it ;" 
and  he  then  gave  immediate  orders  for  changing  the  boat's 
course,  and  putting  out  all  sail.  His  companions  seemed  as 
much  surprised  by  his  change  of  purpose,  as  he  had  been 
with  the  alteration  of  his  passenger's  detennination.  His 
orders  were  nevertheless  obeyed  promptly,  the  head  of  the 
boat  was  turned  away  from  the  wind,  the  canvas  caught  the 
gale,  and  away  she  went  like  lightning,  heeling  till  the  little 
yard  almost  touched  the  water.  Her  course,  however,  was 
not  bent  back  exactly  to  the  same  spot  from  which  she  started, 
and  it  now  became  evident  that  it  was  the  fisherman's  inten- 
tion to  round  the  Battery  Point. 

Lennard  Sherbrooke  was  not  at  all  aware  of  the  dangerous 
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reef  that  lay  so  near  their  course  ;  but  it  soon  became  evident 
to  him  that  there  was  some  great  peril,  which  required  much 
skill  and  care  to  avoid ;  and,  as  night  fell,  the  anxiety  of  the 
seamen  evidently  became  greater.  The  wind  by  this  time 
was  blowing  quite  a  hurricane,  and  the  rushing  roaring  sound 
of  the  gale  and  the  ocean  was  quite  deafening.  But  about 
half  an  hour  after  sunset  that  peculiar  angry  roar,  which  is 
only  heard  in  the  neighbourhood  of  breakers,  was  distin- 
guished to  leeward ;  and  looking  in  that  direction,  Sherbrooke 
perceived  one  long  white  line  of  foam  and  surf,  rising  like  an 
island  in  the  midst  of  dark  and  struggling  waters. 

Not  a  word  was  said :  it  seemed  as  if  scarcely  a  breath  was 
drawn.  In  a  few  minutes  the  sound  of  the  breakers  became 
less  distinct ;  a  slight  motion  was  perceivable  in  the  arm  of 
the  man  who  held  the  tiller,  and  in  about  ten  minutes  the 
effect  of  the  neighbouring  headlands  was  found  in  smoother 
water  and  a  lighter  gale,  as  the  boat  glided  calmly  and  steadily 
on,  into  a  small  bay,  not  many  hundred  miles  from  Balti- 
more. The  rest  of  their  voyage,  till  they  reached  the  shore 
again,  was  safe  and  easy  :  the  master  of  the  boat  and  his  men 
seemed  to  know  every  creek,  cove,  and  inlet,  as  well  as  their 
own  dwelling  places ;  and,  directing  their  course  to  a  little 
but  deep  stream,  they  ran  in  between  two  other  boats,  and 
were  soon  safely  moored. 

The  boy,  by  Sherbrooke's  direction,  had  lain  himself  down 
in  the  bottom  of  the  boat,  wrapped  up  in  a  large  cloak ;  and 
there,  with  the  happy  privilege  of  childhood,  he  had  fallen 
sound  asleep,  nor  woke  till  danger  and  anxiety  were  passed, 
and  the  little  vessel  safe  at  the  shore.  Accommodation  was 
easily  found  in  a  neighbouring  village,  and,  on  the  following 
day,  one,  and  only  one,  of  the  boat's  crew  went  over  to  the 
spot  from  which  they  had  set  out  on  the  preceding  evening. 
He  returned  with  another  man,  both  loaded  with  provisions. 
There  was  much  coming  and  going  between  the  village  and 
the  boat  during  the  day.  By  eventide  the  storm  had  sobbed 
itself  away ;  the  sea  was  calm  again,  the  sky  soft  and  clear ; 
and  beneath  the  bright  eyes  of  the  watchful  stars,  the  boat 
once  more  took  its  way  across  the  broad  bosom  of  the  ocean, 
with  its  course  laid  directly  towards  the  English  shore. 


18  THE   KINGS   HIGHWAY 


CHAPTER  IV. 

Those  were  days  of  pack-saddles  and  pillions — days  cer- 
tainly not  without  their  state  and  display ;  but  yet  days  in 
which  persons  were  not  valued  according  to  the  precise  mode 
of  their  dress  or  equipage,  when  hearts  were  not  appraised 
by  the  hat  or  gloves,  nor  the  mind  estimated  by  the  carriages 
or  horses. 

Man  was  considered  far  more  abstractedly  then  than  at 
present;  and  although  illustrious  ancestors,  great  possessions, 
and  hereditary  claims  ujDon  consideration,  were  allowed  more 
weight  than  they  now  possess,  yet  the  minor  circumstances 
of  each  individual, — the  things  that  filled  his  pocket,  the 
dishes  upon  his  table,  the  name  of  his  tailor,  or  the  club 
that  he  belonged  to, — were  seldom,  if  ever,  allowed  to  affect 
the  appreciation  of  his  general  character. 

However  that  might  be,  it  was  an  age,  as  we  have  said,  of 
pack-saddles  and  pillions ;  and  no  one,  at  any  distance  from 
the  capital  itself,  would  have  been  the  least  ashamed  to  be 
seen  with  a  lady  or  child  mounted  behind  him  on  the  same 
horse,  while  he  jogged  easily  onward  on  his  destined  way. 

It  was  thus  that,  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  before  night- 
fall, a  tall  powerful  man  was  seen  riding  along  through  one  of 
the  north-western  comities  of  England,  with  a  boy  of  about 
eight  years  of  age  mounted  on  a  pillion  behind  him,  and 
steadying  himself  on  the  horse  by  an  affectionate  embrace 
cast  round  the  waist  of  his  elder  companion. 

Lennard  Sherbrooke — for  the  reader  has  already  divined 
that  this  was  no  other  than  the  personage  introduced  to  hira 
in  our  first  chapter — Lennard  Sherbrooke,  then,  was  still 
heavily  armed,  but  in  other  respects  had  undergone  a  con- 
siderable change.  The  richly  laced  coat  had  given  place  to 
a  plain  dark  one  of  greenish  brown ;  the  large  riding  boots 
remained;  and  the  hat,  though  it  kept  its  border  of  feathers, 
was  divested  of  every  other  ornament.  There  were  pistols 
at  the  saddle-bow,  which  indeed  were  very  necessary  in  those 
days  to  every  one  who  performed  the  perilous  and  laborious 
duty  of  wandering  along  the  King's  Ilighway;  and  in  every 
other  respect  the  appearance  of  Lennard  Sherbrooke  was 
well  calculated  neither  to  attract  cupidity  nor  invite  attack. 

About  ten  minutes  after  the  period  at  which  we  have  again 
introduced  him  to  our  readers,  the  traveller  and  his  young 
companion  stopped  at  the  door  of  an  old-fashioned   inn,  or 
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rather  at  the  porch  thereof;  for  the  door  itself,  with  a  retiring 
modesty,  stood  at  some  distance  back,  while  an  imjnident 
little  portico  with  carved  oak  pillars,  of  quaint  but  not  in- 
elegant design,  stood  forth  into  the  road,  with  steps  leading 
down  from  it  to  the  sill  of  the  sunk  doorway.  An  ostler  ran 
out  to  take  the  horse,  and  helped  the  boy  down  tenderly  and 
carefully.  Sherbrooke  himself  then  dismounted,  looked  at 
his  beast  from  head  to  foot,  and  then  ordering  the  ostler  to 
give  him  some  hay  and  water,  he  took  the  boy  by  the  hand 
and  entered  the  house. 

The  ostler  looked  at  the  beast,  which  was  tired,  and  then 
at  the  sky,  over  which  the  first  shades  of  evening  were 
beginning  to  creep,  thinking  as  he  did  so  that  the  stranger 
might  quite  as  well  put  up  his  beast  for  the  night.  In  the 
meantime,  however,  Sherbrooke  had  given  the  boy  into  the 
charge  of  the  hostess,  had  bidden  her  prepare  some  supper 
for  him,  and  had  intimated  that  he  himself  was  going  a  little 
farther,  but  would  soon  return  to  sleep  at  her  hospitable 
dwelling.  He  ordered  to  be  brought  in  and  given  into  her 
charge  also  a  small  portmanteau, —  smaller  than  that  which  he 
had  taken  with  him  into  the  boat, — and  when  all  this  was 
done,  he  kissed  the  boy's  forehead  tenderly,  and  left  him, 
mounting  once  more  his  weary  beast,  and  plodding  slowly 
along  upon  his  way. 

It  was  a  very  sweet  evening:  the  sun,  half  way  down  be- 
hind one  of  the  distant  hills,  seemed,  like  man's  curiosity,  to 
overlook  unheeded  all  the  bright  and  beautiful  things  close 
to  him,  and  to  gaze  with  his  eyes  of  light  full  upon  the  objects 
further  from  him,  through  which  the  wayfarer  was  bending 
his  way.  The  line  of  undulating  hills,  the  masses  of  a  long 
line  of  woodland,  some  deep  valleys  and  dells,  a  small 
village  with  its  church  and  tower  on  an  eminence,  were  all  in 
deep  blue  shadow ;  while,  in  the  foreground,  every  bank  and 
slope  was  glittering  in  yellow  sunshine,  and  a  small  river, 
that  wound  along  through  the  flatter  part  of  the  ground, 
seemed  turned  into  gold  by  the  great  and  glorious  alchymist, 
as  he  sunk  to  his  rest. 

The  heart  of  the  traveller  who  wandered  there  alone  was 
ill,  very  ill  at  ease.  Happily  for  himself,  as  he  was  now  cir- 
cumstanced, the  character  of  Sherbrooke  was  a  gay  and 
buoyant  one,  not  easily  depressed,  bearing  the  load  lightly ; 
but  still  he  could  not  but  feel  the  difficulties,  the  dangers, 
and  the  distresses  of  a  situation,  which,  though  shared  in  by 
very  many  at  that  moment,  was  rather  aggravated  by  such 
being  the  case,  and  had  but  small  alleviation  even  from  hope. 

c  -2 
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In  the  first  place,  he  had  seen  the  cause  to  which  he  had 
attached  himself  utterly  ruined  bv  the  base  irresolution  of  a 
weak  monarch,  who  had  lost  his  crown  by  his  tyranny,  and 
who  had  failed  to  regain  it  by  his  courage.  In  the  next 
place,  for  his  devotion  to  that  cause,  he  was  a  banished  and 
an  outlawed  man,  with  his  life  at  the  mercy  of  any  one  who 
chose  to  take  it.  In  the  next  he  was  well  nigh  penniless, 
with  the  life  of  another,  dear,  most  dear  to  his  heart,  depend- 
ing entirely  upon  his  exertions. 

The  heart  of  the  traveller,  then,  was  ill,  very  ill  at  ease,  but 
yet  the  calm  of  that  evening's  sunshine  had  a  SAveet  and 
tranquillizing  effect.  There  is  a  mirror — there  is  certainly  a 
moral  miiTor  in  our  hearts,  which  reflects  the  images  of  the 
things  around  us;  and  every  change  that  comes  over  nature's 
face  is  mingled  sweetly,  though  too  often  unnoticed,  with  the 
thoughts  and  feelings  called  forth  by  other  things.  The 
effect  of  that  calm  evening  upon  Lennard  Sherbrooke  was 
not  to  produce  the  wild,  bright,  visionary  dreams  and  ex- 
pectations which  seem  the  peculiar  offspring  of  the  gloAving 
morning,  or  of  the  bright  and  risen  day;  but  it  was  the 
counterpart,  the  image,  the  reflection  of  that  evening  scene 
itself  to  which  it  gave  rise  in  his  heart.  He  felt  tranquillized, 
he  felt  more  resolute,  more  capable  of  enduring.  Grief  and 
anxiety  subsided  into  melancholy  and  resolution,  and  the 
sweet  influence  of  the  hour  had  also  an  effect  beyond:  it 
made  him  pause  upon  the  memories  of  his  past  life,  upon 
many  a  scene  of  idle  profligacy,  revel,  and  riot, — of  talents 
cast  away  and  opportunity  neglected, — of  fortune  spent  and 
bright  hopes  blasted, —  and  of  all  the  great  advantages  which 
he  had  once  possessed  utterly  lost  and  gone,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  a  kind  and  generous  heart:  a  jewel,  indeed,  but  one 
which  in  this  world,  alas  I  can  but  too  seldom  be  turned  to 
the  advantage  of  the  possessor. 

On  these  things  he  pondered,  and  a  sweet  and  ennobling 
regret  came  upon  him  that  it  should  be  so — a  regret  which 
might  have  gone  on  to  sincere  repentance,  to  firm  amend- 
ment, to  the  retrieval  of  fortunes,  to  an  utter  change  of  destiny, 
had  the  circumstances  of  tlie  times,  or  any  friendly  voice  and 
helping  hand,  led  his  mind  on  upon  that  path  wherein  it  had 
already  taken  the  first  step,  and  had  opened  out  before  him 
a  way  of  retrieval,  instead  of  forcing  him  onward  down  the 
hill  of  destruction.  But,  alas!  those  were  not  times  Avhen 
the  op])ortunity  of  doing  better  was  likely  to  be  allowed  to 
liim ;  nor  were  circumstances  destined  to  change  his  course. 
His  destiny,  like  that  of  many  Jacobites  of  the  day,  was  but 
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to  be  from  rnin  to  ruin ;  and  let  it  be  remembered,  that  the 
character  and  history  of  Lennard  Sherbrookc  are  not  ideal, 
but  are  copied  faithfully  from  a  true  but  sad  history  of  a  life 
in  those  times. 

All  natural  affections  sweeten  and  jiurify  the  human  heart. 
Like  everything  else  given  us  immediately  from  God,  their 
natural  tendency  is  to  wage  war  against  all  that  is  evil  within 
us ;  and  every  single  thought  of  amendment  and  improvement, 
every  regret  for  the  past,  every  better  hope  for  the  future, 
was  connected  with  the  thought  of  the  beautiful  boy  he  had 
left  behind  at  the  inn;  and  elevated  by  his  love  for  a  being  in 
the  bright  ])urity  of  youth,  he  thought  of  him  and  his  situation 
again  and  again ;  and  often  as  he  did  so,  the  intensity  of  his 
own  feelings  made  him  murmur  forth  half  audible  words  all 
I'elating  to  the  boy,  or  to  the  person  he  was  then  about  to 
seek,  for  the  pm'pose  of  interesting  him  in  the  poor  youth's 
fate. 

"  I  will  tell  him  all  and  everything,"  he  said,  thus  munnur- 
ing  to  himself  as  he  went  on :  "  he  may  drive  me  forth  if  he 
will ;  but  surely,  surely,  he  will  protect  and  do  something  for 
the  boy.  What,  though  there  have  been  faults  committed 
and  wrong  done,  he  cannot  be  so  hard-hearted  as  to  let  the 
poor  child  starve,  or  be  brought  up  as  I  can  alone  bring  him 
up." 

Such  was  still  the  conclusion  to  which  he  seemed  to  come ; 
and  at  length  when  the  sun  had  completely  gone  down,  and 
at  the  distance  of  about  three  miles  from  the  inn,  he  paused 
before  a  large  pair  of  wooden  gates,  consisting  of  two  rows  of 
square  bars  of  painted  wood  placed  close  together,  with  a 
thick  heavy  rail  at  the  top  and  bottom,  while  two  wooden 
obelisks,  with  their  steeple-shaped  summits,  formed  the  gate 
posts.  Opening  the  gates,  as  one  well  familiar  with  the  lock, 
he  now  entered  the  smaller  road  which  led  from  them  through 
the  fields  towards  a  wood  upon  the  top  of  the  hill.  At  first  the 
way  was  uninteresting  enough,  and  the  faint  remains  of  twi- 
light only  served  to  show  some  square  fields  within  their 
hedge-rows  cut  in  the  most  prim  and  undeviating  lines  around. 
The  wayfarer  rode  on,  through  that  part  of  the  scene,  with 
his  eyes  bent  down  in  deep  thought ;  but  when  he  came  to 
the  wood ;  and,  following  the  path  —  which,  now  kept  with 
high  neatness  and  propriety,  wound  in  and  out  amongst  the 
trees,  and  then  sweeping  gently  round  the  shoulder  of  the  hill, 
exposed  a  beautiful  deer  park— he  had  before  his  eyes  a  fine 
Elizabethan  house,  rising  grey  upon  a  little  eminence  at  the 
distance  of  some  four  or  five  hundred  yards, — it  seemed  that 
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some  old  remembrance,  some  agitating  vision  of  the  days 
gone  by,  came  over  the  horseman's  mind.  He  pulled  in  his 
rein,  clasped  his  hands  together,  and  gazed  around  with  a 
look  of  sad  and  painful  recognition.  At  the  end  of  a  minute 
or  two,  however,  he  recovered  himself,  rode  on  to  the  front 
of  the  house  we  have  mentioned,  and  dismounting  from  his 
horse,  pulled  the  bell-rope  which  action  was  instantly  followed 
by  a  long  peal  heard  fi'om  within. 

"  It  sounds  cold  and  empty,"  said  the  wayfarer  to  himself, 
"  like  my  reception,  and  perhaps  my  hopes." 

No  answer  Avas  made  for  some  time ;  and  though  the  sounds 
had  been  loud  enough,  as  the  traveller's  ears  bore  witness,  yet 
they  required  to  be  repeated  before  any  one  came  to  ask  his 
pleasure. 

"  This  is  very  strange !"  he  said,  as  he  applied  his  hand 
to  the  bell-rope  again.  "  He  must  have  grown  miserly,  as 
they  say,  indeed.  Why  I  remember  a  dozen  servants  crowd- 
ing into  this  porch  at  the  first  sound  of  a  horse's  feet." 

A  short  time  after,  some  steps  were  heard  within ;  bolts  and 
bars  were  carefidly  withdrawn,  and  an  old  man  in  a  white 
jacket,  with  a  lantern  in  his  hand,  opened  the  heavy  oaken 
door,  and  gazed  upon  the  stranger. 

"  Where  is  the  Earl  of  Byerdale  .'"  demanded  the  horse- 
man, in  apparent  surprise.      "  Is  he  not  at  home?" 

The  old  man  gazed  at  him  for  a  moment  from  head  to  foot, 
wdthout  replying,  and  then  answered  slowly  and  somewhat 
bitterly,  "  Yes,  he  is  at  home — at  his  long  home,  from  which 
he'll  never  move  again !  Why,  he  has  been  dead  and  buried 
this  fortnight." 

"  Indeed!"  cried  the  traveller,  putting  his  hand  to  his  head, 
with  an  air  of  surpi'ise,  and  what  we  may  call  dismay ;  "  indeed ! 
and  who  has  discharged  the  servants  and  shut  up  the  house?" 

"  Those  who  have  a  right  to  do  it,"  rejdied  the  old  man, 
sharpl}' ;  "  for  my  lord  was  not  such  a  fool  as  to  leave  his 
property  to  be  spent,  and  his  place  mismanaged,  by  two 
scape-graces  whom  he  knew  well  enough." 

Ashe  spoke,  without  farther  ceremony  he  shut  the  door  in 
the  stranger's  face,  and  then  returned  to  his  own  abode  in  the 
back  part  of  the  liouse,  chuckling  as  he  went,  and  murmuring 
to  himself,  "  I  think  I  have  paid  him  now  for  throwing  me 
into  the  horsepond,  for  just  telling  a  little  bit  of  a  lie  about 
Ellen,  the  laundry  maid.  He  thought  1  had  forgotten  him  ! 
Ha!  ha!  ha!" 

The  traveller  stood  confounded ;  but  he  made  no  obser- 
vation, he  uttered  no  word,  he  seemed  too  much  accustomed 
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to  meet  the  announcement  of  fresh  misfortune  to  suffer  it  to 
drive  him  from  the  strong-hold  of  silence.  Sweeter  or  gentler 
feelings  might  have  done  it :  he  might  have  been  tempted  to 
speak  aloud  in  calm  meditation  and  thought,  either  gloomy 
or  joyful;  but  his  heart,  when  wrung  and  broken  by  the 
last  hard  grasp  of  fate,  like  the  wolf  at  his  death,  was  dumb. 

He  remained  for  full  two  minutes,  however,  beneath  the 
porch,  motionless  and  silent;  then  springing  on  his  horse's 
back,  he  urged  him  somewhat  rapidly  up  the  slope.  Ere 
he  had  reached  the  top,  either  from  remembering  that  the 
beast  was  weary,  or  from  some  change  in  his  own  feelings, 
he  slackened  his  pace,  and  gave  himself  up  to  meditation 
again.  The  first  agony  of  the  blow  that  he  had  received 
was  now  over,  and  once  again  he  not  only  reasoned  with 
himself  calmly,  but  expressed  some  of  his  conclusions  in  a 
murmur. 

"What!"  he  said,  "a  peer  without  a  penny!  the  name 
attainted,  too,  and  all  lands  and  property  declared  forfeit! 
No,  no  !  it  will  never  do !  Years  may  bring  better  times !  — 
Who  knows?  the  attainder  maybe  reversed;  new  fortunes 
may  be  gained  or  made !  The  right  dies  not,  though  it  may 
slumber ;  exists,  though  it  be  not  enforced.  A  peer  without 
a  penny !  no,  no ! — far  better  a  beggar  with  half  a  crown !" 

Thus  saying  he  rode  on,  passed  tlu-ough  the  wood  we  have 
mentioned, — the  dull  meadows,  and  the  wooden  gates;  and 
entering  the  high  road,  was  proceeding  towards  the  inn,  when 
an  event  occurred  which  effected  a  considerable  change  in 
his  plans  and  pui"poses. 

It  was  by  this  time  one  of  those  dark  nights,  the  most 
propitious  that  can  be  imagined  for  such  little  adventures 
as  rendered  at  one  time  the  place  called  Gad's  Hill  famous 
alike  in  story  and  in  song.  It  wasn't  that  the  night  was  cloudy, 
for,  to  say  sooth,  it  was  a  fine  night,  and  manifold  small  stars 
were  twinkling  in  the  sky ;  but  the  moon,  the  sweet  moon, 
■was  at  that  time  in  her  infancy,  a  babe  of  not  two  days  old, 
so  that  the  light  she  afforded  to  her  wandering  companions 
through  the  fields  of  space  was  of  course  not  likely  to  be 
much.  The  stars  twinkled,  as  we  have  said,  but  they  gave 
no  light  to  the  road;  and  on  either  side  there  were  sundry 
brakes,  and  lanes,  and  hedges,  and  groups  of  trees  which 
were  sufficiendy  shady  and  latitant  in  the  mid-day,  and  which 
certainly  were  impervious  to  any  ray  of  light  then  above  the 
horizon. 

The  mind  of  Lennard  Sherbrooke,  however,  was  far  too 
busy  about  other  things  to  think  of  dangers  on  the  King's 
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Highway.  His  jDurse  \Yas  certainly  well  armoured  against 
robbery;  and  the  defence  was  on  the  inside  and  not  on  the 
out;  so  that — had  he  thought  on  the  matter  at  all,  which  he 
did  not  do  —  he  might  very  probably  have  thought,  in  his 
light  recklessness,  he  wished  he  might  meet  with  a  highway- 
man, in  order  to  try  whether  he  could  not  rob  better  than  be 
robbed. 

However,  as  I  have  said,  he  thought  not  of  the  subject  at 
all.  His  own  situation,  and  that  of  the  boy  Wilton,  occu- 
pied liim  entirely ;  and  it  was  not  till  the  noise  of  a  horse's 
feet  coming  rapidly  behind  him  sounded  close  at  his  shoulder, 
that  he  turned  to  see  by  whom  he  had  been  overtaken. 

All  that  Sherbrooke  could  perceive  was,  that  it  was  a  man 
mounted  on  a  remarkably  fine  horse,  riding  with  ease  and 
grace,  and  bearing  altogether  the  appearance  of  a  gentleman. 

"  Pray,  sir,"  said  the  stranger,  "  can  you  tell  me  how  far 
I  am  from  the  inn  called  the  Buck's  Horns,  and  whether  this 
is  the  direct  road  thither  ?" 

"  The  inn  is  about  two  miles  on,"  replied  Sherbrooke, 
"  on  the  left-hand  side  of  the  way,  and  you  cannot  miss  it, 
for  there  is  no  other  house  for  five  miles." 

"  Only  two  miles!"  said  the  stranger;  "  then  there  is  no 
use  of  my  riding  so  fast,  risking  to  break  my  neck,  and  my 
horse's  knees." 

Sherbrooke  said  nothing,  but  rode  on  quietly,  Avhile  the 
stranger,  still  reining  in  his  horse,  pursued  the  high  road  by 
the  traveller's  side. 

"  It  is  a  very  dark  night,"  said  the  stranger,  after  a  minute 
or  two's  silence. 

"  A  very  dark  night,  indeed !"  replied  Sherbrooke,  and  the 
conversation  again  ended  there. 

"  Well,"  said  the  stranger,  after  two  or  three  minutes  more 
had  passed,  "  as  my  conversation  seems  disagreeable  to  you, 
sir,  I  shall  ride  on." 

"  Good  night,  sir,"  replied  Sherbrooke,  and  the  other  ap- 
peared to  put  spurs  to  his  horse.  At  the  first  step,  however, 
he  seized  the  traveller's  rein,  uttering  a  whistle:  two  more 
horsemen  instantly  darted  out  from  one  side  of  the  road,  and 
in  an  instant  the  well-known  words,  "  Stand  and  deliver  !" 
were  audiljly  pronounced  in  the  ears  of  the  traveller. 

Now  it  is  a  very  different  thing,  and  a  much  more  difficult 
thing,  to  deal  in  such  a  sort  with  three  gentlemen  of  the 
road,  than  with  one;  but  nevertheless,  as  we  have  before 
shown,  Lennard  Sherbrooke  was  a  stout  man,  nor  was  he  at 
all  a  faint-hearted  one.     A  pistol  was  instantly  out  of  one  of 
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the  holsters,  pointed,  and  fired,  and  one  of  his  assailants 
rolled  over  upon  the  ground,  horse  and  man  together.  His 
heavy  sword  was  free  from  the  sheath  the  moment  after;  and 
exclaiming,  "  Now  there's  but  two  of  you,  I  can  manage 
you,"  he  pushed  on  his  horse  against  the  n)an  who  had 
seized  his  bridle,  aiming  a  very  unpleasant  sort  of  oblique 
cut  at  the  worthy  personage's  head,  which,  had  it  taken 
effect,  would  probably  have  left  him  with  a  considerable  por- 
tion less  of  skull  than  that  with  which  he  entered  into  the 
conflict. 

Three  things,  however,  happened  almost  simultaneously, 
which  gave  a  new  aspect  altogether  to  affairs.  The  man 
upon  Sherbrooke's  left  hand  fired  a  jjistol  at  his  head,  but 
missed  him  in  the  darkness  of  night.  At  the  same  moment 
the  other  man  at  whom  he  was  aiming  the  blow,  and  who 
being  nearer  to  him  of  course  saw  better,  parried  it  success- 
fully, but  abstained  from  returning  it,  exclaiming,  "  By 
Heavens  !  I  believe  it  is  Lennard  Sherbrooke !" 

"  If  you  had  asked  me,"  replied  Sherbrooke,  "  I  would 
have  told  you  that  long  ago :  pray  who  are  you  ?" 

"  I  am  Frank  Bryerly,"  replied  the  man:  "  hold  yom- 
hands,  hold  your  hands  every  one,  and  let  us  see  what  mis- 
chief's done  I  Dick  Harrison,  I  believe,  is  down.  Devilish 
unfortunate,  Sherbrooke,  that  you  did  not  speak." 

"  Speak !"  returned  Sherbrooke,  "  what  should  I  speak 
for?  these  are  not  times  for  speaking  over  much." 

"  I  am  not  hurt,  I  am  not  hurt !"  cried  the  man  called 
Harrison ;  "  but  hang  him,  I  believe  he  has  killed  my  horse, 
and  the  horse  had  well  nigh  killed  me,  for  he  reared  and 
went  over  with  me  at  the  shot: — get  up,  brute,  get  up !"  and  he 
kicked  the  horse  in  the  side  to  make  him  rise.  Up  started 
the  beast  upon  his  feet  in  a  moment,  trembling  in  every 
limb,  but  still  apparently  not  much  hurt;  and  upon  exami- 
nation it  proved  that  the  ball  had  struck  him  in  the  fleshy 
part  of  the  shoulder,  producing  a  long,  but  not  a  deep  wound, 
and  probably  causing  the  animal  to  rear  by  the  pain  it  had 
occasioned. 

As  soon  as  this  was  explained  satisfactorily,  a  somewhat 
curious  scene  was  presented,  by  Lennard  Sherbrooke  stand- 
ing in  the  midst  of  his  assailants,  and  shaking  hands  with 
two  of  them  as  old  friends,  while  the  third  was  presented  to 
him  with  all  the  form  and  ceremony  of  a  new  introduction. 
But  such  things,  alas!  were  not  uncommon  in  those  days; 
and  gentlemen  of  high  birth  and  education  have  been  known 
to  take  to  the  King's  Highway — not  like  Prince  Hal,  for 
sport,  but  for  a  mouthful  of  bread. 
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"  Why,  Frank,"  said  Sherbrooke,  addressing  the  one  who 
had  seized  his  horse's  rein,  "  how  is  this,  my  good  fello^Y  ?" 

"  Why,  just  hke  everything  else  in  the  world,"  replied  the 
other  in  a  gay  tone.  "  I'm  at  the  down  end  of  the  great  see- 
saw, Sherbrooke,  that's  all.  When  last  you  knew  me,  I  was 
a  gay  Templer,  in  not  bad  practice,  bamboozling  the  jui'ies, 
deafening  the  judges,  making  love  to  every  woman  I  met, 
ruining  the  tavern-keepers,  and  astounding  the  Avatch  and  the 
chairman.     In  short,  Sherbrooke,  very  much  like  yourself." 

"  Exactly,  Frank,"  replied  Sherbrooke,  "  my  own  history 
within  a  letter  or  so:  we  were  always  called  the  counter- 
parts, you  know;  but  what  became  of  you  after  I  left  you,  a 
year  and  a  half  ago,  when  this  Dutch  skipper  first  came  over 
to  usurp  his  father-in-law's  throne?" 

"  Why,  I  did  not  take  it  quite  so  hotly  as  you  did,"  re- 
plied the  other;  "  but  I  remained  for  some  time  after  the 
King  was  gone,  till  I  heard  he  had  come  back  to  Ireland ; 
then,  of  course,  I  went  to  join  him,  fared  with  the  rest,  lost 
everything,  and  here  I  am — after  having  been  a  Templer, 
and  then  a  captain  in  the  king's  guards — doing  the  honours 
of  the  King's  Highway." 

"  Stupidly  enough,"  replied  Lennard  Sherbrooke ;  "  for 
here  the  first  thing  that  you  do  is  to  attack  a  man  who  is 
just  as  likely  to  take  as  to  give,  and  ask  for  a  man's  money 
who  has  but  a  guinea  and  a  shilling  in  all  the  world." 

"  I  am  but  raw  at  the  trade,  I  confess,"  replied  the  other, 
"  and  we  are  none  of  us  much  more  learned.  The  truth  is, 
we  were  only  practising  upon  you,  Sherbrooke,  we  expect  a 
much  better  prize  to-morrow ;  but  what  say  you,  if  your  con- 
dition be  such,  why  not  come  and  take  a  turn  upon  the  road 
with  us.f*  It  is  the  most  honourable  trade  going  now-a-days. 
Treason  and  treachery,  indeed,  carry  off  the  honours  at 
court ;  but  there  are  so  many  traitors  of  one  gang  or  another, 
that  betraying  one's  friend  is  become  a  vulgar  calling.  Take 
a  turn  with  us  on  the  road,  man  !  take  a  turn  with  us  on  the 
road  !" 

"  Upon  my  soul,"  replied  Sherbrooke,  "  I  think  the  plan 
not  a  bad  one ;  I  believe  if  I  had  met  you  alone,  Fraidc,  I 
should  have  tried  to  rob  you." 

"  Don't  call  it  rob,"  replied  Frank  Brycrly,  "  call  it  soli- 
citing from,  or  relieving.  But  it  is  a  bargain,  Sherbrooke, 
isn't  it  ?" 

liCnnard  Sherbrooke  paused  and  thought  for  a  moment, 
with  the  scattered  remains  of  better  feelings,  like  some  gal- 
lant party  of  a  defeated  anny  trying  still  to  rally  and  resist 
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against  the  overpowering  force  of  adverse  circumstances.  Ho 
thought,  in  that  short  moment,  of  what  other  course  he  coukl 
follow;  he  turned  his  eyes  to  the  east  and  the  west,  to  the 
north  and  the  south,  for  the  chance  of  one  gleam  of  hope,  for 
the  prospect  of  any  opening  to  escape.  It  was  in  vain,  his 
last  hope  had  been  trampled  out  that  night.  He  had  not 
even  money  to  fly,  and  seek,  on  some  other  shore,  the  means 
of  support  and  existence.  He  had  but  sufficient  to  support 
himself  and  his  horse,  and  the  poor  boy,  for  three  or  four 
more  days.  Imagination  pictured  that  poor  boy's  bright 
countenance,  looking  up  to  him  for  food  and  help,  and  find- 
ing none,  and  grasping  Bryerly's  hand,  he  said,  in  a  low 
voice,  "  It  is  a  bargain.     Where  and  how  shall  I  join  you.'"' 

"  Oh !"  replied  the  other,  "  we  three  are  up  at  Mudicot's 
inn,  about  four  miles  there :  you  had  better  turn  your  horse 
and  go  back  with  us." 

"  No,"  replied  Sherbrooke,  "  I  have  some  matters  to 
settle  at  the  little  inn  down  there :  all  that  I  have  in  the 
world  is  there,  and  that,  Heaven  knows,  is  little  enough;  I 
will  join  you  to-morrow." 

"  Sherbrooke,"  said  Bryerly,  drawing  him  a  little  on  one 
side  and  speaking  low,  "  I  am  a  rich  man,  you  know :  I  have 
got  ten  guineas  in  my  pocket:  you  must  share  them  with  me." 

Pride  had  already  said  "  No  !"  but  Bryerly  insisted,  say- 
ing, "  You  can  pay  me  in  a  day  or  two." 

Sherbrooke  thought  of  the  boy  again,  and  accepted  the 
money;  and  then  bidding  his  companions  adieu  for  the  time, 
he  left  them  and  returned  to  the  inn. 

The  poor  boy,  wearied  out,  had  once  more  fallen  asleep 
where  he  sat,  and  Sherbrooke,  causing  him  to  be  put  to  bed, 
remained  busily  writing  till  a  late  hour  at  night. 

He  then  folded  up  and  sealed  carefully  that  which  he  had 
\NTitten,  together  with  a  number  of  little  articles  which  he 
drew  forth  fi'om  the  portmanteau  ;  he  then  wTote  some  long 
directions  on  the  back  of  the  packet,  and  placing  the  whole 
once  more  in  the  portmanteau,  in  a  place  where  it  was  sure 
to  be  seen,  if  any  inquisitive  eye  examined  the  contents  of 
the  receptacle,  he  turned  the  key  and  retired  to  rest. 

The  whole  of  the  following  day  he  passed  in  playing  with 
and  amusing  little  Wilton  ;  and  so  much  childish  gaiety  was 
there  in  his  demeanour,  that  the  man  seemed  as  young  as  the 
child.  Towards  evening,  however,  he  again  ordered  his 
horse  to  be  brought  out ;  and,  having  paid  the  landlady  for 
their  accommodation  up  to  that  time,  he  again  left  the  boy 
in  her  charge  and  put  his  foot  in  the  stirrup.     He  had  kissed 
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him  several  times  before  he  did  so ;  but  a  sort  of  yearning  of 
the  heart  seemed  to  come  over  him,  and  turning  back  again 
to  the  door  of  the  inn,  he  once  more  pressed  him  to  his  heart, 
ere  he  departed. 


CHAPTER  V. 

Journeys  were  in  those  days  at  least  treble  the  length  they 
are  at  present.  Tt  may  be  said  that  the  distance  from  London 
to  Yoik,  or  from  Carlisle  to  Berwick,  could  never  be  above  a 
certain  length.  Measured  by  a  string  probably  such  would 
have  been  the  case ;  but  if  the  reader  considers  how  much 
more  sand,  gravel,  mud,  and  clay,  the  wheels  of  a  carriage 
had  to  go  through  in  those  days,  he  will  easily  see  how  it  was 
the  distances  were  so  protracted. 

At  all  events,  fifty  or  sixty  miles  was  a  long,  laborious 
journey;  and  at  whatever  hour  the  traveller  might  set  out 
upon  his  way,  he  was  not  likely  to  reach  the  end  of  it,  with- 
out becoming  a  "borrower  from  the  night  of  a  dark  hour 
or  two." 

Such  was  the  case  with  the  tenant  of  a  large  cumbrous 
carriage,  which,    drawn    heavily  on    by  four    stout   horses 
wended  slowly  on  the  King's  Highway,  not  very  far  from  the 
spot  where  the  wooden  gates  that  we  have  described  raised 
their  white  faces  by  the  side  of  the  road. 

The  panels  of  that  carriage,  as  well  as  the  ornaments  of 
the  top  thereof,  bore  the  arms  of  a  British  earl ;  and  there 
was  a  heavy  and  dignified  swagger  about  the  vehicle  itself, 
which  seemed  to  imply  a  consciousness  even  in  the  wood  and 
leather  of  the  dignity  of  the  person  within.  He,  for  his  own 
part,  though  a  graceful  and  very  courtly  personage,  full  of 
high  talent,  policy,  and  wit,  had  nothing  about  him  at  all  of 
the  pomposity  of  his  vehicle  ;  and  at  the  moment  which  we 
refer  to,  namely,  about  two  hours  after  nightfall,  tired  with 
his  long  journey,  and  seated  with  solitary  thought,  he  had 
drawn  a  iur-cap  lightly  over  his  head,  and,  leaning  back  in 
the  carriage,  enjoyed  not  unpleasant  repose. 

To  be  woke  out  of  one's  slumbers  suddenly  at  any  time, 
or  by  any  means,  is  a  very  unpleasant  sensation  ;  but  there 
are  few  occasions  that  Ave  can  conceive,  on  whicli  such  an 
event  is  more  disagreeable  than  when  we  are  thus  woke,  to 
find  a  pistol  at  our  breast,  and  some  one  demanding  our 
money. 
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The  Earl  of  Sunbmy  was  sleeping  quietly  in  his  carriage 
with  the  most  perfect  feeling  of  security,  though  those  indeed 
were  not  very  secure  times ;  when  suddenly  the  carriage 
stopped,  and  he  started  up.  Scarcely,  however,  was  he 
awkae  to  what  was  passing  round,  than  the  door  of  the  car- 
riage was  opened,  and  a  man  of  gentlemanly  appearance,  witli 
a  pistol  in  his  right  hand,  and  his  horse's  bridle  over  the  left 
arm,  presented  himself  to  the  eyes  of  the  peer.  At  the  same 
time,  through  the  opposite  window  of  the  carriage,  was  seen 
another  man  on  horseback;  while  the  Earl  judged,  and  judged 
rightly,  that  there  must  be  others  of  the  same  haternity  at  the 
heads  of  the  horses,  and  the  ears  of  the  postilions. 

The  Earl  was  usually  cool  and  calm  in  his  demeanour 
under  most  of  the  circumstances  of  life ;  and  he  therefore 
asked  the  pistol-bearing  gentleman,  much  in  the  same  tone 
that  one  would  ask  one's  way  across  the  country,  or  receive 
a  visitor  whom  we  do  not  know,  "  Pray,  sir,  what  may  be 
your  pleasure  with  me  ?" 

"  I  am  very  sorry  to  delay  your  lordship  even  for  a  mo- 
ment," replied  the  stranger,  very  much  in  the  same  tone  as 
that  with  which  the  Earl  had  spoken;  "but  I  do  it  for  the 
purpose  of  requesting,  that  you  would  disburden  yourself  of 
a  part  of  yom-  baggage,  which  you  can  very  well  spare,  and 
which  we  cannot.  I  mean,  my  lord,  shortly  and  civilly,  to 
say,  that  we  must  have  your  money,  and  also  any  little  arti- 
cles of  gold  and  jewellery  that  may  be  about  your  person." 

"  Sir,"  replied  the  Earl,  "  you  ask  so  courteously,  that  I 
should  be  almost  ashamed  to  refuse  you,  even  were  your  re- 
quest not  backed  by  the  soft  solicitation  of  a  pistol.  There, 
sir,  is  my  purse,  which  probably  is  not  quite  so  full  as  you 
might  desire,  but  is  still  worth  something.  Then  as  to  jewel- 
lery, my  watch,  seals,  and  these  trinkets  are  at  your  disposal. 
Farther  than  these  I  have  but  this  ring,  for  which  I  have  a 
very  great  regard ;  and  I  wish  that  some  way  could  be  pointed 
out  by  which  I  might  be  able  to  redeem  it  at  a  future  time : 
it  may  be  worth  some  half  dozen  guineas,  but  certainly  not 
more,  to  any  other  than  myself.  In  my  eyes,  however,  it  only 
appears  as  a  precious  gage  of  old  affection,  given  to  me  in 
my  youth  by  one  I  loved,  and  which  has  remained  still  upon 
my  finger,  till  age  has  wintered  my  hair." 

"  1  beg  that  you  will  keep  the  ring,"  replied  the  highway- 
man ;  "  you  have  given  enough  already,  my  lord,  and  we 
thank  you." 

He  was  now  retiring  with  a  bow,  and  closing  the  door,  but 
the  Earl  stopped  him,  saying,  in  a  tone  of  some  feeling,  "  I 
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beg  your  pardon  ;  but  your  manner,  language,  and  behaviour, 
are  so  different  from  all  that  might  be  expected  under  such 
circumstances,  that  I  cannot  but  think  necessity  more  than 
inclination  has  di'iven  you  to  a  dangerous  pursuit." 

"  Your  lordship  thinks  right,"  replied  the  highwayman : 
"  I  am  a  poor  gentleman,  of  a  house  as  noble  as  your  oNvn, 
but  have  felt  the  hardships  of  these  times  more  severely  than 
most." 

He  was  again  about  to  retire ;  but  the  Earl  once  more 
spoke,  saying,  "  Your  behaviour  to  me,  sir,  especially  about 
this  ring,  has  been  such  that,  without  asking  impertinent 
questions,  I  would  fain  sei*ve  you. — Can  I  do  it  ?" 

"  I  fear  not,  my  lord ;  I  fear  not,"  replied  the  stranger. 
Then  seeming  to  recollect  himself,  with  a  sudden  start,  he 
approached  nearer  to  the  carriage,  saying,  "  I  had  forgot — 
you  can,  my  lord  ! — you  can." 

"  In  what  manner  V  demanded  the  peer. 

"  That  I  cannot  tell  your  lordship  here  and  now,"  replied 
the  highwayman  :  "  time  is  wanting,  and,  doubtless,  my  com- 
panions' patience  is  worn  away  already." 

"  Well,"  replied  the  Earl,  "  if  you  will  venture  to  call  upon 
me  at  my  own  house,  some  ten  miles  hence,  which,  as  you 
know  me,  you  probably  know  also,  I  will  hear  all  you  have 
to  say,  serve  you  if  I  can,  and  will  take  care  that  you  come 
and  go  with  safety." 

"  I  offer  you  a  thousand  thanks,  my  lord,"  replied  the 
other,  "  and  will  venture  as  fearlessly  as  I  would  to  my  own 
chamber."  * 

Thus  saying,  he  drew  back  and  closed  the  door;  and  then 
making  a  signal  to  his  companions  to  withdraw  from  the 
heads  of  the  horses,  he  bade  the  postilions  drive  on,  and 
sprang  upon  his  own  beast. 

"  What  have  you  got,  Lennard.?  what  have  you  got.^'"  de- 
manded the  man  who  was  at  the  other  door  of  the  carriage: 
"  what  have  you  got — you  have  had  a  long  talk  about  it.?" 

"  A  heavy  purse,"  replied  Sherbrooke ;  "  what  the  contents 
are,  I  know  not — a  watch,  a  chain,  and  three  gold  seals. — 
I'm  almost  sorry  that  I  did  this  thing" 

"  Sorry  !"  cried  the  other ;  "  why  you  insisted  upon  doing 
it  yourself,  and  would  let  no  other  take  the  first  adventure 
out  of  your  hands." 

"  I  did  not  mean  that,"  replied  Sherbrooke — "  I  did  not 

*  It  may  be  interesting  to  the  reader  to  know  that  the  whole  of  this  scene, 
even  to  a  gn-M  part  of  the  dialogue,  actually  took  place  in  the  beginning  of  the 
reign  of  William  III. 
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mean  that  at  all !  If  the  thing  were  to  be  done,  and  I 
standing  by,  I  might  as  well  do  it  as  see  you  do  it.  What  I 
mean  is,  that  I  am  sorry  for  having  taken  the  man's  money 
at  all!" 

"  Pshaw !"  replied  the  other :  "  you  forget  that  he  is  one 
of  the  enemy,  or  rather,  I  should  say,  a  traitor  to  his  king,  to 
his  native-born  prince,  and  therefore  is  fair  game  for  every 
true  subject  of  King  James." 

"  He  stood  by  him  a  long  time,"  replied  Sherbrooke,  "  for 
all  that — as  long,  and  longer  than  the  King  stood  by  himself." 

"  Never  mind,  never  mind,  Colonel,"  said  one  of  the 
others,  who  had  come  up  by  this  time ;  "  you  won't  need 
absolution  for  what's  been  done  to-night;  and  I  would  bet  a 
guinea  to  a  shilling,  that  if  you  ask  any  priest  in  all  the 
land,  he  will  tell  you,  that  you  have  done  a  good  deed 
instead  of  a  bad ;  but  let  us  get  back  to  the  inn  as  quick  as 
we  can,  and  see  what  the  purse  contains." 

The  road  which  the  Earl  of  Sunbury  was  pursuing  passed 
the  very  inn  to  which  the  men  who  had  lightened  him  of  his 
gold  were  going;  but  there  was  a  back  bridle-path  through 
some  thick  woods  to  the  right  of  the  road,  which  cut  off  a 
full  mile  of  the  way,  and  along  this  the  four  keepers  of  the 
King's  Highway  urged  their  horses  at  full  speed,  endeavour- 
ing, as  was  natural  under  such  circumstances,  to  gallop 
away  reflection,  which,  in  spite  of  all  that  they  assumed,  was 
not  a  pleasant  companion  to  any  of  the  four.  It  very  often 
happens  that  the  exhilaration  of  success  occupies  so  entirely 
the  portion  of  time  during  which  remorse  for  doing  a  bad 
action  is  most  ready  to  strike  us,  that  we  are  ready  to  com- 
mit the  same  en-or  again,  before  the  last  murmurs  of  con- 
science have  time  to  make  themselves  heard.  Those  who 
wish  to  drown  her  first  loud  remonstrances  give  full  way  and 
eager  encouragement  to  that  exhilaration;  and  now,  each  of 
the  men  whom  we  have  mentioned,  except  Sherbrooke,  went 
on  encouraging  their  wild  gaiety,  leaping  the  gates  that  here 
and  there  obstructed  their  passage,  instead  of  opening  them ; 
and  in  the  end  amving  at  the  inn  a  full  quarter  of  an  hour 
before  the  carriage  of  the  Earl  passed  the  house  on  its 
onward  way. 

The  vehicle  stopped  there  for  a  minute  or  two,  to  give  the 
horses  hay  and  water ;  and  much  was  the  clamour  amongst 
the  servants,  the  postilions,  and  the  ostlers,  concerning  the 
daring  robbery  that  had  been  committed;  but  the  postilions 
of  those  days,  and  eke  the  keepers  of  inns,  were  wise  people 
in  their  generation,  and  discreet  withal.    They  talked  loudly 
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of  the  horror,  the  infamy,  and  the  shamefulness,  of  making 
the  King's  Highway  a  place  of  general  toll  and  contribution ; 
but  still  they  abstained  most  scrupulously  from  taking  any 
notice  of  gentlemen  ^Yho  were  out  late  upon  the  road,  espe- 
cially if  they  went  on  horseback. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

It  was  about  two  days  after  the  period  of  which  we  have 
spoken,  when  the  Earl  of  Sunbury,  caring  very  little  for  the 
loss  he  had  met  wdth  on  the  road,  and  thinking  of  it  merely 
as  one  of  those  unpleasant  circumstances  which  occur  to 
every  man  now  and  then,  sat  in  his  library  with  every  sort 
of  comfort  and  splendour  about  him,  enjoying  in  dignified 
ease  the  society  of  mighty  spirits  from  the  past,  in  those 
works  which  have  given  and  received  an  earthly  immortality. 
His  hand  was  upon  Sallust;  and  having  just  been  reading 
the  awful  lines  which  present  in  Catiline  the  type  of  almost 
every  great  conspirator,  he  raised  his  eyes  and  gazed  on 
vacancy,  calling  up  with  little  labour,  as  it  were,  a  substantial 
image  to  his  mind's  eye  of  him  whom  the  great  historian  had 
displayed. 

The  hour  w^as  about  nine  o'clock  at  night,  and  the  win- 
dows were  closed,  when  suddenly  a  loud  ringing  of  the  bell 
made  itself  heard,  even  in  the  Earl's  library.  As  the  person 
who  came,  by  applying  at  the  front  entrance,  evidently  con- 
sidered himself  a  visitor  of  the  Earl,  that  nobleman  placed 
his  hand  upon  the  open  page  of  the  book  and  waited  for  a 
farther  announcement  with  a  look  of  vexation,  muttering  to 
himself,  "  This  is  very  tiresome :  I  thought,  at  all  events,  I 
should  have  had  a  few  days  of  tranquillity  and  repose." 

"  A  gentleman,  my  lord,"  said  one  of  the  sei'vants,  enter- 
ing, "  is  at  the  gate,  and  wishes  to  speak  with  your  lordship." 

"  Have  you  asked  what  is  his  business?"  demanded  the 
Earl. 

"  He  will  not  mention  it,  my  lord,"  replied  the  servant, 
"  nor  give  his  name  either ;  but  he  says  your  lordship  told 
him  to  call  upon  you." 

"  Oh  !  admit  him,  admit  him,''  said  the  peer;  "put  a  chair 
there,  and  bring  some  chocolate." 

After  putting  the  chair,  the  man  retired,  and  a  moment 
after  returned,  saying,  "  The  gentleman,  my  lord." 
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The  door  opened  wide,  and  the  tall  fine  form  of  Lcnnard 
Sherbrooke  entered,  leading  by  the  hand  the  beautiful  boy 
whom  we  have  before  described,  who  now  gazed  about  him 
with  a  look  of  awe  and  surprise. 

Little  less  astonishment  was  visible  on  the  countenance  of 
the  Earl  himself;  and  until  the  door  was  closed  by  the 
servant,  he  continued  to  gaze  alternately  upon  Sherbrooke 
and  the  boy,  seeming  to  find  in  the  appearance  of  each 
much  matter  for  wonder. 

"  Do  me  the  favour  of  sitting  down,"  he  said  at  length : 
"  I  think  I  have  had  the  advantage  of  seeing  you  before." 

"  Once,  my  lord,"  replied  Sherbrooke,  "  and  then  it  must 
have  been  but  dimly." 

"  Not  more  than  once?"  demanded  the  Earl:  "  your  face 
is  somewhat  familiar  to  me,  and  I  think  I  could  connect  it 
with  a  name." 

"  Connect  it  with  none,  my  lord,"  said  Sherbrooke :  "  that 
name  is  at  an  end,  at  least  for  a  time :  the  person  for  whom 
you  take  me  is  no  more.  I  should  have  thought  that  you 
knew  such  to  be  the  case  " 

"  I  did,  indeed,  hear,"  said  the  Earl,  "  that  he  was  killed 
at  the  Bo3'ne;  but  still  the  likeness  is  so  great,  and  my 
acquaintance  with  him  was  so  slight,  that " 

"  He  died  at  the  Boyne,  my  lord,"  said  Sherbrooke, 
looking  down,  "  in  a  cause  which  was  just,  though  the  head 
and  object  of  that  cause  was  unworthy  of  connexion  with 
it."  The  Earl's  cheek  grew  a  little  red;  but  Sherbrooke 
continued,  with  a  slight  laugh,  "  I  did  not,  however,  come 
here,  my  lord,  to  offend  you  with  my  view  of  politics.  We 
have  only  once  met,  my  lord,  that  I  know  of  in  life,  but  I 
have  heard  you  kindly  spoken  of  by  those  I  loved  and 
honoured.  You,  yourself,  told  me,  that  if  you  could  serve 
me  you  would ;  and  I  come  to  claim  fulfilment  of  that  offer, 
though  what  1  request  may  seem  both  extraordinary  and 
extravagant  to  demand." 

The  Earl  bent  down  his  eyes  upon  the  table,  and  drew 
his  lips  in  somewhat  close,  for  he  in  no  degree  divined  what 
request  was  coming;  and  he  was  much  too  old  a  politician 
to  encourage  applications,  the  very  proposers  of  which  an- 
nounced them  as  extravagant.  "  May  I  ask,"  he  said,  at 
length,  '•  what  it  is  you  have  to  propose  ?  1  am  quite  ready 
to  do  any  reasonable  thing  for  your  service,  as  I  promised 
upon  an  occasion  to  which  I  need  not  farther  refer." 

Three  servants  at  that  moment  entered  the  room,  with 
chocolate,  long  cut  slices  of  toast,  and  cold  water;  and  the 
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conversation  being  thus  interrupted,  the  Earl  invited  his  two 
guests  to  partake ;  and  calling  the  boy  to  him,  fondled  him 
for  some  moments  at  his  knee,  playing  with  the  clustering 
curls  of  his  bright  hair,  and  asking  him  many  little  kindly 
questions  about  his  sports  and  pastimes. 

The  boy  looked  up  in  his  face  Avell  pleased,  and  answered 
with  so  much  intelligence,  and  such  winning  grace,  that  the 
Earl,  employing  exactly  the  same  caress  that  Sherbrooke 
had  often  done  before,  parted  the  fair  hair  on  his  forehead, 
and  kissed  his  lofty  brow. 

When  the  servants  were  gone,  Sherbrooke  instantly  re- 
sumed the  conversation.  "  My  request,  my  lord,"  he  said, 
"  is  to  be  a  very  strange  one ;  a  request  that  will  put  you  to 
some  expense,  though  not  a  very  great  one;  and  will  give 
you  some  trouble,  though,  would  to  God  both  the  trouble 
and  expense  could  be  undertaken  by  myself." 

"  Perhaps,"  said  the  Earl,  turning  his  eyes  to  the  boy,  "  it 
may  be  better,  sir,  that  we  speak  alone  for  a  minute  or 
two.  I  am  now  sure  that  I  cannot  be  mistaken  in  the  person 
to  whom  I  speak,  although  I  took  you  at  first  for  one  that  is 
no  more.  We  will  leave  your  son  here,  and  he  can  amuse 
himself  with  this  book  of  pictures." 

Thus  saying  he  rose,  patted  the  boy's  head,  and  pointed 
out  the  book  he  referred  to.  He  then  threw  open  a  door 
between  that  room  and  the  next,  which  was  a  large  saloon, 
well  lighted,  and  having  led  the  way  thither  with  Sherbrooke, 
he  he]d  with  him  a  low,  but  earnest  conversation  for  some 
minutes. 

"  Well,  sir,"  he  said  at  length,  "  well,  sir,  I  will  not,  and 
must  not  refuse,  though  it  places  me  in  a  strange  and  some- 
what difficult  situation;  but  indeed,  indeed,  I  wish  you  would 
listen  to  my  remonstrances.  Abandon  a  hopeless,  and  what, 
depend  upon  it,  is  an  unjust  cause, — a  cause  which  the  only 
person  who  could  gain  by  it  has  abandoned  and  betrayed. 
Yield  to  the  universal  voice  of  the  people;  or  if  you  cannot 
co-0])erate  with  the  government  that  the  ])opular  voice  has 
called  to  power,  at  all  events  submit;  and,  I  doubt  not  in  the 
least,  that  if,  coupled  with  promises  and  engagements  to  be 
a  peaceful  subject,  you  claim  the  titles  and  estates " 

"  My  lord,  it  cannot  be,"  replied  Sherbrooke,  interrupting 
him:  "you  forget  that  T  belong  to  the  Catholic  churcli. 
However,  you  will  remember  our  agreement  respecting  the 
papers,  and  other  things  which  I  shall  deposit  with  you  this 
night:  they  are  not  to  be  given  to  him  till  he  is  of  age,  under 
any  circumstances,  except  that  of  the  King's  restoration,  when 
you  may  immediately  make  them  public." 
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As  he  spoke,  he  was  tarning  away  to  return  to  the  library; 
but  the  Earl  stopped  him,  saying,  "  Stay  yet  one  moment: 
would  it  not  be  better  to  give  me  some  farther  ex2)lanations  ? 
and  have  you  nothing  to  say  with  regard  to  the  boy's  edu- 
cation ?  for  you  must  remember  how  I,  too,  am  situated." 

"  I  have  no  farther  explanations  to  give,  my  lord,"  replied 
Sherbrooke;  "  and  as  to  the  boy's  education,  I  must  leave  it 
entirely  with  yourself.  Neither  on  his  religious  nor  his  poli- 
tical education  will  I  say  a  word.  In  regard  to  the  latter, 
indeed,  I  may  beg  you  to  let  him  hear  the  truth,  and,  reading 
what  is  written  on  both  sides,  to  judge  for  himself.  Farther 
I  have  nothing  to  say." 

"  But  you  will  understand,"  replied  the  other,  with  marked 
emphasis,  "  that  I  cannot  and  do  not  undertake  to  educate 
him  as  I  would  a  son  of  my  own.  He  shall  have  as  good  an 
education  as  possible ;  he  shall  be  fitted,  as  far  as  my  judg- 
ment can  go,  for  any  station  in  the  state,  to  enter  any 
gentlemanly  profession,  and  to  win  his  way  for  himself  by 
his  own  exertions.  But  you  cannot  and  must  not  expect 
that  I  should  accustom  him  to  indulgence  or  expense  in  any 
way  that  the  unfortunate  circumstances  in  which  he  is  placed 
may  render  beyond  his  power  to  attain,  when  you  and  I  are 
no  longer  in  being  to  support  or  aid  him." 

"  You  judge  wisely,  my  lord,"  replied  Sherbrooke,  "  and 
in  those  respects  I  trust  him  entirely  to  you,  feeling  too 
deeply  grateful  for  the  relief  you  have  given  me  from  this 
overpowering  anxiety,  to  cavil  at  any  condition  that  you  may 
propose." 

"  I  have  only  one  word  more  to  say,"  replied  the  Earl, 
"  which  is,  if  you  please,  I  would  prefer  putting  down  on 
paper  the  conditions  and  circumstances  under  which  I  take 
the  boy :  we  will  both  sign  the  paper,  which  may  be  for  the 
security  of  us  both." 

Sherbrooke  agreed  without  hesitation ;  and  on  their  return 
to  the  library,  the  Earl  wrote  for  some  time,  while  his  com- 
panion talked  with  and  caressed  the  boy.  When  the  Earl 
had  done,  he  handed  one  of  the  papers  he  had  written  to 
Sherbrooke,  who  read  it  attentively,  and  then  signing  it  re- 
turned it  to  the  Earl.  That  nobleman  in  the  mean  time,  had 
signed  a  counterpart  of  the  paper  which  he  now  gave  to 
Sherbrooke;  and  the  latter,  taking  fr-om  his  pocket  the  small 
packet  of  various  articles  which  we  have  seen  him  make  up 
at  the  inn  before  he  went  out  on  the  very  expedition  which 
produced  his  present  visit  to  the  Earl,  gave  it  into  the  peer's 
hands,  who  put  his  seal  upon  it  also. 
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This  done,  a  momentary  pause  ensued,  and  Lennard 
Sherbrooke  gazed  Avistfully  at  the  boy.  A  feeling  of  tender- 
ness, which  he  could  not  repress,  gained  upon  his  heart  as 
he  gazed,  and  seemed  to  overpower  him ;  for  tears  came  up, 
and  dimmed  his  sight.  At  length,  he  dashed  them  away ;  and 
taking  the  boy  up  in  his  arms,  he  pressed  him  fondly  to  his 
bosom;  kissed  him  twice;  set  him  down  again;  and  then, 
turning  to  the  Earl,  with  a  brow  on  which  strong  resolution 
was  seen  straggling  with  deep  emotion,  he  said,  "  Thank  you, 
my  lord,  thank  you!" 

It  was  all  he  could  say,  and  turning  away  hastily  he  quitted 
the  room.  The  Earl  rang  the  bell,  and  ordered  the  servant 
to  see  that  the  gentleman's  horse  was  brought  round.  He 
then  turned  and  gazed  upon  the  boy  with  a  look  of  interest; 
but  little  Wilton  seemed  perfectly  happy,  and  was  still  look- 
ing over  the  book  of  paintings  which  the  Earl  had  given  to 
him  to  examine. 

"What  can  this  be?"  thought  the  Earl,  as  he  looked  at 
him;  "can  there  be  perfect  insensibility  under  that  fair  ex- 
terior?" And  taking  the  boy  by  the  hand  he  drew  him 
nearer. 

"  Are  you  not  sorry  he  is  gone  ?"  the  nobleman  asked. 

"  Oh !  he  will  not  be  long  away,"  replied  the  boy :  "  he  will 
come  back  in  an  hour  or  two  as  he  always  does,  and  will  look 
at  me  as  I  lie  in  bed,  and  kiss  me,  and  tell  me  to  sleep 
soundly." 

"  Poor  boy!"  said  the  Earl,  in  a  tone  that  made  the  large 
expressive  eyes  rise  towards  his  face  •v\'ith  a  look  of  inquiry: 
"  You  must  not  expect  him  to  be  back  to-night,  my  boy.  Now 
tell  me  what  is  your  name?" 

"  Wilton,"  replied  the  boy ;  but  remembering  that  that  was 
not  sufficient  to  satisfy  a  stranger,  he  added,  "  Wilton  Brown. 
But  how  long  will  it  be  before  he  comes  back  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know,"  replied  the  Earl,  evading  his  question. 
"  How  old  are  you,  Wilton?" 

"  I  am  past  eight,"  replied  the  boy. 

"Happily,  an  age  of  quick  forgetfulness!"  said  the  Earl, 
in  a  low  tone  to  himself;  and  then  applying  his  thoughts  to 
make  the  boy  comfortable  for  the  night,  he  rang  for  his  house- 
keeper, and  gave  her  such  explanations  and  directions  as  he 
thought  fit. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

There  is  a  strange  and  terrible  difference  in  this  world  be- 
tween the  look  forward  and  the  look  back.  Like  the  cloud 
that  went  before  the  hosts  of  the  children  of  Israel,  when 
they  fled  from  the  land  of  Egypt,  an  inscrutable  fate  lies 
before  us,  hiding  with  a  dark  and  shadowy  veil  the  course  of 
every  future  day :  while  behind  us  the  wide-spread  past  is 
open  to  the  view;  and  as  we  mark  the  steps  that  Ave  have 
taken,  we  can  assign  to  each  its  due  portion  of  pain,  anxiety, 
regret,  remorse,  repose,  or  joy.  Yet  how  short  seems  the 
past  to  the  recollection  of  each  mortal  man !  how  long,  and 
wide,  and  interminable,  is  the  cloudy  future  to  the  gaze  of 
imagination ! 

Many  years  had  passed  since  the  eventful  night  recorded 
in  our  last  chapter;  and  to  the  boy,  Wilton  Brown,  all  that 
memory  comprised  seemed  but  one  brief  short  hour  out  of 
life's  long  day. 

The  Earl  of  Sunbury  had  fulfilled  what  he  had  under- 
taken towards  him,  exactly  and  conscientiously.  He  was  a 
man,  as  we  have  shown,  of  kindly  feelings,  and  of  a  gene- 
rous heart:  although  he  was  a  politician,  a  courtier,  and  a 
man  of  the  world.  He  might,  too — had  not  some  severe 
checks  and  disappointments  crushed  many  of  the  gentler 
feelings  of  his  heart— he  might,  too,  have  been  a  man  of 
warm  and  enthusiastic  affections.  As  it  was,  however,  he 
guarded  himself  in  general  very  carefidly  against  such  feel- 
ings ;  acted  liberally  and  kindly ;  but  never  promised  more, 
or  did  more,  than  prudence  consented  to,  were  the  tempta- 
tion ever  so  strong. 

He  had  promised  Lennard  Sherbrooke  that  he  would  take 
the  boy,  and  give  him  a  good  education,  would  befriend  him 
in  life,  and  do  all  that  he  could  to  serve  him.  He  kept  his 
word,  as  we  have  said,  to  the  letter.  Diuing  the  first  six 
weeks,  after  he  had  engaged  in  this  task,  he  saw  the  boy 
often  in  the  course  of  every  day;  grew  extremely  fond  of 
him  ;  took  him  to  London,  when  his  own  days  of  repose  in 
the  country  were  past ;  and  solaced  many  an  hour,  when  he 
returned  home  fatigued  with  business,  by  listening  to  the 
boy's  prattle,  and  by  playing  with,  as  it  were,  the  fresh  and 
intelligent  mind  of  the  young  being  now  dependent  upon 
him  for  all  things. 

It  is  a  false  and  a  mistaken  notion  altogether,  that  men  of 
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great  mind  and  intense  thought  are  easily  wearied  or  annoyed 
by  the  presence  of  children.  The  man  who  is  wearied  with 
children  must  always  be  childish  himself  in  mind;  but,  alas! 
not  young  in  heart.  He  must  be  light,  superficial,  though 
perhaps  inquiring  and  intelligent;  but  neither  gentle  in 
spirit  nor  fresh  in  feeling.  Such  men  must  always  soon 
become  wearied  with  children;  for  very  gi'eat  similarity 
of  thought  and  of  mind — the  paradox  is  but  seeming — is 
naturally  wearisome  in  another;  while,  on  the  contrary, 
similai'ity  of  feeling  and  of  heart  is  that  bond  which  binds 
our  affections  together.  Where  both  similarities  are  com- 
bined, we  may  be  most  happy  in  the  society  of  our  counter- 
part; but  where  the  link  between  the  hearts  is  wanting  there 
will  always  be  great  tediousness  in  great  similarity. 

Thus  the  Earl  of  Sunbury,  though,  Heaven  knows,  no 
man  on  earth  could  be  less  childish  in  his  keen  and  calcu- 
lating thoughts,  or  in  all  his  ordinary  habits  and  occupations, 
yet  found  a  relief,  and  an  enjoyment,  in  talking  with  the 
boy,  in  eliciting  all  his  fresh  and  picturesque  ideas,  and  in 
marking  the  train  and  course  which  thought  naturally  takes 
before  it  is  tutored  to  follow  the  direction  of  art.  His  own 
heart — for  a  man  of  the  world — was  very  fresh;  but  still  the 
worldly  mind  ruled  it  when  it  would ;  and  the  moment  that 
he  began  to  find  that  the  boy  might  become  too  much 
endeared,  and  too  necessary  to  him,  he  determined  to  de- 
prive himself  of  the  present  pleasure,  rather  than  risk  the 
future  inconvenience. 

He  accordingly  determined  to  send  the  boy  to  school,  and 
little  Wilton  lieard  the  announcement  with  pleasure;  for 
though  by  this  time  he  had  become  greatly  attached  to  the 
Earl,  he  longed  for  the  society  of  beings  of  the  same  age  and 
habits  as  himself.  When  he  was  with  the  Earl  he  saw  that 
nobleman  was  interested  with  him,  but  he  saw  that  he  was 
amused  with  him  too;  and  in  this  respect  children  are  very 
like  that  noblest  of  animals,  the  dog.  Any  one  who  has 
remarked  a  dog  when  people  jest  with  him,  and  speak  to 
him  mockingly,  must  have  seen  that  the  creature  is  not 
wholly  pleased,  that  he  seems  as  if  made  to  feel  a  degree  of 
inferiority.  Such  also  is  the  case  with  children;  and  little 
Wilton  felt  that  the  Earl  was  making  a  sort  of  playful  in- 
vestigation of  his  mind,  even  while  he  was  jesting  with  him. 
I  have  said  felt,  because  it  was  feeling,  not  thought,  that 
discovered  it;  and,  therefore,  though  he  loved  the  Earl  not- 
withstanding all  this,  he  was  glad  to  go  where  he  heard  there 
were  many  such  young  beings  as  himself. 
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The  Earl  did  not  think  him  ungrateful  on  account  of  the 
open  expression  of  his  delight.  He  saw  it  all,  and  un- 
derstood it  all ;  for  he  had  very  few  of  the  smaller  selfish- 
nesses, which  so  frequently  blind  our  eyes  to  the  most 
obvious  facts  which  impinge  against  our  own  vanities.  His 
was  a  high  and  noble  mind,  chained  and  thralled  by  mani- 
fold circumstances  and  accidents  to  the  dull  pursuits  of 
worldly  ambitions.  One  trait,  however,  may  display  his 
character :  he  had  practised  in  regard  to  the  boy  a  piece  of 
that  high  delicacy  of  feeling  of  which  none  but  great  men 
are  capable.  He  had  learned  and  divined,  from  the  short 
conversation  which  had  taken  place  between  himself  and 
Lennard  Sherbrooke,  sufficient  in  regard  to  the  boy's  un- 
fortunate situation  to  guide  his  conduct  in  respect  to  him; 
and  now,  even  when  alone  with  him  in  his  own  drawing- 
room  or  library,  he  asked  no  farther  questions;  he  pryed  not 
at  all  into  what  had  gone  before;  and  though  the  youth 
occasionally  prattled  of  the  wild  Irish  shores,  and  the  cottage 
where  he  had  been  brought  up,  the  Earl  merely  smiled,  but 
gave  him  no  encouragement  to  say  more. 

At  length,  Wilton  Brown  went  to  school;  and  as  the 
Earl  gradually  lost  a  part  of  that  interest  in  him  which  had 
given  prudence  the  alarm,  time  had  its  effect  on  Wilton  also, 
drawing  one  thin  airy  film  after  another  over  the  events  of 
the  past,  not  obliterating  them;  but,  like  the  effect  of  dis- 
tance upon  substantial  objects,  gathering  them  together  in 
less  distinct  masses,  and  diminishing  them  both  in  size  and 
clearness.  When  the  time  approached  for  his  holidays, 
which  were  few  and  far  between,  he  was  called  to  the  Earl's 
house,  and  treated  with  every  degree  of  kindness  ;  though 
with  mere  boyhood  went  by  boyhood's  graces,  and  the  lad 
could  not  be  fondled  and  played  with  as  the  child.  The 
Earl  never  did  anything  to  make  him  feel  that  he  was  a 
dependant — no,  not  for  a  single  moment;  but  as  the  boy's 
mind  expanded,  and  as  a  certain  degree  of  the  knowledge  of 
the  world  was  gained  from  the  habits  of  a  public  school,  he 
explained  to  him,  clearly  and  straight-forwardly,  that  upon 
his  own  exertions  he  must  rely  for  wealth,  fame,  and  honour. 
He  told  him,  that  in  the  country  where  he  lived,  the  road  to 
fortune,  dignity,  and  power,  was  open  to  every  man;  but 
that  road  was  filled  with  eager  and  unscrupulous  competitors, 
and  obstructed  in  many  parts  by  obstacles  difficult  to  be 
surmounted. 

"  They  can  be  surmounted,  Wilton,  however,"  he  added; 
"  and  with  energy,  activity,  and  determination,  that  road  can 
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be  trod,  from  one  end  to  the  other,  within  the  space  of  a 
single  life,  and  leave  room  for  repose  at  the  end. — You  have 
often  seen,"  he  continued,  "  a  gentleman  who  visits  me  here, 
who  rose  from  a  station  certainly  not  higher,  or  more  fortu- 
nate than  your  own, — who  is  called,  even  now,  the  Great 
Lord  Somers,  and  doubtless  the  same  name  will  remain  with 
him  hereafter.  He  is  an  example  for  all  men  to  follow ;  and 
his  life  offers  an  encouragement  for  every  sort  of  exertion. 
He  rose  even  from  a  very  humble  station  of  life,  outstripped 
all  competitors,  and  is  now,  as  you  see,  in  the  post  of  Lord 
Keeper,  owing  no  man  anything,  but  all  to  his  own  talents 
and  perseverance.  The  same  may  bj  the  case  with  you, 
Wilton.  All  that  I  can  do,  to  place  you  in  the  way  of  win- 
ning fortune  and  station  for  yourself,  I  will  do  most  wil- 
lingly ;  but  in  every  other  respect  you  must  keep  in  mind, 
that  you  are  to  be  the  artisan  of  your  own  fortune,  and  shape 
your  course  accordingly." 

Such  was  the  language  held  towards  Wilton  Brown  by 
the  Earl,  upon  more  than  one  occasion ;  and  the  boy  took 
what  he  said  to  heart,  remembered,  pondered  it,  and  after 
much  thought  and  reflection  formed  the  great  and  glorious 
resolution  of  winning  honour  and  renown,  by  every  exertion 
of  his  mind  and  body.  It  is  a  resolution  that  may,  perhaps, 
have  often  been  taken  by  those  who  ultimately  have  never 
succeeded  in  the  attempt.  It  is  a  resolution  from  which 
some  may  have  been  wiled  away  by  pleasure,  or  driven  by 
accident.  But  it  is  a  resolution  which  no  man  who  after- 
wards proved  great  ever  failed  to  take,  ay,  and  to  take  early. 
On  the  head  of  mediocrity :  on  the  petty  statesmen  who 
figure  throughout  two  thirds  of  the  world's  history ;  on  the 
tolerable  generals  who  conduct  the  ordinary  wars  of  the 
world;  on  the  small  poets  and  the  small  philosophers  who 
fill  up  the  ages  that  intervene  between  great  men,  fortune 
and  accident  may  shower  down  the  highest  honours,  the 
greatest  power,  the  most  abundant  wealth ;  but  the  man 
who  in  any  pursuit  has  reached  the  height  of  real  greatness, 
has  set  out  on  his  career  with  the  resolution  of  winning  fame 
in  despite  of  circumstances. 

Such  was  the  resolution  which  was  taken,  as  we  have 
said,  by  Wilton  Brown,  and  the  effect  of  that  very  resolution 
upon  him,  as  a  mere  lad,  was  to  make  him  thoughtful,  stu- 
dious, and  different  from  any  of  the  other  youths  of  the 
school,  in  habits  and  manners. 

The  change  was  beneficial  in  many  respects,  even  then. 
It  made  him  strive  to  acquire  knowledge  ofevery  soil  and  kind 
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that  came  within  his  reach,  and  he  always  succeeded  in  some 
degree.  It  made  him  cultivate  every  talent  which  he  felt  that 
he  possessed,  and  an  accurate  eye  and  a  musical  ear  were  not 
neglected  as  far  as  he  could  obtain  instruction.  He  not  only 
acquired  much  knowledge,  but  also  much  facility  in  ac- 
quiring; and  his  eager  and  anxious  zeal  did  not  pass 
unnoticed  by  those  who  taught  him,  so  that  others  con- 
tributed to  his  first  success,  as  well  as  his  own  efforts. 

That  first  success  was,  perhaps,  unexpected  by  any  one 
else.  The  period  came,  at  which  he  was  barely  qualified  by 
age  to  strive  in  competition  with  his  schoolfellows,  for  one  of 
those  many  excellent  opportunities  afforded  by  the  kindness 
and  wisdom  of  past  ages,  for  obtaining  a  high  education  at 
one  of  the  universities.  He  had  never  himself  proposed  to 
be  one  of  the  competitors  on  this  occasion,  as  there  was  a 
year  open  before  him  to  pursue  his  studies,  and  there  were 
many  boys  at  the  school  far  older  than  himself 

The  Earl  had  not  an  idea  that  such  a  thing  would  take 
place,  as  Wilton  himself  had  always  expressed  the  utmost 
anxiety  to  pursue  a  military  career.  He  had  never,  indeed, 
even  pressed  him  to  adopt  another  pursuit,  although  he  had 
pointed  out  to  his  protege,  that  his  own  influence  lay  almost 
entirely  in  the  political  world;  and  his  surprise,  therefore, 
was  very  great,  when  he  heard  that  Wilton,  at  the  suggestion 
of  the  head  master,  had  presented  himself  for  examination 
on  this  very  first  occasion,  and  had  carried  off  the  highest 
place  from  all  his  competitors. 

On  his  arrival  in  London  he  received  him  with  delight, 
showered  upon  him  praises,  and  fitted  him  out  liberally  for 
his  first  appearance  at  the  University. 

Here,  however,  Wilton's  first  fortune  seemed  to  abandon 
him.  About  six  months  after  his  matriculation,  he  had  the 
grief  to  hear  that  the  Earl  had  been  thrown  from  his  horse 
in  hunting,  and  received  various  severe  injuries.  He  hastened 
to  one  of  his  country  seats,  where  that  nobleman  had  been 
sojourning  for  the  time,  but  found  him  a  very  different  man 
from  that  which  he  had  appeared  before.  He  was  not  ill 
enough  to  need  or  to  desire  nursing  and  tendance,  but  he  was 
quite  ill  enough  to  be  irritable,  impatient,  and  selfish;  for  it 
is  a  strange  fact,  that  the  very  condition  which  renders  us 
the  most  dependent  on  our  fellow-creatures  too  often  renders 
us  likewise  indifferent  to  their  comfoi't,  in  our  absorbing  con- 
sideration of  our  own.  Although  he  could  sit  up  and  walk 
about,  and  go  forth  into  his  gardens,  yet  he  suffered  great 
pain,  which  did  not  seem  to  diminish ;  and  a  frequent  spitting 
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of  blood  rendered  him  impatient  and  querulous,  whenever 
his  lowest  words  were  not  instantly  heard  and  compre- 
hended. 

It  was  a  painful  lesson  to  the  youth  he  had  brought  up ; 
and  when  the  time  for  Wilton's  return  to  Oxford  arrived,  and 
the  Earl,  with  seeming  satisfaction,  put  him  in  mind  that  it 
was  time  to  go,  the  young  gentleman,  in  truth,  felt  it  a  relief 
from  a  situation  in  which  he  neither  well  knew  how  to  satisfy 
himself,  or  to  satisfy  the  invalid,  towards  whom  he  was  so 
anxious  to  show  his  gratitude. 

He  returned,  then,  to  the  university,  where  the  allowance 
made  him  by  the  Earl,  of  two  hundred  per  annum,  together 
with  the  little  income  which  a  successful  competition  at 
school  had  placed  at  his  disposal,  enabled  him  to  maintain 
the  society  of  that  class  with  which  he  had  always  associated 
in  life,  and  to  do  so  with  ease  to  himself,  though  not  without 
economy.*  The  Earl  had  asked  him  twice,  if  he  had  found 
the  sum  enough,  and  seemed  much  pleased  when  Wilton  had 
replied  that  it  was  perfectly  so.  But  from  that  expression  he 
easily  divined,  that  had  it  been  otherwise,  the  Earl  might 
have  said  nothing  reproachful,  but  would  not  have  been  well 
satisfied. 

Wilton  did  not  mistake  the  motives  of  the  Earl:  he  knew 
him  to  be  anything  but  a  penurious  man ;  and  he  had  long 
seen  and  been  aware  of  the  motives  on  which  that  nobleman 
acted  towards  him.  He  knew  that  it  was  with  a  wish  to  give 
him  everything  that  was  necessary  and  appropriate  to  the 
situation  in  which  he  was  placed,  but  by  no  means  to 
encourage  expensive  habits,  or  desires  which  might  unfit  him 
for  the  first  laborious  steps  which  he  was  destined  to  tread  in 
the  path  of  life.  He  felt,  indeed,  that  there  was  an  ambitious 
spirit  in  his  own  heart,  and  it  cost  him  many  a  struggle  in 
thought,  to  regulate  its  action:  to  guide  it  in  the  course  of  all 
that  was  good  and  right,  but  resolutely  to  restrain  it  from 
following  any  other  path.  "  Ambition,"  he  thought,  "  is  like 
a  falcon,  and  must  be  trained  to  fly  only  at  what  game  I  will. 
Its  proud  spirit  must  be  broken,  to  bend  to  this,  and  to 
submit  to  that;  to  yield  even  to  imaginary  indignities,  pro- 
vided they  imply  no  sacrifice  of  real  honour,  and  to  strive 
for  no  false  show,  while  I  am  striving  for  a  greater  object." 

Thus  passed  a  year,  but  during  that  time  the  Earl's  health 
had  been  in  no  degree  improved;  and  a  number  of  painful 
events  had  taken  place  in  his  political  course  which  had  left 

*  I  tliiiik  that  the  same  was  the  college  allowance  of  the  well-known 
Evelyn. 
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his  mind  more  irritable  than  before,  while  continual  suffering 
had  brought  upon  him  a  sort  of  desponding  recklessness, 
which  made  him  cast  behind  him  altogether  those  things 
which  he  had  previously  considered  the  great  objects  of 
existence,  and  desire  nothing  but  to  quit  for  ever  the  scene 
of  political  strife,  and  pass  the  rest  of  his  days  in  peace,  if  not 
in  comfort. 

Such  had  been  the  state  of  his  mind  when  Wilton  had  last 
seen  him  in  London,  towards  the  beginning  of  the  year  1695 ; 
but  the  young  gentleman  was  somewhat  surprised,  about  a 
month  afterwards,  to  receive  a  sudden  summons  to  visit  the 
Earl  in  town,  coupled  with  information,  that  it  was  his  friend's 
design  immediately  to  proceed  to  Italy,  on  account  of  his 
health.  The  summons  was  very  unexpected,  as  we  have 
implied;  but  the  Earl  informed  him  in  his  letter  that  he  was 
going  without  loss  of  time ;  and  as  the  shortest  way  of  reach- 
ing him,  Wilton  determined  to  mount  his  horse  at  once,  and 
ride  part  of  the  way  to  London  that  night.  Of  his  journey, 
however,  and  its  results,  we  will  speak  in  another  chapter. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

That  there  are  epochs  in  the  life  of  every  man,  when  all  the 
concurrent  circumstances  of  fortune  seem  to  form,  as  it  were, 
a  dam  against  the  current  of  his  fate,  and  turn  it  completely 
into  another  direction,  when  the  trifling  accident  and  the 
great  event  work  together  to  produce  an  entirely  new  combi- 
nation around  him,  no  one  who  examines  his  own  history,  or 
marks  attentively  the  history  of  others,  can  doubt  for  a 
moment.  It  is  very  natural,  too,  to  believe  that  there  are  at 
those  moments  indications  in  our  own  hearts — from  the  deep 
latent  sympathies  which  exist  between  every  part  of  nature 
and  the  rest — that  the  changes  which  reason  and  observation 
do  not  point  out  are  about  to  take  place  in  our  destiny :  for 
is  it  to  be  supposed,  that  when  the  fiat  has  gone  forth  which 
alters  a  being's  whole  course  of  existence — when  the  electric 
touch  has  been  communicated  to  one  end  of  the  long  chain 
of  cause  and  effect  which  forms  the  fate  of  every  individual 
being — is  it  to  be  supposed  that  it  will  not  tremble  to  its 
most  remote  link,  especially  towards  that  point  where  the 
greatest  action  is  to  take  place  ? 

There  come  upon  us,  it  seems  to  me,  in  those  times,  fits  of 
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musing  far  deeper  and  more  intense,  excitability  of  feeling — 
perhaps  of  imagination  too — more  acute  than  at  any  other 
time.  Perhaps,  also,  a  determination,  an  energy  of  will  is 
added,  necessary  to  cany  us  through,  with  power  and  firm- 
ness, the  struggle,  or  the  change,  or  the  temptation  that 
awaits  us. 

When  Nelson  stood  upon  the  quarter-declc  of  his  ship,  but 
a  few  minutes  before  the  last  great  victory  that  closed  a  career 
of  glory,  he  felt  and  expressed  a  sense  that  his  last  hour  was 
come,  that  the  great  and  final  change  of  fate  was  near,  and 
that  but  a  few  moments  remained  for  the  accomplishment  of 
his  destiny.  But  the  indication  was  given  to  a  mind  that 
could  employ  it  nobly;  and  he  to  whom  the  foreshadowing 
of  his  fate  had  been  afforded,  even  as  a  boy — when  he 
determined  that  he  would,  and  felt  that  he  could,  be  a  hero — 
in  that  last  moment,  when  he  knew  that  the  hero's  life  was 
done,  determined  to  die  as  he  had  lived,  and  used  the 
prescience  of  his  coming  death  but  to  promote  the  objects 
for  which  he  had  existed. 

There  may  be  some  men  who  would  say  these  things  are 
not  natural ;  but  if  we  could  see  all  the  fine  relationships  of 
one  being  to  another,  if  the  mortal  eye  refined  could  view"  the 
unsubstantial  as  well  as  the  substantial  world,  could  mark 
the  keen  sympathies  and  near  associations,  and  all  the 
essences  which  fill  up  the  apparent  gaps  between  being  and 
being,  we  should  see,  undoubtedly,  that  these  things  are 
most  natural,  and  wonder  at  the  blindness  with  which  we 
have  walked  in  darkling  ignorance  through  the  thronged  and 
multitudinous  universe. 

It  was  somewhat  late  in  the  afternoon  when  Wilton  Brown 
put  his  foot  in  the  stirrup,  and  set  off  to  ride  towards  London. 
He  did  not  hope  to  reach  the  metropolis  that  night,  but  he 
intended  to  go  as  far  as  he  could,  so  as  to  insure  his  arrival 
before  the  hour  of  the  Earl's  breakfast  on  the  following 
morning.  He  had  ridden  his  horse  somewhat  hard  during 
the  morning  before  he  had  received  the  summons  to  town, 
and  he  consequently  now  set  out  at  a  slow  pace.  Not  to 
weary  the  noble  beast  was,  in  truth,  and  in  reality,  his 
motive ;  but  there  was,  at  the  same  time,  in  his  mind,  a  tem- 
porary inclination  to  deep  and  intense  thought,  which  he 
could  by  no  means  shake  off,  and  which  naturally  disposed 
him  to  a  slow  and  equable  pace. 

The  sudden  announcement  of  the  Earl's  determination  to 
go  aljroad,  without  any  intimation  that  the  young  man  whom 
he  had  fostered  from  youth  to  manhood  was  to  accompany 
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him,  or  to  follow  him  to  the  continent,  mij^ht  very  well  set 
Wilton  musing  on  his  circumstances  and  his  prospects ;  but 
that  was  not  the  cause  of  his  meditative  mood  on  the  present 
occasion,  though  it  was  the  immediate  cause  of  his  giving 
way  to  it.  In  truth,  the  inclination  which  he  felt  to  low, 
desponding,  though  deep  and  clear  thought,  had  pursued  him 
for  the  last  four-and-twenty  hours,  and  it  was  to  cast  it  off 
that  he  had  in  fact  ridden  so  hard  that  veiy  morning.  Now, 
however,  he  found  it  necessary  to  yield  to  it ;  and  as  he  rode 
along,  he  gave  up  his  mind  entirely  to  the  consideration  of 
the  past,  of  the  present,  and  the  future. 

The  Earl  had  announced  to  him  at  once  in  his  letter,  that 
he  was  about  to  leave  England,  but  he  had  made  no  reference 
whatsoever  to  the  future  fate  of  him  whom  he  had  hitherto 
protected  and  supported.  Was  that  protection  and  support 
still  to  continue  ?  Wilton  asked  himself.  His  friend  had  told 
him  that  he  was  to  win  his  way  in  the  world,  and  was  the 
struggle  now  to  begin .''  The  next  question  that  came  was, 
naturally.  Who  and  what  am  I,  then  ?  and  his  thoughts 
plunged  at  once  into  a  gulf  where  they  had  often  lost  them- 
selves before. 

His  boyhood  had  passed  away  unheeding,  and  he  had 
attached  no  importance  to  his  previous  fate,  nor  made  any 
effort  to  impress  upon  his  own  recollection  the  circumstances 
which  preceded  the  period  of  his  reception  into  the  Earl's 
house.  Indeed,  he  had  never  thought  much  upon  the  matter, 
till  at  length,  when  he  had  reached  the  age  of  fifteen,  the  Earl 
had  kindly  and  judiciously  spoken  with  him  upon  his  future 
prospects ;  and  in  order  to  stimulate  him  to  exertion,  had 
pointed  out  to  him  that  his  fortunes  depended  on  himself. 
He  had  then,  for  the  first  time,  asked  himself,  "  Who  and 
what  am  I }"  and  had  striven  to  recollect  as  much  as  pos- 
sible of  the  past,  in  order  to  gather  thence  some  knowledge 
of  the  present.     His  efforts  had  not  been  very  successful. 

Time,  the  great  destroyer,  envies  even  memory  the  power 
of  preserving  images  of  the  things  that  he  has  done  away  or 
altered ;  and  he  is  sure,  if  possible,  to  deface  the  pictures 
altogether,  or  to  leave  the  lines  less  clear.  With  Wilton  he 
had  done  much  to  blot  out  and  to  confuse.  At  first,  memory 
seemed  all  a  blank  beyond  the  period  of  his  schoolboy  days  ; 
but  gradually  one  image  after  another  rose  out  of  the  void, 
and  one  called  up  another  as  they  came.  Still  they  were 
clouded  and  indistinct,  like  the  vague  phantoms  of  a  dream. 
It  was  with  great  difficulty  that  he  recollected  any  names, 
and  could  not  at  all  tell  in  what  land  it  was,  that  some  of  the 
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brightest  of  his  memories  lay.  It  was  all  unconnected,  too, 
with  the  present,  and  from  it  Wilton  could  derive  no  clue  in 
regard  to  the  great  change  that  was  coming.  Between  him 
and  the  future  there  appeared  to  hang  a  dark  pall,  which  his 
eye  could  not  penetrate,  but  behind  which  was  Fate.  He 
tried  to  combat  such  feelings :  he  tried  long,  as  he  rode,  to 
conquer  them ;  to  put  them  down  by  the  power  of  a  vigorous 
mind ;  to  overthrow  sensation  by  thought. 

When,  however,  he  found  that  he  could  not  succeed,  when, 
after  many  efforts,  the  oppression — for  I  will  not  call  it 
despondency — remained  still  as  powerful  as  ever,  he  mentally 
turned,  as  if  to  face  an  enemy  that  pursued  him,  and  to  gaze 
full  upon  the  inevitable  power  itself,  all  the  more  awful  as  it 
was,  in  the  misty  grandeur  which  shrouded  the  frowning 
features  from  his  view.  He  nerved  his  heart,  too,  and  resolved, 
whatever  it  might  be  that  was  in  store  for  him,  whatever  might 
be  the  change,  the  loss,  the  adversity,  which  all  his  sensations 
seemed  to  prophesy,  that  he  would  bear  it  with  unshrinking 
courage,  with  resolute  determination ;  nay,  with  what  was 
still  more  with  one  of  his  disposition,  with  unmurmuring 
patience. 

In  the  meanwhile,  however,  he  strove,  as  he  went  along, 
to  persuade  himself  that  the  presentiment  was  but  the  work 
of  fancy ;  that  there  was  nothing  real  in  it ;  that  he  had 
excited  himself  to  fears  and  apprehensions  that  were  ground- 
less; that  the  expedition  of  the  Earl  to  Italy  was  but  a  tem- 
porary undertaking,  and  that  it  would  most  probably  make 
no  change  in  his  situation,  no  alteration  in  his  fortunes. 

Thus  thought  he,  as  he  rode  slowly  onward,  when,  at  the  dis- 
tance of  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  he  perceived  another  horse- 
man, proceeding  at  a  pace  perhaps  still  slower  than  his  own. 
The  aspect  of  the  country  between  Oxford  and  London  was 
as  different  in  that  day  from  that  which  it  is  at  present  as  it 
is  possible  to  conceive.  There  is  nothing  in  all  England — 
with  all  the  changes  which  have  taken  place,  in  manners, 
morals,  feelings,  arts,  sciences,  produce,  manufactures,  and 
government — which  has  undergone  so  great  a  change,  as  the 
high  roads  of  the  empire  during  the  last  hundred  and  fifty 
years.  No  one  can  now  tell,  where  the  roads  which  lay 
between  this  place  and  that  then  ran.  They  have  been  dug 
into,  ploughed  up,  turned  hither  and  thither,  changed  into 
canals,  or  swallowed  up  in  railroads.  The  face  of  the  coun- 
try, too,  has  been  altered,  by  many  a  village  built,  and  many 
an  old  mansion  pulled  down,  long  tracts  of  country  brought 
into  cultivation,  and  deep  plantations  of  old  trees  shadowing 
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that  ground  which  in  those  days  was  unwholesome  marsh,  or 
barren  moor.  Even  Hounslow  Heath,  beloved  by  many  of 
the  frequenters  of  the  King's  Highway,  has  disappeared 
under  the  spirit  of  cultivation,  and  left  no  trace  of  places 
where  many  a  daring  deed  was  done. 

However  that  may  be,  the  road  which  the  young  traveller 
was  following,  lay  not  at  all  in  the  direction  taken  by  either 
of  the  present  roads  to  Oxford;  but  at  a  short  distance  from 
High  Wycombe  turned  off  to  the  right — that  is,  supposing 
the  ti'aveller  to  be  going  towards  London — and  approached 
the  banks  of  the  Thames  not  far  from  Marlow.  In  so  doing, 
it  passed  over  a  long  range  of  high  hills,  and  a  wide  extent 
of  flat,  common  ground  upon  the  top,  which  was  precisely 
the  point  whereat  Wilton  Brown  had  arrived,  at  the  very 
moment  we  began  this  digression  upon  the  state  of  the  King's 
Highways  in  those  times. 

This  common  ground  of  which  we  speak  was  as  bleak  as 
well  might  be,  for  the  winds  of  heaven  had  certainly  room  to 
visit  it  as  roughly  as  they  chose ;  it  was  also  uncultivated, 
and  yet  it  cannot  be  said  to  have  been  unproductive ;  for, 
probably,  there  never  was  a  space  of  ground  of  equal  size, 
unless  it  w'ere  Maidenhead  Thicket,  which  could  show  so 
rich  and  luxuriant  a  crop  of  gorse,  heath,  and  fern.  For  a 
shelter  to  the  latter,  appeared  scattered  at  unequal  distances 
over  the  ground  a  few  stunted  trees — hawthorns,  beeches, 
and  oaks.  The  beech,  however,  pi'edominated,  in  honour  of 
the  county  in  which  the  common  was  situated ;  for  though, 
probably,  if  we  knew  the  origin  of  the  name  bestowed  on 
each  county  in  England,  we  should  find  them  all  significant, 
yet  none,  I  believe,  would  be  found  more  picturesque  or 
appropriate  than  that  given  by  our  good  Saxon  ancestors  to 
the  county  in  question — being  Buchen-heim,  or  Buckingham: 
the  home  or  land  of  the  beeches. 

The  gorse,  fern,  and  heath,  besides  a  small  quantity  of  not 
Tery  rich  grass,  and  a  few  wild  flowers,  were  the  only  pro- 
duce of  the  ground,  except  the  trees  that  I  have  mentioned  ; 
and  the  only  tenants  of  the  place  were  a  few  sheep,  by  far 
too  lean  to  need  any  one  to  look  after  them.  On  the  edges 
of  the  common,  indeed,  might  be  found  an  occasional  goose 
or  two,  but  thev  were  like  the  white  settlers  on  the  coast  of 
Africa  :  ventimng  rarely  and  timidly  into  the  interior.  A  high 
road  went  across  this  track,  as  I  have  shown  ;  but  it  being 
necessary,  fi'om  time  to  time,  that  farmers'  carts,  and  other 
conveyances,  horses,  waggons,  tinkers'  asses,  and  flocks  of 
sheep,  should  cross  it  in  different  directions,  and  as  each  of 
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these  travelling  bodies,  in  common  with  the  world  in  general, 
liked  to  have  a  way  of  its  own,  the  furze  and  fern  had  been 
cut  down  in  many  long  straight  lines ;  and  paths  for  horse 
and  foot,  as  well  as  long  tracks  of  wheels,  and  deep  ruts, 
crossed  and  recrossed  each  other  all  over  the  common.  To 
have  seen  it — nay,  to  see  it  now,  for  it  exists  very  nearly  in 
its  primeval  state— one  would  suppose,  from  all  the  various 
tracks,  that  it  was  a  place  of  great  thoroughfare,  when,  to  say 
truth,  though  I  have  crossed  it  some  twenty  times  or  more,  I 
never  saw  any  travelling  thing  upon  it  but  a  solitary  tax-cart 
and  a  gipsy's  van. 

It  was  just  about  the  middle  of  this  common,  then,  that 
Wilton  Brown,  as  1  have  said,  perceived  another  horseman 
riding  along  at  the  same  slow  pace  as  himself.  Their  faces 
were  both  turned  one  way,  with  a  few  hundred  yards  between 
them  ;  and  it  appeared  to  the  young  gentleman,  that  the 
other  personage  whom  we  have  mentioned  was  coming  in  an 
oblique  line  towards  the  high  road  to  which  he  himself  was 
journeying.  This  supposition  proved  to  be  correct,  as  the 
stranger,  riding  along  the  path  that  he  was  following,  came 
abreast  of  Wilton  Brown  upon  the  high  road,  just  at  the  spot 
where  a  comfortable  direction-post  pointed  with  the  fore- 
finger of  a  rude  hand  carved  in  the  wood,  along  a  path  to  the 
left,  bearing  inscribed,  in  large  letters,  "  To  Woburn." 

The  young  traveller  examined  the  other  with  a  hasty  but 
marking  glance,  and  perceived  thereby,  that  he  was  a  stout 
man  of  the  middle  age,  between  the  unpleasant  ages  of  forty 
and  fifty,  but  without  any  loss  of  power  or  activity.  He  was 
mounted  on  a  strong  black  horse,  had  a  quick  and  eager  eye, 
and  altogether  possessed  a  fine  countenance,  but  there  was 
some  degree  of  shy  suspicion  in  his  look,  which  did  not  seem 
to  indicate  any  very  great  energy  or  force  of  determination. 

It  now  wanted  not  more  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour  to  sun- 
set, and  there  was  a  bright  rich  yellow  light  in  the  western 
sky,  which  gave  each  traveller  a  fair  excuse  for  staring  into 
the  face  of  the  other,  as  if  their  eyes  were  dazzled  by  the 
beams  of  the  declining  siui. 

When  he  had  satisfied  himself,  Wilton  Brown  turned  away 
his  eyes,  and  rode  on,  gazing  quietly  over  the  wide  extent  of 
bleak  common,  which,  to  say  sooth,  offered  a  picturesque 
scene  enough,  with  its  scrubby  trees,  and  its  large  masses  of 
tall  gorse,  lying  in  the  calm  evening  air;  while  deep  blue 
shadows,  and  clear  lights  resting  here  and  there  in  the  hol- 
lows and  upon  the  swells,  marked  them  out  distinctly  to  the 
view. 
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In  a  moment  after,  however,  Wilton's  ears  were  saluted  by 
the  stranger's  voice,  saying,  "  Give  you  good  evening,  young 
gentleman — it  has  been  a  fine  afternoon." 

Now  tliis  might  appear  somewhat  singular  in  the  present 
day — when  human  beings  have  adopted  a  particular  sort  of 
mysterious  ordinance,  by  which  alone  they  can  become  tho- 
roughly known  and  acquainted  with  each  other — and  when 
no  man,  upon  any  pretence  or  consideration  whatsoever,  dare 
speak  to  a  fellow-creature,  until  some  one  known  to  both  of 
them  has  whispered  some  cabalistic  words  between  them, 
which,  in  general,  neither  of  them  hear  distinctly.  At  the 
time  I  speak  of,  however,  acquaintance  was  much  more  easily 
made,  so  far,  at  least,  as  common  civility  and  the  ordinary 
charities  of  life  went.  A  man  might  speak  to  another  at  that 
time,  if  any  accidental  circumstances  threw  them  close  toge- 
ther, without  any  risk  of  being  taken  for  a  fool,  a  swindler, 
or  a  brute ;  and  there  was,  in  short,  a  good-humoured  frank- 
ness and  simplicity  in  those  days,  which  formed,  to  say  the 
truth,  the  best  part  about  them ;  for  the  good  old  times,  as 
they  are  called,  were  certainly  desperately  coarse,  and  a  trifle 
more  vicious  than  the  present. 

Such  being  the  case  then,  Wilton  Brown  was  not  in  the 
least  sur]3rised  at  the  address  of  the  stranger,  but  turned,  and 
replied  civilly;  and  being,  indeed,  somewhat  dissatisfied  with 
the  companionship  of  his  own  thoughts,  he  suffered  his  horse 
to  jog  on  side  by  side  with  the  beast  of  the  stranger,  and 
entered  into  conversation  with  him  willingly  enough.  He 
found  him  an  intelligent  and  clever  man,  with  a  tone  and 
manner  superior,  in  many  points,  to  his  dress  and  equipage. 
He  seemed  to  speak  with  authority,  and  was  conversant  with 
the  great  world  of  London,  with  the  court,  and  the  camp.  He 
knew  something  also  of  France,  and  its  self-called  great 
monarch.  He  spoke  with  a  shrug  of  the  shoidder  and  an 
Alas!  of  the  court  ol'  Saint  Germain,  and  the  exiled  royal 
family  of  England ;  but  he  said  nothing  that  could  commit 
him  to  either  one  party  or  the  other;  and  though  he  certainly 
left  room  for  Wilton  to  express  his  own  sentiments,  if  he 
chose  to  do  so,  he  did  not  absolutely  strive  to  lead  him  to  any 
political  subject,  which  formed  in  those  days  a  more  dan- 
gerous ground  than  at  present. 

Wilton,  however,  had  not  the  slightest  inclination  to  discuss 
politics  with  a  stranger.  Brought  up  by  a  Whig  minister, 
educated  in  the  Protestant  religion,  and  fond  of  liberty  upon 
principle,  it  may  easily  be  imagined,  that  he  not  only  looked 
upon  those  who  now  swayed,  and  were  destined  to  sway,  the 
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British  sceptre  as  the  lawful  and  rightful  possessors  of  power 
in  the  country,  but  he  regarded  the  actual  sovereign  himself 
— though  he  might  not  love  him  in  his  private  character,  or 
admire  him  in  those  acts,  where  the  man  and  the  monarch 
were  too  inseparably  blended  to  be  considered  apart — as  a 
great  deliverer  of  this  country,  from  a  tyranny  which  had  been 
twice  tried  and  twice  repudiated.  At  the  same  time,  how- 
ever, he  felt  for  the  exiled  monarch.  But  he  felt  still  more 
for  his  noble  wife,  and  for  his  unhappy  son.  His  own  heart 
told  him  that  those  two  had  been  unjustly  dealt  with,  the  one 
calumniated,  the  other  punished  without  a  fault.  Nor  did  he 
blame  the  true  and  faithful  servants  whom  adversity  could 
not  shake,  and  who  were  only  loyal  to  a  crime,  who  still  ad- 
hered to  their  old  allegiance,  loved  still  the  sovereign,  who 
had  never  ill-treated  them,  and  were  ready  again  to  shed  their 
blood  for  the  house  in  whose  service  so  much  noble  blood 
had  already  flowed.  He  did  not — he  did  not  in  his  own 
heart — blame  them,  and  he  loved  not  to  consider  what  neces- 
sity there  might  be  for  putting  down  with  the  strong  and  un- 
sparing hand  of  law  the  frequent  renewal  of  those  claims 
which  had  been  decided  upon  by  the  awful  sentence  of  a 
mighty  nation. 

But  upon  none  of  these  subjects  spoke  he  with  the  stranger. 
He  refrained  fi-om  all  such  topics,  though  they  were  with 
some  skill  thrown  in  his  way;  and  thus  the  journey  passed 
pleasantly  enough  for  about  half  an  hour.  By  that  time  the 
sun  had  gone  down ;  but  it  was  a  clear,  bright  evening  with  a 
long  twilight ;  and  the  evening  rays,  like  gay  children  unavai- 
ling to  go  to  sleep,  lingered  long  in  rosy  sport  with  the  light 
clouds  before  they  Avould  sink  to  rest  beneath  the  western 
sky.  The  twilight  was  becoming  grey,  however,  and  the 
light  falling  short,  when,  at  about  the  distance  of  half  a  mile 
before  they  reached  the  spot  where  the  common  terminated, 
the  two  travellers  approached  a  rise  and  fall  in  the  ground, 
beyond  which  ran  a  little  stream  with  a  small  old  bridge  of 
one  arch,  not  in  the  best  repair,  carrying  the  highway  over 
the  water  wdth  a  sharp  and  sudden  turn.  Scattered  about  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  the  bridge,  and  on  the  slope  that  led 
down  to  it,  perched  upon  sundry  knolls  and  banks,  and 
pieces  of  broken  ground,  were  a  number  of  old  beeches, 
mostly  hollowed  out  by  time,  but  still  flourishing  green  in 
their  decay.  These  trees,  together  with  the  twilight,  pre- 
vented the  bridge  itself  from  being  seen  by  the  travellers  ; 
but  as  they  came  near,  they  heard  a  sudden  cry,  as  if  called 
forth  by  either  terror  or  surprise,  and  Wilton  instantly 
checked  his  horse  to  listen. 
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"  Did  you  not  hear  a  scream  ?"  he  said,  addressing  his 
companion  in  a  low  voice. 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  other,  "  I  thought  I  did :  let  us  ride 
on  and  see." 

Wilton's  spurs  instantly  touched  his  horse's  side,  and  he 
rode  quickly  down  the  slope  towards  the  bridge,  which  he 
well  remembered,  when  a  scene  was  suddenly  presented  to 
his  view,  Avhich  for  a  moment  puzzled  and  confounded  him. 

Just  at  the  turn  of  the  bridge  lay  overturned  upon  the  road 
one  of  the  large,  heavy,  wide-topped  vehicles,  called  a  coach 
in  those  days,  while  round  about  it  appeared  a  group  of  per- 
sons whose  situation,  for  a  moment,  seemed  to  him  dubious, 
but  which  soon  became  more  plain.  A  gentleman,  somewhat 
advanced  in  life — perhaps  about  fifty-eight  or  fifty-nine,  if 
not  more — stood  by  the  door  of  the  carriage,  from  which  he 
had  recently  emerged,  and  with  him  two  women,  one  of  whom 
was  a  young  lady,  apparently  of  about  seventeen  years  of 
age,  and  the  other  her  maid.  Three  men-servants  stood 
about  their  master ;  but  they  had  not  the  slightest  appear- 
ance of  any  intention  of  giving  aid  to  any  one  ;  for,  though 
sundry  were  the  situations  and  attitudes  in  which  they  stood, 
each  of  those  attitudes  betokened,  in  a  greater  or  a  less  degree, 
the  uncomfortable  sensation  of  fear.  One  of  them,  indeed, 
had  a  brace  of  pistols  in  his  two  hands,  but  those  hands 
dropped,  as  it  were,  powerless  by  his  side,  and  his  knees 
were  bent  into  a  crooked  line,  which  certainly  indicated  no 
great  fii'mness  of  heart. 

To  account  for  the  trepidation  displayed  by  several  of  the 
persons  present,  it  may  be  necessary  to  state  that  round  the 
overthrown  vehicle  stood  five  personages,  each  of  whom  held 
a  cocked  pistol  in  his  hand,  and,  in  two  instances,  the  hands 
that  held  those  pistols  were  raised  in  an  attitude  of  menace 
not  to  be  mistaken.  In  one  instance,  the  weapon  of  offence 
was  pointed  towards  the  gentleman  who  appeared  to  be  the 
owner  of  the  carriage  ;  in  the  other,  it  was  directed  towards 
the  head  of  the  poor  girl,  his  daughter,  who  seemed  to  have 
not  the  slightest  intention  of  resisting. 

This  formidable  gesture  was  accompanied  by  words,  which 
were  spoken  loud  enough  for  Wilton  to  hear,  as  he  pushed 
his  horse  down  the  hill ;  and  those  words  were,  "  Come, 
madam  I  your  ear-rings,  quick :  do  not  keep  us  all  night  with 
your  hands  shaking.  By  the  Lord,  I  will  get  them  out  in  a 
quicker  fashion,  if  you  do  not  mind." 

Before  we  can  proceed  to  desciibe  what  occurred  next,  it 
may  be  necessary  to  state  one  feature  in  the  case,  which  was 
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very  peculiar — this  was,  that  at  about  forty  yards  from  the 
spot  where  the  robbery  was  taking  place,  upon  the  top  of  a 
small  bank,  with  his  horse  grazing  near,  and  his  arms  crossed 
upon  his  chest,  stood  a  man  of  gentlemanly  appearance  and 
powerful  frame,  taking  no  part  whatsoever  in  the  affray;  not 
opposing  the  proceedings  of  the  plunderers,  indeed,  but 
gnawing  his  nether  lip,  as  if  anything  rather  than  well  con- 
tented. He  fixed  a  keen,  even  a  fierce  eye  upon  Wilton  as 
he  rode  down ;  but  neither  the  young  gentleman  himself,  nor 
the  other  traveller,  who  followed  him  at  full  speed,  took  any 
notice  of  him,  but  coming  on  with  their  pistols  drawn  from 
their  holsters,  they  were  soon  in  the  midst  of  the  group  round 
the  carriage. 

Wilton,  unaccustomed  to  such  encounters,  was  not  very 
willing  to  shed  blood,  and  therefore — the  chivalrous  spirit  in 
his  heart  leading  him  at  once  towards  one  particular  spot  in 
the  circle— he  struck  the  man  who  Avas  brutally  pointing  his 
pistol  at  the  girl,  a  blow  of  his  clenched  fist,  which  hitting 
him  just  under  the  ear,  as  he  turned  at  the  sound  of  the 
horse's  feet,  laid  him  in  a  moment  motionless  and  stunned 
upon  the  ground. 

The  young  gentleman,  by  the  same  impulse,  and  almost  at 
the  same  instant,  sprang  fiom  his  horse,  and  cast  himself  be- 
tween the  lady  and  the  assailants ;  but  at  that  moment  the 
voice  of  his  travelling  companion  met  his  ear,  exclaiming,  in 
a  thundering  tone,  "  That  is  right!  that  is  right  I  Now  stand 
upon  the  defensive  till  my  men  come  up !" 

Wilton  did  not  at  all  understand  what  this  might  mean ; 
but  turning  to  the  servants  already  on  the  spot,  he  exclaimed, 
in  a  sharp  tone,  "  Stand  forward  like  men,  you  scoundrels!" 
and  they,  seeing  some  help  at  hand,  advanced  a  little  with  a 
show  of  courage. 

The  gentlemen  of  the  King's  Highway,  however,  had  heard 
the  words  which  Wilton's  companion  had  shouted  to  him; 
and  seeing  themselves  somewhat  overmatched  in  point  of 
numbers  already,  they  did  not  appear  to  approve  of  more 
men  coming  up  on  the  other  side,  before  they  had  taken  their 
departure.  There  was,  consequently,  much  hun*ying  to 
horse.  The  man  who  had  been  knocked  down  by  Wilton 
was  dragged  away  by  the  heels,  from  the  spot  where  he  lay 
somewhat  too  near  to  the  other  party;  and  the  sharp  appli- 
cation of  the  gravel  to  his  face,  as  one  of  his  companions 
pulled  him  along  by  the  legs,  proved  sufficiently  reviving  to 
make  him  start  up,  and  nearly  knock  his  rescuer  down. 
Wilton — not  moved  by  the  spirit  of  an  ancient  Greek — 
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felt  no  inclination  to  fight  for  the  dead  or  the  living  body  of 
his  foe ;  and  the  whole  party  of  plunderers  were  speedily  in 
the  saddle  and  on  the  retreat,  with  the  exception  of  the  more 
sedate  personage  on  the  bank.  He,  indeed,  was  more  slow 
to  mount,  calling  the  man  who  had  been  knocked  down  "  The 
Knight  of  the  Bloody  Nose "  as  he  passed  him ;  and  then 
with  a  light  laugh  springing  into  the  saddle,  he  followed  the 
rest  at  an  easy  canter. 

"Ha!  ha!  ha!"  exclaimed  Wilton's  companion  of  the 
road,  laughing,  "  let  me  be  called  the  master  of  stratagems  for 
the  rest  of  my  life !  Those  five  fools  have  suffered  themselves 
to  be  terrified  from  their  booty,  simply  by  three  words  from 
my  mouth  and  their  own  imaginations." 

"  Then  you  have  no  men  coming  up?"  said  Wilton. 

"  Not  a  man,"  replied  the  other :  "  all  my  men  are  busy  in 
my  own  house  at  this  minute;  most  likely  saying  grace 
over  roast  pork  and  humming  ale." 


CHAPTER  IX. 

The  events  that  happen  to  us  in  life  gather  themselves  to- 
gether in  particular  groups,  each  group  separated  in  some 
degree  from  that  which  follows  and  that  which  goes  before, 
but  yet  each  united,  in  its  own  several  parts,  by  some  strong 
bond  of  connexion,  and  each  by  a  finer  and  less  apparent 
ligament  attached  to  the  other  groups  that  surround  it.  In 
short,  if,  as  the  great  poet  moralist  has  said,  "  All  the  world 
is  a  stage,  and  all  the  men  and  women  in  it  only  players," 
the  life  of  each  man  is  a  drama,  with  the  events  thereof 
divided  into  separate  scenes,  the  scenes  gathered  into  grand 
acts,  and  the  acts  all  tending  to  the  great  tragic  conclusion 
of  the  whole.  Happy  were  it  for  man  if  he,  like  a  great 
dramatist,  would  keep  the  ultimate  conclusion  still  in  view. 

In  the  life  of  Wilton  Brown,  the  scene  of  the  robbers 
ended  with  the  words  which  w^e  have  just  said  were  spoken 
by  his  travelling  companion,  and  a  new  scene  was  about  to 
begin. 

The  elderly  gentleman  to  whom  the  carriage  apparently 
belonged,  took  a  step  forward  as  the  stranger  spoke  the  last 
sentence,  exclaiming,  "  Surely  I  am  not  mistaken — Sir  John 
Fenwick,  I  believe."  The  stranger  pulled  off  his  hat  and 
bowed  low. 
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"  The  same,  your  grace,"  he  replied:  "  it  is  long  since  we 
have  met,  and  I  am  happy  that  our  meeting  now  has  proved, 
in  some  degree,  serviceable  to  you." 

"  Most  serviceable,  indeed,  Sir  John,"  replied  the  Duke, 
shaking  him  warmly  by  the  hand ;  "  and  how  is  your  fair  wife, 
my  Lady  Mary  ?  and  my  good  Lord  of  Carlisle,  and  all  the 
Howards  r" 

"  Well,  thank  your  grace,"  replied  Sir  John  Fenwick, 
"  all  well.  This,  I  presume,  is  your  fair  daughter,  my 
Lady " 

"  She  is,  sir,  she  is,"  interrupted  the  Duke :  "  you  have 
seen  her  as  a  child,  Sir  John.  But  pray,  Sir  John,  introduce 
us  to  your  gallant  young  friend,  to  whom  we  are  also  indebted 
for  so  much." 

"  He  must  do  that  for  himself,*'  replied  Sir  John  Fenwick: 
"  we  are  but  the  companions  of  the  last  half  hour,  and  com- 
rades in  this  little  adventure." 

Although  accustomed  to  mingle  Avith  the  best  society;  and, 
in  all  ordinary  cases,  free  and  unrestrained  in  his  own 
manners,  Wilton  Brown  felt  some  slight  awkwardness  in  in- 
troducing himself  upon  the  present  occasion.  He  accord- 
ingly merely  gave  his  name,  expressing  how  much  happiness 
he  felt  at  the  opportunity  he  had  had  of  serving  the  Duke; 
but  referred  not  at  all  to  his  own  station  or  connexion  with 
the  Earl  of  Sunbury. 

"  Wilton  Brown !"  said  the  Duke,  with  a  meaning  smile, 
and  gazing  at  him  from  head  to  foot,  while  he  mentally  con- 
trasted his  fine  and  lofty  appearance,  handsome  dress,  and  dis- 
tinguished manners,  with  the  somewhat  ordinary  name  which 
he  had  given.  "  Wilton  Brown!  a  iLom  de  guerre,  I  rather 
suspect,  my  young  friend  ?" 

"  No,  indeed,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton:  "were  it  w^orth 
anybody's  while  to  search,  it  would  be  found  so  written  in 
the  books  of  Christchui'ch." 

"  Oh !  an  Oxonian,"  cried  the  Duke,  "  and  doubtless  now 
upon  your  way  to  London.  But  how  is  this,  my  young  friend, 
you  are  in  midst  of  term  time !" 

Wilton  smiled  at  the  somewhat  authoritative  and  parental 
tone  assumed  by  the  old  gentleman.  "  The  fact  is,  my  Lord 
Duke,"  he  said,  "  that  I  am  obliged  to  absent  myself,  but  not 
without  permission.  The  illness  of  my  best  friend,  the 
Earl  of  Sunbury,  and  his  approaching  departure  for  Italy, 
oblige  me  to  go  to  London  now  to  see  him  before  he  de- 
parts." 

"  Oh,  the  Ii^arl  of  Sunbury,  the  Earl  of  Sunbury,"  replied 
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the  Duke:  "  a  most  excellent  man,  and  a  great  statesman: 
one  on  whom  all  parties  rely.*  That  alters  the  case,  my 
young  friend;  and  indeed,  whatever  might  be  the  cause  of 
your  absence  from  Alma  Mater,  we  have  much  to  thank  that 
cause  for  your  gallant  assistance — especially  my  poor  girl 
here.  Let  me  shake  hands  with  you — and  now  we  must 
think  of  what  is  to  be  done  next,  ibr  it  is  well  nigh  dark :  the 
carriage  is  broken  by  those  large  stones  which  they  must 
have  put  in  the  way,  doubtless,  to  stop  us;  and  it  is  hopeless 
to  think  of  getting  on  farther  to-night." 

"  Hopeless,  indeed,  my  lord,"  replied  Sir  John  Fenwick; 
"  but  your  grace  must  have  passed  on  the  way  hither  a  little 
inn,  about  half  a  mile  distant,  or  somewhat  more.  There  I 
intended  to  sleep  to-night,  and  most  probably  my  young 
friend,  too,  for  his  horse  seems  as  tired  as  mine.  If  your  grace 
will  follow  my  advice,  you  would  walk  back  to  the  inn,  make 
your  servants  take  everything  out  of  the  carriage,  and  send 
some  people  down  afterwards  to  drag  it  to  the  inn-yard  till 
to-morrow  morning." 

"  It  is  most  unfortunate  !"  said  the  Duke,  who  was  fond  of 
retrospects.  "  We  sent  forward  the  other  carriage  about  three 
hours  before  us,  in  order  that  the  house  in  London  might  be 
prepared  when  we  came." 

The  proposal  of  Sir  John  Fenwick,  however,  was  adopted; 
and  after  giving  careful  and  manifold  orders  to  his  servants, 
the  Duke  took  his  way  back  on  foot  towards  the  inn,  con- 
versing as  he  went  with  the  Knight.  His  daughter  followed 
with  Wilton  Brown  by  her  side ;  and  for  a  moment  or  two 
they  went  on  in  silence ;  but  at  length  seeing  her  steps  not 
very  steady  over  the  rough  road  upon  which  they  were,  Wilton 
offered  his  left  arm  to  suj)port  her,  having  the  bridle  of  his 
horse  over  the  right. 

She  took  it  at  once,  and  he  felt  her  hand  tremble  as  it 
rested  on  his  arm,  which  was  explained  almost  at  the  same 
moment.  "  It  is  very  foolish,  I  believe,"  she  said,  in  a  low, 
sweet  voice,  "  and  you  will  think  me  a  terrible  coward,  I  am 
afraid ;  but  I  know  not  how  it  is,  I  feel  more  terrified  and 
agitated,  now  that  this  is  all  over,  than  I  did  at  the  time." 

The  communication  being  thus  begun,  Wilton  soon  found 
means  to  soothe  and  quiet  her.  His  conversation  had  all 
that  ease  and  grace  which,  combined  with  carefidness  of  jjro- 
prieties,  is  only  to  be  gained  by  long  and  early  association 
with  persons  of  high  minds  and  manners.     There  was  no 

*  Let  it  be  remarked  that  this  was  not  the  Earl  of  Sunderland,  of  whom  the 
exact  reverse  micrht  have  been  said. 
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restraint,  no  stiffness — for  to  avoid  all  that  could  give  pain 
or  offence  to  any  one  was  habitual  to  him — and  yet,  at  the 
same  time,  there  was  joined  to  the  high  tone  of  demeanour  a 
sort  of  fi'eshness  of  ideas,  a  picturesqueness  of  language  and 
of  thought,  which  were  very  captivating,  even  when  employed 
upon  ordinary  subjects.  It  is  an  art — perhaps  I  might  almost 
call  it  a  faculty — of  minds  like  his,  insensibly  and  naturally 
to  lead  others  from  the  most  common  topics,  to  matters  of 
deeper  interest,  and  thoughts  of  a  less  every-day  character. 
It  is  as  if  two  persons  were  riding  along  the  high  road  to- 
gether, and  one  of  them,  without  his  companion  remarking 
it,  were  to  guide  their  horses  into  some  bridle-path  display- 
ing in  its  coui"se  new  views  and  beautiful  points  in  the  scenery 
around. 

Thus  ere  they  reached  the  inn,  the  fair  girl,  who  leaned 
upon  the  arm  of  an  acquaintance  of  half  an  hour,  seemed  to 
her  own  feelings  as  well  acquainted  with  him  as  if  she  had 
known  him  for  years,  and  was  talking  with  him  on  a  thousand 
subjects  on  which  she  had  never  conversed  with  any  one 
before. 

The  Duke,  who,  although  good-humoured  and  kindly,  was 
somewhat  stately,  and  perhaps  a  very  little  ostentatious 
withal,  on  the  arrival  of  the  party  at  the  inn,  insisted  upon 
the  two  gentlemen  doing  him  the  honour  of  supping  with 
him  that  night,  "  as  well,"  he  said,  "  as  the  poorness  of  the 
place  would  permit ;"  and  a  room  apart  having  been  assigned 
to  him,  he  retired  thither,  with  the  humbly  bowing  host,  to 
issue  his  own  orders  regarding  their  provision.  The  larder 
of  the  inn,  however,  proved  to  be  miraculously  well  stocked; 
the  landlord  declared  that  no  town  in  Burgundy,  no,  nor 
Bordeaux  itself,  could  excel  the  wine  that  he  would  produce; 
and  while  the  servants  with  messengers  from  the  inn  brought 
in  packages,  which  seemed  innumerable,  fi'om  the  carriage, 
the  cook  toiled  in  her  vocation,  the  host  and  hostess  bustled 
about  to  put  all  the  rooms  in  order,  Sir  John  Fenwick  and 
Wilton  Brown  talked  at  the  door  of  the  inn,  and  Lady  Laura 
retired  to  alter  her  dress,  which  had  been  somewhat  deranged 
by  the  overthrow  of  the  carnage. 

At  length,  however,  it  was  announced  that  supper  was 
ready,  and  Wilton  with  his  companion  entered  the  room, 
where  the  Duke  and  his  daughter  awaited  them.  On  going 
in,  Wilton  was  struck  and  surprised ;  and,  indeed,  he  almost 
paused  in  his  advance,  at  the  sight  of  the  young  lady,  as  she 
stood  by  her  father.  In  the  grey  of  the  twilight,  he  had  only 
remarked  that  she  was  a  very  pretty  girl ;  and  as  they  had 
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walked  along  to  the  inn,  she  had  shown  so  little  of  the 
manner  and  consciousness  of  a  professed  beauty,  that  he 
had  not  even  suspected  she  might  be  more  than  he  had  first 
imagined.  When  he  saw  her  now,  however,  in  the  fidl  light, 
he  was,  as  we  have  said,  struck  with  surprise  by  the  vision  of 
radiant  loveliness  which  her  face  and  form  presented.  Wilton 
was  too  wise,  however,  and  knew  his  own  situation  too  well, 
even  to  dream  of  falling  in  love  with  a  duke's  daughter;  and 
though  he  might,  when  her  eyes  were  turned  a  different  way, 
gaze  upon  her  and  admire,  it  was  but  as  a  man  who  looks  at 
a  jewel  in  a  king's  crown,  which  he  knows  he  can  never 
possess. 

Well  pleased  to  please,  and  having  nothing  in  his  thoughts 
to  embarrass  or  trouble  him  on  that  particular  occasion,  he 
gave  way  to  his  natural  feelings,  and  won  no  small  favour 
and  approbation  in  the  eyes  of  the  Duke  and  his  fair  daughter. 
The  evening,  which  had  begun  with  two  of  the  party  so 
inauspiciously,  passed  over  lightly  and  gaily ;  and  after 
supper,  Wilton  rose  to  retire  to  rest,  with  a  sigh,  perhaps, 
from  some  ill-defined  emotions,  but  with  a  recollection  of 
two  or  three  happy  hours  to  be  added  to  the  treasury  of 
such  sweet  things  which  memory  stores  for  us  in  our  way 
through  life. 

As  the  inn  was  very  full,  the  young  gentleman  had  to  pass 
through  the  kitchen  to  reach  the  staircase  of  his  appointed 
room.  Standing  before  the  kitchen  fire,  and  talking  over  his 
shoulder  to  the  landlord,  who  stood  a  step  behind  him,  was 
a  tall,  broad-shouldered,  powerful  man,  dressed  in  a  good 
suit  of  green  broad  cloth,  laced  with  gold.  His  face  was  to 
the  fire,  and  his  back  to  Wilton,  and  he  did  not  turn  or  look 
round  while  the  young  gentleman  was  there.  The  landlord 
hastened  to  give  his  guest  a  light,  and  show  him  his  room ; 
and  Wilton  passed  a  night,  which,  if  not  dreamless,  was 
visited  by  no  other  visions  but  sweet  ones. 

On  the  following  morning  he  was  up  early,  and  approached 
the  window  of  his  room  to  throw  it  open,  and  to  let  in  the 
sweet  early  air  to  visit  him,  while  he  dressed  himself;  but 
the  moment  he  went  near  the  window,  he  saw  that  it  looked 
into  a  pretty  garden  laid  out  in  the  old  English  style.  That 
garden,  however,  was  already  tenanted  by  two  persons  appa- 
rently deep  in  earnest  conversation.  One  of  those  two 
persons  was  evidently  Sir  John  Fenwick,  and  the  other  was 
the  stranger  in  green  and  gold,  whom  Wilton  had  remarked 
the  night  before  at  the  kitchen  fire. 

Seeing  how  earnestly  they  were  speaking,  he  refrained 
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from  opening  his  window,  and  proceeded  to  dress  himself; 
but  he  could  not  avoid  having,  every  now  and  then,  a  full 
view  of  the  faces  of  the  two,  as  they  turned  backwards  and 
forwards  at  the  end  of  the  garden.  Something  that  he  there 
saw  puzzled  and  surprised  him :  the  appearance  of  the 
stranger  in  green  seemed  more  familiar  to  him  than  it  could 
have  become  by  the  casual  glance  he  had  obtained  of  it  in 
the  inn  kitchen ;  and  he  became  more  and  more  convinced, 
at  every  turn  they  took  before  him,  that  this  personage  was 
no  other  than  the  man  he  had  beheld  standing  on  the  bank, 
taking  no  part  with  the  gentlemen  of  the  road,  indeed,  but 
evidently  belonging  to  their  company. 

This  puzzled  him,  as  we  have  said,  not  a  little.  Sir  John 
Fenwick  was  a  gentleman  of  good  repute,  whom  he  had 
heard  of  before  now.  He  had  married  the  Lady  Mary 
Howard,  daughter  of  the  Earl  of  Carlisle,  and,  though  a 
stanch  Jacobite,  it  was  supposed,  he  was  nevertheless 
looked  upon  as  a  man  of  undoubted  probity  and  honour. 
What  could  have  been  his  business,  then,  with  thieves,  or  at 
best  with  the  companions  of  thieves  ?  This  was  a  question 
which  Wilton  could  no  ways  solve ;  and  after  having  teased 
himself  for  some  time  therewith,  he  at  length  descended  to 
the  little  parlour  of  the  inn,  and  ordered  his  horse  to  be 
brought  round  as  speedily  as  possible.  He  felt  in  his  own 
bosom,  indeed,  some  inclination  to  wait  for  an  hour  or  two, 
in  order  to  take  leave  of  the  Duke  and  his  fair  daughter;  but 
remembering  his  own  situation  with  the  Earl,  as  well  as  feel- 
ing some  of  his  gloomy  sensations  of  the  day  before  returning 
upon  him,  he  determined  to  set  out  without  loss  of  time.  He 
mounted  accordingly,  and  took  his  way  towards  London  at  a 
quick  pace,  in  order  to  arrive  before  the  Earl's  breakfast 
hour. 

There  are,  however,  in  that  part  of  the  country,  manifold 
hills,  over  which  none  but  a  very  inhumane  man,  unless  he 
were  pursued  by  enemies,  or  pursuing  a  fox,  would  urge  his 
horse  at  a  rapid  rate ;  and  as  Wilton  Brown  was  slowly 
climbing  one  of  the  first  of  these,  he  was  overtaken  by 
another  horseman,  who  turned  out  to  be  none  other  than  the 
worthy  gentleman  in  the  green  coat. 

"  Good  morrow  to  you,  Master  Wilton  Brown,"  said  the 
stranger,  pulling  up  his  horse  as  soon  as  he  had  reached 
him :  "  we  are  riding  along  the  same  road,  I  find,  and  may  as 
well  keep  companionship  as  we  go.  These  are  sad  times,  and 
the  roads  are  dangerous." 

"  They  are,  indeed,  my  good  sir,"  replied  Wilton,  who 
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was,  in  general,  not  without  that  capability  of  putting  down 
intrusion  at  a  word,  which,  strangely  enough,  is  sometimes  a 
talent  of  the  lowest  and  meanest  order  of  frivolous  intellects, 
but  is  almost  always  found  in  the  firm  and  decided — "  they 
are,  indeed,  if  I  may  judge  by  what  you  and  I  saw  last 
night." 

The  stranger  did  not  move  a  muscle,  but  answered,  quite 
coolly,  "  Ay,  sad  doings  though,  sad  doings :  you  knocked 
that  fellow  down  smartly — a  neat  blow,  as  I  should  wish  to 
see :  I  thought  you  would  have  shot  one  of  them,  for  my 
part." 

"  It  is  a  pity  you  had  not  been  beforehand  with  me," 
answered  Wilton :  "  you  seemed  to  have  been  some  time 
enjoying  the  sport  when  we  came  up." 

The  stranger  now  laughed  aloud.  "  No,  no,"  he  said, 
"  that  would  not  do ;  I  could  not  interfere ;  I  am  not  con- 
servator of  the  King's  Highway ;  and,  for  my  part,  it  should 
always  be  open  for  gentlemen  to  act  as  they  liked,  though  I 
would  not  take  any  share  in  the  matter  for  the  world." 

"  There  is  such  a  thing,"  replied  Wilton,  not  liking  his 
companion  at  all — "  there  is  such  a  thing  as  taking  no  share 
in  the  risk,  and  a  share  in  the  profit." 

A  quick  flush  passed  over  the  horseman's  cheek,  but  re- 
mained not  a  moment,  "  That  is  not  my  case,"  he  replied, 
in  a  graver  tone  than  he  had  hitherto  used ;  "  not  a  stiver 
would  I  have  taken  that  came  out  of  the  good  Duke's  pocket, 
had  it  been  to  save  me  from  starving.  I  take  no  money  from 
any  but  an  enemy  ;  and  when  we  cannot  carry  on  the  war 
with  them  in  the  open  field,  I  do  not  see  why  we  should  not 
carry  it  on  with  them  in  any  way  we  can.  But  to 
attack  a  friend,  or  an  indifferent  person,  is  not  at  all  in  my 
way." 

"  Oh  !  I  begin  to  understand  you  somewhat  more  clearly," 
replied  Wilton ;  "  but  allow  me  to  say,  my  good  sir,  that  it 
were  much  better  not  to  talk  to  me  any  more  upon  such  sub- 
jects. By  so  doing,  you  run  a  needless  risk  yourself,  and  can 
do  neither  of  us  any  good.  Of  course,"  he  added,  willing  to 
change  the  conversation,  "  it  was  Sir  John  Fenwick  who  told 
you  my  name." 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  other;  "  but  it  was  needless, for  I  knew 
it  before." 

"  And  yet,"  said  Wilton,  "  I  do  not  remember  that  we 
ever  met." 

"  There  you  are  mistaken,"  answered  the  traveller ;  "  we 
met  no  longer  ago  than  last  Monday  week.    You  were  going 
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down  the  High-sti'eet  in  your  cap  and  gown,  and  you  saw 
some  boys  looking  into  a  tart  shop,  and  gave  them  some 
pence  to  buy  what  they  longed  for." 

The  ingenuous  colour  came  up  into  Wilton  Brown's 
cheelc,  as  he  remembered  the  little  circumstance  to  which 
the  man  alluded.     "  I  did  not  see  you,"  he  said. 

"  But  I  saw  you,"  answered  the  man,  "  and  was  pleased 
with  what  I  saw ;  for  I  am  one  of  those  whom  the  hard 
lessons  of  life  have  taught  to  judge  more  by  the  small  acts 
done  in  private,  than  by  the  great  acts  that  all  mankind 
must  see.  Man's  closet  acts  are  for  his  own  heart  and  God's 
eye ;  man's  public  deeds  are  paintings  for  the  world.  How- 
ever, I  was  pleased,  as  I  have  said,  and  I  have  seen  more 
things  of  you  also  that  have  pleased  me  well.  You  saw  me, 
passed  me  by,  and  would  not  know  me  again  in  the  same 
shape  to-morrow;  but  1  take  many  forms,  when  it  may  suit 
my  purposes ;  and  having  been  well  pleased  with  you  once 
or  twice,  I  take  heed  of  what  you  are  about  when  I  do  see 
you.'; 

Wilton  Brown  mused  over  what  he  said  for  a  moment  or 
two,  and  then  replied,  "  I  should  much  like  to  know  what  it 
was  first  induced  you  to  take  any  notice  of  my  actions  at  all 
— there  must  have  been  some  motive,  of  course." 

"  Oh,  no,"  replied  the  other — "  there  is  no  must!  It  might 
have  been  common  curiosity.  Every  likely  youth,  wuth  a 
pair  of  broad  shoulders  and  a  soldier-like  air,  is  worth  look- 
ing after  in  these  times  of  war  and  trouble.  But  the  truth 
is,  I  know  those  who  know  something  of  you,  and,  if  I  liked, 
I  could  introduce  you  to  one  whom  you  have  not  seen  for 
many  a  year." 

"  What  is  his  name  ?"  demanded  Wilton  Brown,  turning 
shar])ly  upon  the  stranger,  and  gazing  full  in  his  face. 

"  Oh  !  I  name  no  names,"  replied  the  stranger;  "  I  know 
not  whether  it  would  be  liked  or  not.  However,  some  day  I 
will  do  what  I  have  said,  if  I  can  get  leave ;  and  now  I  think 
I  will  wish  you  good  morning,  for  here  lies  my  road,  and 
there  lies  yours." 

"  But  stay,  stay,  yet  a  moment,"  said  Wilton,  checking 
his  horse ;  "  how  am  I  to  hear  of  you,  or  to  see  you  again  V 

"  Oh  !"  replied  the  stranger,  in  a  gay  tone,  "  I  will  contrive 
that,  fear  not! — Nevertheless,  in  case  you  should  need  it, 
you  can  ask  for  me  at  the  tavern  at  the  back  of  Beaufort 
House:  the  Green  Dragon,  it  is  called." 

"  And  your  name,  your  narae.^"  said  Wilton,  seeing  the 
other  about  to  ride  away. 
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"  My  name  !  ay,  I  had  forgot — why,  your  name  is  Brown 
— call  me  Green,  if  you  like.  One  colour's  just  as  good  as 
another,  and  I  may  as  well  keep  the  complexion  of  my  good 
friend,  the  Dragon,  in  countenance.  So  you  wont  forget, 
it  is  Mister  Green,  at  the  Green  Dragon,  in  the  Green  Lane 
at  the  back  of  Beaufort  House ;  and  now.  Mister  Brown,  I 
leave  you  a  brown  study,  to  carry  you  on  your  way." 

So  saying,  he  turned  his  horse's  head,  and  cantered  easily 
over  the  upland  which  skirted  the  road  to  the  left.  After  he 
had  gone  about  a  couple  of  hundred  yards,  Wilton  saw  him 
stop  and  pause,  as  if  thoughtfully,  for  a  minute.  But  without 
turning  back  to  the  road,  he  again  put  spurs  to  his  horse, 
and  was  out  of  sight  in  a  few  moments. 

Wilton  then  rode  on  to  London,  without  farther  pause  or 
adventure  of  any  kind ;  but  it  were  vain  to  say  that,  in  this 
instance,  "  care  did  not  sit  behind  the  horseman;"  for  many 
an  anxious  thought,  and  unresolved  question,  and  intense 
meditation,  were  his  companions  on  his  onward  way.  For- 
tunately, however,  his  horse  was  not  troubled  in  the  same 
manner ;  and  about  five  minutes  before  the  hour  he  had 
proposed  to  himself,  Wilton  was  standing  before  the  house 
of  the  Earl  in  St.  James's-square.  The  servants  were  all 
rejoiced  to  see  him,  for,  unlike  persons  in  his  situation  in 
general,  he  was  very  popular  amongst  them;  but  the  Earl, 
he  was  informed,  had  not  yet  risen,  and  the  account  the 
young  gentleman  received  of  his  health  made  him  sad  and 
apprehensive. 


CHAPTER  X. 

In  about  an  hoiu-'s  time,  the  Earl  of  Sunbury  descended  to 
breakfast ;  and  he  expressed  no  small  pleasure  at  the  unex- 
pected appearance  of  his  young  protege. 

"  You  were  always  a  kind  and  an  affectionate  boy,  Wil- 
ton," he  said ;  "  and  you  have  kept  your  good  feelings 
unchanged,  I  am  happy  to  find.  Depend  upon  it,  when  one 
can  do  so,  amongst  all  the  troubles,  and  cares,  and  corrupt- 
ing things  of  this  world,  we  find  in  the  feelings  of  the  heart 
that  consolation,  when  sorrows  and  disappointments  assail 
us,  which  no  gift  or  favour  of  man  can  impart.  I  believe, 
indeed,  that  within  the  last  six  months,  with  all  the  bodily 
pains  and  mental  anxieties  I  have  had  to  suffer,  I  should 
either  have  died  or  gone  mad,  had  not  my  mind  obtained 
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relief,  from  time  to  time,  in  the  enjoyment  of  the  beauties  of 
nature,  the  works  of  art,  and  the  productions  of  genius. 
Nor  have  my  thoughts  been  altogether  unoccupied  with 
you,"  he  added,  after  a  moment's  pause,  "  and  that  occupa- 
tion would  have  been  most  pleasant  to  my  mind,  Wilton, 
inasmuch  as  through  your  whole  course  you  have  given  me 
undivided  satisfaction.  But,  alas !  I  cannot  do  for  you  all 
that  I  should  wish  to  do.  You  know  that  my  own  estates  are 
all  entailed  upon  distant  relatives,  whom  I  do  not  even  know. 
I  am  not  a  man,  as  you  are  well  aware,  to  accumulate 
wealth ;  and  all  I  can  possibly  assure  to  you  is  the  enjoy- 
ment of  the  same  income  I  have  hitherto  allowed  you,  and 
which,  in  case  of  my  death,  I  will  take  care  shall  be  yours." 

AVilton  listened,  as  may  be  supposed,  with  affection  and 
gratitude  ;  but  he  tried,  after  expressing  all  he  felt,  and  as- 
suring the  Earl  that  he  possessed  as  much  as  he  desired,  to 
put  an  end  to  a  conversation  which  was  rendered  the  more 
painful  to  him  by  the  marked  alteration  which  he  perceived 
in  the  person  of  his  friend  since  he  had  last  seen  him. 

The  Earl,  however,  would  not  suffer  the  subject  to  drop, 
replying,  "  I  know  well  that  you  are  no  way  extravagant, 
Wilton,  and  maintain  the  appearance  of  a  gentleman  upon 
smaller  means  than  many  could  or  would ;  but  yet,  my  good 
youth,  you  are  naturally  ambitious ;  and  there  are  a  thousand 
wants,  necessities,  and  desires  still  to  be  gi'atified,  which  at 
present  you  neither  perceive  nor  provide  for.  You  are  not 
destined,  Wilton,  to  go  on  all  your  life,  content  in  the  seclu- 
sion of  a  college,  with  less  than  three  hundred  a  year. 
Every  man  should  strive  to  fulfil  to  the  utmost  his  destiny 
— I  mean,  should  endeavour  to  reach  the  highest  point  in 
any  way  which  God  has  given  him  the  capability  of  attain- 
ing. You  must  become  more  than  you  are,  greater,  higher, 
richer,  by  your  own  exertions.  Had  my  health  suffered  me 
to  remain  here,  I  could  have  easily  facilitated  your  progress 
in  political  life.  Now  I  must  trust  your  advancement  to 
another ;  and  you  will  perhaps  think  it  strange,  that  the 
person  I  do  trust  it  to  should  not  be  any  of  my  old  and 
intimate  political  friends.  But  I  have  my  reasons  for  what 
I  do,  which  you  will  some  day  know;  and  before  I  go,  I 
must  exact  one  promise  of  you,  which  is  to  put  yourself 
under  the  guidance  of  the  person  whom  I  have  mentioned, 
and  to  accept  whatever  post  he  may  think  the  best  calcu- 
lated to  promote  your  future  views.  As  he  now  holds  one 
of  the  highest  stations  in  the  ministry,  I  could  have  wished 
him  to  name  you  his  private  secretary,  but  that  office  is  at 
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present  filled,  and  he  has  promised  me  most  solemnly  to 
find  you  some  occupation  within  the  next  half-year.  Your 
allowance  shall  be  regularly  transmitted  to  you  till  my 
return ;  and,  until  you  receive  some  ajipointment,  you  had 
better  remain  at  Oxford,  which  may  give  you  perhaps  the 
means  of  taking  your  first  degree.  And  now,  my  dear  boy, 
that  I  have  explained  all  this,  what  were  you  about  to  say 
regarding  the  adventures  you  met  with  in  your  journey  ?" 

"  First  let  me  ask,  sir,"  replied  Wilton,  "  who  is  the 
gentleman  you  have  so  kindly  interested  for  me  ?" 

"  Oh  !  I  thought  you  had  divined :  it  is  the  Earl  of  Byer- 
dale,  now  all  potent  in  the  counsels  of  the  King — at  least,  so 
men  suppose  and  say.  However,  I  look  upon  it  that  you 
have  given  me  the  promise  that  I  ask." 

"  Undoubtedly,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton :  "  in  such  a 
case,  I  must  ever  look  upon  your  wishes  as  a  command." 

The  conversation  then  turned  to  other  and  lighter  matters, 
and  Wilton  amused  his  friend  with  the  detail  of  the  ad- 
ventures of  the  preceding  night. 

"  Sir  John  Fen  wick !"  exclaimed  the  Earl,  as  soon  as 
Wilton  came  to  the  events  that  succeeded  the  robbery — "  he 
is  a  dangerous  companion,  Sir  John  Fenwick  !  We  know 
him  to  be  disaffected,  a  nonjuror,  and  a  plotter  of  a  dark 
and  intriguing  character.  Who  was  the  Duke  he  met  with  ? 
Duke  of  what .?" 

"  On  my  word,  I  cannot  tell  you,  sir,"  replied  Wilton ; 
"  I  did  not  hear  his  nafne  :  they  called  his  daughter  Lady 
Lam'a." 

"  You  are  a  strange  young  man,  Wilton,"  replied  the 
Earl ;  "  there  are  probably  not  two  men  in  Europe  who  would 
have  failed  to  inquire,  if  it  were  no  more  than  the  name  of 
this  pretty  girl  you  mention." 

"If  there  had  been  the  slightest  probability  of  my  ever 
meeting  her  again,"  replied  Wilton,  "  I  most  likely  should 
have  inquired.  But  my  story  is  not  ended  yet ;"  and  he  went 
on  to  detail  what  had  occurred  during  his  ride  that  morning. 

This  seemed  to  strike  and  interest  the  Earl  more  than  the 
rest;  and  he  immediately  asked  his  young  companion  a  vast 
number  of  questions,  all  relating  to  the  personal  appearance 
of  the  gentleman  in  green,  who  had  been  the  comrade  of  his 
early  ride. 

After  all  these  inteiTOgatories  had  been  answered,  he  mused 
for  a  minute  or  two,  and  then  observed,  "  No,  no,  it  could 
not  be.  This  personage  in  green,  Wilton,  depend  upon  it,  is 
some  agent  of  Sir  John  Fenwick,  and  the  Jacobite  party.  He 
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has  got  some  intimation  of  your  name  and  situation,  and  has 
most  likely  seen  you  once  or  twice  in  Oxford,  where,  I  am 
sorry  to  say,  there  are  too  many  such  as  himself  They  have 
fixed  their  eyes  upon  you,  and,  depend  upon  it,  there  will  be 
many  attempts  to  gain  your  adherence  to  an  unsuccessful  and 
a  desperate  party.  Be  wise,  my  dear  Wilton,  and  shun  all 
communication  with  such  people.  No  one  who  has  not  filled 
such  a  station  as  I  have,  can  be  aware  of  their  manifold  arts." 

Wilton  promised  to  be  upon  his  guard,  and  the  conversa- 
tion dropped  there.  It  had  suggested,  however,  a  new  train 
of  ideas  to  the  mind  of  the  young  gentleman — new,  I  mean, 
solely  in  point  of  combination,  for  the  ideas  themselves  re- 
ferred to  subjects  long  known  and  often  thought  of.  It  ap- 
peared evident  to  him,  that  the  question  which  the  Earl  had 
put  to  himself  in  secret,  when  he  heard  of  his  conversation 
with  the  man  in  green,  was,  "  Can  this  be  any  one,  who  really 
knows  the  early  history  of  Wilton  Brown  ?"  and  the  question 
which  Wilton  in  turn  asked  himself  was,  "  How  is  the  Earl 
connected  with  that  early  history  V 

Many  painful  doubts  had  often  suggested  themselves  to 
the  mind  of  Wilton  Brown  in  regard  to  that  very  subject ;  and 
those  doubts  themselves  had  prevented  him  from  pressing  on 
the  Earl  questions  which  might  have  brought  forth  the  facts, 
but  which,  at  the  same  time,  he  thought,  might  pain  that 
nobleman  most  bitterly,  if  his  suspicions  should  prove  ac- 
curate. 

The  Earl  himself  had  always  carefully  avoided  the  sub- 
ject, and  when  any  accidental  words  led  towards  it,  had  taken 
evident  pains  to  change  the  conversation.  What  had  occurred 
that  morning,  however,  weighed  upon  Wilton's  mind,  and  he 
more  than  once  asked  himself  the  question — "  Who  and 
what  am  I .'" 

There  was  a  painful  solution  always  ready  at  hand ;  but 
then  again  he  replied  to  his  own  suspicions — "  The  Earl  cer- 
tainly treats  me  like  a  noble  and  generous  friend,  but  not 
like  a  father."     The  conclusion  of  all  these  thoughts  was, — 

"  Even  though  I  may  give  the  Earl  a  moment's  pain,  I 
must  ask  him  the  question  before  he  goes  to  Italy ;"  and  he 
watched  his  opportunity  for  several  days,  without  finding  any 
means  of  introducing  such  a  topic. 

At  length,  one  morning,  when  the  Earl  happened  to  be 
saying  something  farther  regarding  the  young  man's  future 
fate,  Wilton  seized  the  opportunity,  and  replied,  "  With  me, 
my  dear  lord,  the  future  and  the  past  arc  alike  equally  dark 
and  doubtful.  I  wish,  indeed,  that  I  might  be  permitted  to 
know  a  little  of  the  latter,  at  least." 
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"  Do  not  let  us  talk  upon  that  subject  at  present,  Wilton," 
said  the  Earl,  somewhat  im])atiently  ;  "  you  will  know  it  all 
soon  enough.  At  one-and-twenty  you  shall  have  all  the  in- 
formation that  can  be  given  to  you." 

But  few  words  more  passed  on  that  matter,  and  they  only 
conveyed  a  reiteration  of  the  Earl's  promise  more  distinctly. 
On  the  afternoon  of  that  day  another  person  was  added  to 
the  dinner  table  of  the  Earl  of  Sunbury.  Wilton  knew  not 
that  anybody  was  coming,  till  he  perceived  that  the  Earl 
waited  for  some  guest ;  but  at  length  the  Earl  of  Byerdale 
was  announced,  and  a  tall  good-looking  man,  of  some  fifty 
years  of  age,  or  perhaps  less,  entered  the  room,  with  that 
calm,  slow,  noiseless  sort  of  footstep,  which  generally  accom- 
panies a  disposition  either  naturally  or  habitually  cautious. 
It  is  somewhat  like  the  footstep  of  a  cat  over  a  dewy  lawn. 

Between  the  statesman's  brows  was  a  deep-set  wrinkle, 
which  gave  his  countenance  a  sullen  and  determined  charac- 
ter, and  the  left-hand  corner  of  his  mouth,  as  well  as  the 
marking  line  between  the  lips  and  the  cheek,  were  drawn 
sharply  down,  as  if  he  were  constantly  in  the  presence  of 
somebody  he  disliked  and  rather  scorned.  Yet  he  strove 
frequently  to  smile,  made  gay  and  very  courteous  speeches 
too,  and  said  small  pleasant  things  with  a  peculiar  grace. 
He  was,  indeed,  a  very  gentlemanly  and  courtly  personage, 
and  those  who  liked  him  were  wont  to  declai  e,  that  it  was 
not  his  fault  if  his  countenance  was  somewhat  forbidding. 
By  some  persons,  indeed — as  is  fi'equently  the  case  with 
people  of  weak  and  subservient  characters — the  very  sneer 
upon  his  lip,  and  the  authoritative  frown  upon  his  brow,  were 
received  as  marks  of  dignity,  and  signs  of  a  high  and  power- 
ful mind. 

Such  things,  however,  did  not  at  all  impose  upon  a  man 
so  thoroughly  acquainted  with  courts  and  cabinets  as  the 
Earl  of  Sunbury,  and  the  consequence  was,  that  Lord  Byer- 
dale, with  all  his  coolness,  self-confidence,  and  talent,  felt 
himself  second  in  the  company  of  the  greater  mind,  and 
though  he  liked  not  the  feeling,  yet  stretched  his  courtesy 
and  politeness  farther  than  usual. 

When  he  entered,  he  advanced  towards  the  Earl  with  one 
of  his  most  bright  and  placid  smiles,  apologized  for  being  a 
little  later  than  his  time,  was  delighted  to  see  the  Earl  look- 
ing rather  better,  and  then  turned  to  see  who  was  the  other 
person  in  the  room,  in  order  to  apportion  his  civility  accord- 
ingly. A\Tien  he  beheld  Wilton  Brown,  the  young  gentle- 
man's fine  person,  his  high  and  lofty  look,  and  a  certain  air 
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of  distinction  and  self-pos'^ession  about  him,  though  so  young, 
appeared  to  strike  and  puzzle  him  ;  but  the  Earl  instantly 
introduced  his  pi-otege  to  the  statesman,  saying,  "  The  young 
friend,  my  lord,  of  Avhom  I  spoke  to  you,  Mr.  Wilton  Brown." 

Lord  Byerdale  was  now  as  polite  as  he  could  be,  assured 
the  young  gentleman  that  all  his  small  interest  could  com- 
mand should  be  at  his  service  ;  and  while  he  did  so,  he  looked 
from  his  countenance  to  that  of  the  Earl,  and  fi-om  the  Earl's 
to  his,  as  if  he  were  comparing  them  with  one  another.  Then, 
again,  he  glanced  his  eyes  to  a  beautiful  picture  by  Kneller, 
of  a  lady  dressed  in  a  fanciful  costume,  which  hung  on  one 
side  of  the  drawing-room. 

Wilton  remarked  the  expression  of  his  face  as  he  did  so; 
and  his  own  thoughts,  connecting  that  expression  wnth  fore- 
gone suspicions,  rendered  it  painfril.  Quitting  the  room  for 
a  moment  before  dinner  was  announced,  he  retired  to  his  own 
chamber,  and  looked  for  an  instant  in  the  glass.  He  was 
instantly  struck  by  an  extraordinary  resemblance,  between 
himself  ^nd  the  picture,  which  had  never  occiu*red  to  him 
before. 

In  the  meanwhile,  as  soon  as  he  had  quitted  the  room,  the 
Earl  said,  in  a  calm,  grave  tone  to  his  companion,  pointing 
at  the  same  time  to  the  picture  which  the  other  had  been 
remarking,  "  The  likeness  is  indeed  very  striking,  and  might, 
perhaps,  lead  one  to  a  suspicion  which  is  not  correct." 

"  Oh,  my  dear  lord,"  replied  the  courtier,  "  you  must  not 
think  I  meant  anything  of  the  kind.  I  did  remark  a  slight 
likeness,  perhaps ;  but  I  was  admiring  the  beauty  of  the  por- 
trait. That  is  a  Kneller,  of  course  ;  none  coidd  paint  that 
but  Kneller." 

The  Earl  bowed  his  head  and  turned  to  the  window.  "  It 
is  the  portrait,"  he  said,  "  of  one  of  my  mother's  family,  a 
third  or  fourth  cousin  of  my  own.  Her  father.  Sir  HaiTy 
Oswald,  was  obliged  to  fly,  you  know,  for  one  of  those  sad 
affairs  in  the  reign  of  Charles  the  Second,  and  his  estates 
and  effects  were  sold.  I  bought  that  picture  at  the  time, 
with  several  other  things,  as  memorials  of  them,  poor 
people." 

"  She  must  have  been  very  handsome,"  said  Lord  Byerdale. 

"  The  painter  did  her  less  than  justice,"  replied  the  Earl, 
in  the  same  quiet  tone :  "  she  and  her  father  died  in  France, 
within  a  short  time  of  each  other ;  and  there  is  certainly  a 
strong  likeness  between  that  portrait  and  Wilton. —  There  is 
no  relationship,  however." 

Notwithstanding  the  quiet  tone  in  which  the  Earl  spoke. 
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Lord  Byerdale  kept  his  own  opinion  upon  the  subject,  but 
dropped  it  as  a  matter  of  conversation.  The  evening  passed 
over  as  pleasantly  as  the  illness  of  the  Earl  would  permit; 
and  certainly,  if  Wilton  Brown  was  not  well  pleased  with  the 
Earl  of  Byerdale,  it  was  not  from  any  lack  of  politeness  on 
the  i^art  of  that  gentleman.  That  he  felt  no  particular  in- 
clination towards  him  is  not  to  be  denied;  but  nevertheless 
he  was  grateful  for  his  kindness,  even  of  demeanour,  and 
doubted  not — such  was  his  inexperience  of  the  world — that 
the  Earl  of  Byerdale  would  always  treat  him  in  the  same 
manner. 

Alter  this  day,  which  proved,  in  reality,  an  eventful  one  in 
the  life  of  Wilton  Brown,  about  a  week  elapsed  before  the 
Earl  set  out  for  the  Continent.  Wilton  saw  him  on  board, 
and  dropped  down  the  river  with  him ;  and  after  his  noble 
friend  had  quitted  the  shores  of  England,  he  turned  his  steps 
again  towards  Oxford,  without  lingering  at  all  in  the  capital. 
It  must  be  confessed,  that  he  felt  a  much  greater  degree  of 
loneliness,  than  he  had  expected  to  experience  on  the  de- 
parture of  the  Earl.  He  knew  now,  for  the  first  time,  how 
much  he  had  depended  upon,  and  loved  and  trusted,  the 
only  real  fi'iend  that  he  ever  remembered  to  have  had.  It  is 
true,  that  while  the  Earl  was  resident  in  London,  and  he 
principally  in  Oxford,  they  saw  but  little  of  each  other  ;  but 
still  it  made  a  great  change,  when  several  countries,  some  at 
peace  and  some  at  war  with  England,  lay  between  them,  and 
when  the  cold  melancholy  sea  stretched  its  wide  barrier  to 
keep  them  asunder.  He  felt  that  he  had  none  to  appeal  to 
for  advice  or  aid,  when  advice  or  aid  should  be  wanting  ;  that 
the  director  of  his  youth  was  gone,  and  that  he  was  left  to 
win  for  himself  that  dark  experience  of  the  worla's  ways, 
which  never  can  be  learned,  without  paying  the  sad  price  of 
sorrow  and  disappointment. 

Such  were  naturally  his  first  feelings ;  and  though  the 
acuteness  of  them  wore  away,  the  impression  still  remained 
whenever  thought  was  turned  in  that  direction.  He  was  soon 
cheered,  however,  by  a  letter  fi'om  the  Earl,  informing  him  of 
his  having  arrived  safely  in  Piedmont ;  and  shortly  after,  the 
first  quarter  of  his  usual  allowance  was  transmitted  to  him, 
with  a  brief  polite  note  from  the  Earl  of  Byerdale,  in  whose 
hands  Lord  Sunbury  seemed  entirely  to  have  placed  him. 
Wilton  acknowledged  the  note  immediately,  and  then  applied 
himself  to  his  studies  again  ;  but  shortly  after,  he  was  shocked 
by  a  rumour  reaching  him,  that  his  kind  friend  had  been 
taken  prisoner  by  the  French.     While   he   was  making  in- 

F  2 


68  THE  king's  highway. 

t[uiries,  as  diligently  as  was  possible  in  that  place,  and  was 
hesitating,  as  to  whether,  in  order  to  learn  more,  he  should 
go  to  London  or  not,  he  received  a  second  epistle  from  the 
Earl  of  Byerdale,  couched  in  much  colder  terms  than  his 
former  communication,  putting  the  question  of  the  Earl's 
capture  beyond  doubt,  and  at  the  same  time  stating,  that  as 
he  understood  this  circumstance  was  likely  to  stop  the  allow- 
ance which  had  usually  been  made  to  Mr.  Brown,  he,  the 
Earl  of  Byerdale,  was  anxious  to  give  him  some  employment 
as  speedily  as  possible,  although  that  employment  might  not 
be  such  as  he  could  wish  to  bestow.  He  begged  him,  there- 
fore, to  come  to  London  with  all  speed,  to  speak  with  him  on 
the  subject,  and  ended,  by  assuring  him  that  he  was — what 
Wilton  knew  him  not  to  be — his  very  humble  and  most  obe- 
dient servant. 

On  first  reading  the  note,  Wilton  had  almost  formed  a  rash 
resolution-^had  almost  determined  neither  to  go  to  London 
at  all,  nor  to  repose  upon  the  fiiendship  and  assistance  of 
the  Earl  of  Byerdale.  But  recollecting  his  promise  to  his 
noble  fi'iend  before  his  departure,  he  resolved  to  endure  any- 
thing rather  than  violate  such  an  engagement;  and  conse- 
quently wrote  to  say  he  would  wait  upon  the  Earl  as  soon 
as  the  term  was  over,  to  the  close  of  which  there  wanted  but 
a  week  or  two  at  that  time. 

In  that  week  or  two,  however,  Wilton  was  destined  to  feel 
some  of  the  first  inconveniences  attending  a  sudden  change 
in  his  finances.  Remembering,  that,  for  the  time  at  least, 
more  than  two-thirds  of  his  income  was  gone,  he  instantly 
began  to  contract  all  his  expenses,  and  suffered,  before  the 
end  of  the  term,  not  a  few  of  the  painful  followers  of  com- 
parative poverty. 

He  now  felt,  and  felt  bitterly,  that  the  small  sum  which  he 
received  from  his  college  would  not  be  sufl^icient  to  maintain 
him  at  the  University,  even  with  the  greatest  economy;  so 
that,  besides  his  promise  to  the  Earl,  to  accept  whatever  Lord 
Byerdale  should  offer  him,  absolute  necessity  seemed  to  force 
him  as  a  dependent  upon  that  nobleman,  at  least  till  he  could 
hear  some  news  of  his  more  generous  friend. 

It  is  an  undoubted  fact,  that  small  annoyances  are  often 
more  diflficult  to  bear  than  evils  of  greater  magnitude;  and 
Wilton  felt  all  those  attendant  upon  his  present  situation 
most  acutely.  To  appear  differently  amongst  his  noble 
comrades  at  the  University;  to  have  no  longer  a  liorse,  to  join 
them  in  their  rides ;  to  be  obliged  to  sell  the  fine  books  he 
had  collected,  and  one  or  two  small  pictures  by  great  masters 
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■which  he  had  bought;  to  be  questioned  and  commiserated  by 
the  acquaintances  who  cared  the  least  for  him; — all  these 
Yfere  separate  sources  of  great  and  acute  pain  to  a  feeling 
and  sensitive  heart,  not  yet  accustomed  to  adversity.  Wilton, 
however,  had  not  been  schooling  his  own  mind  in  vain  for 
the  last  two  years ;  and  though  he  felt  as  much  as  any  one, 
every  privation,  yet  he  succeeded  in  bearing  them  all  with 
calmness  and  fortitude,  and  perhaps  even  curtailed  every 
indulgence  more  sternly  than  was  absolutely  necessary  at  the 
time,  from  a  fear  that  the  reluctance  which  he  felt  might  in 
any  degree  blind  his  eyes  to  that  which  was  just  and 
right. 

A  few  instruments  of  music,  a  few  books  not  absolutely 
required  in  his  studies,  his  implements  for  drawing,  and  all 
the  little  trinkets  or  gifts  of  any  kind  which  he  had  received 
from  the  Earl  of  Sunbury,  were  the  only  things  that  he  still 
preserved,  which  merited  in  any  degree  the  name  of  super- 
fluities. With  the  sum  obtained  from  the  sale  of  the  rest, 
he  discharged  to  the  uttennost  farthing  all  the  expenses  of 
the  preceding  term,  took  his  first  degree  with  honour,  and 
then  set  out  upon  his  joui'ney  to  London. 

No  adventure  attended  him  upon  the  way;  and  on  the 
n)orning  after  his  arrival,  he  presented  himself  at  an  early 
hour  at  the  house  of  the  Earl  of  Byerdale.  After  waiting 
for  some  time,  he  was  received  by  that  nobleman  with  a  cold 
and  stately  air;  and  having  given  him  a  hint,  that  it  would 
have  been  more  respectful  if  he  had  come  up  immediately  to 
London,  instead  of  waiting  at  Oxford  till  the  end  of  the  term, 
the  Earl  proceeded  to  inform  him  of  liis  views. 

"  Our  noble  and  excellent  fiiend,  the  Earl  of  Sunbury,"  said 
the  statesman,  "  was  very  anxious,  Mr.  Brown,  that  1  should 
receive  you  as  my  private  secretary.  Now,  as  I  informed  him, 
the  gentleman  whom  I  have  always  employed  cannot  of  course 
be  removed  from  that  situation  without  cause ;  but,  at  the  same 
time,  what  between  my  public  and  my  private  business,  I 
have  need  of  greater  assistance  than  he  can  render  me.  I 
have  need,  in  fact,  of  two  private  secretaries,  and  one  will 
nauirally  succeed  the  other,  when,  as  will  probably  be  the 
case,  in  about  six  months  the  first  is  removed  by  appoint- 
ment to  a  higher  office.  I  will  give  you  till  to-morrow  to 
consider,  whether  the  post  I  now  offer  you  is  worth  your 
acceptance.  The  salary  we  must  make  the  same  as  the 
allowance  which  has  lately  unfortunately  ceased ;  and  I  am  only 
sorry  that  I  can  give  you  no  further  time  for  reflection,  as  I 
have  already  delayed  three  weeks  without  deciding  between 
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various  applicants,  in  order  to  give  you  time  to  arrive  in 
London." 

Wilton  replied  not  at  the  moment;  for  there  was  certainly 
not  one  word  said  by  the  Earl  which  could  give  him  any 
assignable  cause  of  offence,  and  yet  he  Avas  grieved  and  of- 
fended. It  was  the  lone,  the  manner,  the  cold  haughtiness 
of  every  look  and  gesture  that  pained  him.  He  was  not 
moved  by  any  boyish  conceit;  he  was  always  willing,  even 
in  his  own  mind,  to  offer  deep  respect  to  high  rank,  or  high 
station,  or  high  talents.  He  would  have  been  ready  to  own 
at  once,  that  the  Earl  was  far  superior  to  himself  in  all  these 
particulars;  but  that  which  did  annoy  him,  as  it  might  annoy 
any  one,  was  to  be  made  to  feel  the  superiority,  at  every 
word,  by  the  language  and  demeanour  of  the  Earl  himself. 

He  retired,  then,  to  the  inn,  where,  for  the  first  time  during 
all  his  many  visits  to  London,  he  had  taken  up  his  residence ; 
and  there,  pacing  up  and  down  the  room,  he  thought  bitterly 
over  Lord  Byerdale's  proposal.  The  situation  offered  to 
him  was  far  inferior  to  what  he  had  been  led  to  expect; 
and  he  evidently  saw,  that  the  demeanour  of  the  Earl  himself 
would  render  every  circumstance  connected  with  it  painful, 
or  at  least  unpleasant.  Yet,  what  was  he  to  do  ^  There  were, 
indeed,  a  thousand  other  ways  of  gaining  his  livelihood,  at 
least  till  the  Earl  of  Sunbury  were  set  free ;  but  then,  his 
promise  that  he  would  not  refuse  anything  which  was  offered 
by  Lord  Byerdale  again  came  into  his  mind,  and  he  deter- 
mined, with  that  resolute  firmness  which  characterized  him 
even  at  an  early  age,  to  bear  all,  and  to  endure  all ;  to  keep 
his  word  with  the  Earl  to  the  letter,  and  to  accept  an  office 
in  the  execution  of  which  he  anticipated  nothing  but  pain, 
mortification,  and  discomfort. 

Such  being  the  case,  he  thought  it  much  better  to  write  his 
resolutions  to  the  Earl,  than  to  expose  himself  to  more 
humiliation  by  speaking  with  him  on  the  subject  again.  He 
had  suffered  sufficiently  in  their  last  conversation  on  that 
matter,  and  he  felt  that  he  should  have  enough  to  endure  in 
the  execution  of  his  duties.  He  wrote,  indeed,  as  coldly  as 
the  Earl  had  spoken;  but  he  made  no  allusion  to  his  dis- 
appointment, or  to  any  hopes  of  more  elevated  employment. 
He  expressed  himself  ready  to  commence  his  labours  as  soon 
as  the  Earl  thought  right;  and  in  the  course  of  three  days 
was  fully  established  as  the  second  private  secretary  of  the 
Earl. 

The  next  three  or  four  months  of  his  life  we  shall  pass 
over  as  briefly  as  possible,  for  they  were  chequered  by  no 
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incident  of  very  great  interest.  The  Earl  employed  him 
daily,  but  how  did  he  employ  him? — As  a  mere  clerk.  No 
public  paper,  no  document  of  any  importance,  passed  through 
his  hands.  Letters  on  private  business,  the  details  of  some 
estates  in  Shropshire,  copies  of  long  and  to  him  meaningless 
accounts,  and  notes  and  memorandums,  referring  to  affairs 
of  very  little  interest,  were  the  occupations  given  to  a  man  of 
active,  energetic,  and  cultivated  mind,  of  eager  aspirations, 
and  a  glowing  fancy.  It  may  be  asked,  how  did  the  Earl 
treat  him,  too  } — As  a  clerk !  and  not  as  most  men  of  gentle- 
manly feeling  would  treat  a  clerk.  Seldom  any  salutation 
marked  his  entrance  into  the  room,  and  cold,  formal  orders 
were  all  that  he  received. 

Wilton  bore  it  all  with  admirable  patience;  he  murmured 
not,  otherwise  than  in  secret;  but  often  when  he  returned  to 
his  own  solitary  room,  in  the  small  lodging  he  had  taken  for 
himself  in  London,  the  heaii;  within  his  bosom  felt  like  a 
newly-imprisoned  bird,  as  if  it  would  beat  itself  to  death 
against  the  bars  that  confined  it. 

Amidst  all  this,  there  was  some  consolation  came.  A  letter 
arrived  one  morning,  after  this  had  continued  about  two 
months,  bearing  one  postmark  from  Oxford,  and  another 
from  Italy.  It  was  from  the  Earl  of  Sunbury,  who  was  better, 
and  wrote  in  high  spirits.  He  had  been  arrested  by  the 
French,  and  having  been  taken  for  a  general  officer  of  dis- 
tinction, had  been  detained  for  several  weeks.  But  he  had 
been  well  treated,  and  set  at  liberty,  as  soon  as  his  real  name 
and  character  were  ascertained.  Only  one  of  Wilton's  letters, 
and  that  of  an  early  date,  had  reached  him,  so  that  he  knew 
none  of  the  occurrences  which  placed  his  young  friend  in  so 
painful  a  situation,  but  conceived  him  to  be  still  at  Oxford, 
and  still  possessing  the  allowance  which  he  had  made  him. 

The  moment  he  received  these  tidings,  Wilton  replied  to 
it  with  a  feeling  of  joy  and  a  hope  of  deliverance,  which 
showed  itself  in  every  line  of  the  details  he  gave.  This  letter 
was  more  fortunate  than  the  others,  and  the  Earl's  answer 
was  received  within  a  month.  That  answer,  however,  in 
some  degree  disappointed  his  young  friend.  Lord  Sunbury 
praised  his  conduct  much  for  accepting  the  situation  which 
had  been  offered ;  but  he  tried  to  soothe  him  under  the 
conduct  of  the  Earl  of  Bverdale,  while  he  both  blamed  that 
conduct  and  censured  the  Earl  in  severe  terms,  for  having 
suffered  the  allowance  which  he  had  authorized  him  to  pay 
to  drop  in  so  sudden  and  unexpected  a  manner.  To  guard 
against  the  recurrence  of  such  a  thing  for  the  future,  the  Earl 
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enclosed  an  order  on  his  steward  for  the  sum,  with  directions 
that  it  sliould  be  paid  in  preference  to  anything  else  whatso- 
ever. At  the  same  time,  however,  he  urged  Wilton  earnestly 
not  to  quit  the  Earl  of  Byerdale,  but  to  remain  in  the  em- 
ployment which  he  had  accepted,  at  least  till  the  return  of  a 
more  sincere  fi'iend  from  the  Continent  should  afford  the 
prospect  of  some  better  and  more  agreeable  occupation. 

Wilton  resolved  to  submit;  and  as  he  saw  that  the  Earl 
was  anxious  upon  the  subject,  wrote  to  him  immediately,  to 
announce  that  such  was  the  case.  Hope  gave  him  patience; 
and  the  increased  means  at  his  command  aflforded  him  the 
opportunity  of  resuming  the  habits  of  that  station  in  which 
he  had  always  hitherto  moved.  In  these  respects,  he  was 
now  perfectly  at  his  ease,  for  his  habits  were  not  expensive ; 
and  he  could  indulge  in  all,  to  which  his  wishes  led  him, 
without  those  careful  thoughts  which  had  been  forced  upon 
him  by  the  sudden  straitening  of  his  means.  Such,  then, 
was  his  situation  when,  towards  the  end  of  about  three 
months,  a  new  change  came  over  his  fate,  a  new  era  began 
in  the  history  of  his  life. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

How  often  is  it  that  a  new  acquaintance,  begun  under  acci- 
dental circumstances,  forms  an  epocha  in  life  ^  How  often 
does  it  change  in  every  respect  the  current  of  our  days  on 
earth — ay  !  and  affect  eternity  itself.''  The  point  of  time  at 
which  we  form  such  an  acquaintance  is,  in  fact,  the  spot  at 
which  two  streams  meet.  There,  the  waters  of  both  are  in- 
sensibly blended  together — the  clear  and  the  turbid,  the 
rough  and  the  smooth,  the  rapid  and  the  slow.  Each  not 
only  modifies  the  manner,  and  the  direction,  and  the  progress 
of  the  other  with  which  it  mingles,  but  even  if  any  material 
object  separates  the  united  stream  again  into  two,  the  indi- 
viduality of  both  those  that  originally  formed  it  is  lost,  and 
each  is  affected  for  ever  by  the  progress  they  have  had 
together. 

Wilton  Brown  was  now  once  more  moving  at  ease.  He 
had  his  hoi'ses  and  his  servant,  and  his  small  convenient 
apartments  at  no  great  distance  from  the  Earl  of  Byerdale's. 
He  could  enjoy  the  various  objects  which  the  metropolis  pre- 
sented from  time  to  time  to  satisfy  the  taste  or  the  curiosity 
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of  the  public,  and  he  could  mingle  in  his  leisure  hours  with 
the  few  amongst  the  acquaintances  he  had  made  in  passing 
through  a  public  school,  or  residing  at  the  University, 
whom  he  had  learned  to  love  or  to  esteem.  He  sought 
them  not,  indeed,  and  he  courted  no  great  society ;  for 
there  was  not,  perhaps,  one  amongst  those  he  knew  whose 
taste,  and  thoughts,  and  feelings,  were  altogether  congenial 
with  his  own.  Indeed,  when  any  one  has  found  such,  in  one 
or  two  instances,  throughout  the  course  of  life,  he  may  sit 
himself  down,  saying,  "  Oh !  happy  that  I  am,  in  the  wide 
universe  of  matter  and  of  spirit  1  am  not  alone  !  There  are 
beings  of  kindred  sympathies  linked  to  myself  by  ties  of  love 
which  it  never  can  be  the  will  of  Almighty  Beneficence  that 
death  itself  should  break  !" 

If  Wilton  felt  thus  towards  any  one,  it  was  towards  the 
Earl  of  Sunbury  ;  but  yet  there  was  a  difference  between  his 
sensations  towards  that  kind  fi'iend  and  those  of  which  we 
have  spoken,  on  which  we  need  not  pause  in  this  place.  Ex- 
cept in  his  society,  however,  Wilton's  thoughts  were  nearly 
alone.  There  wei"e  one  or  two  young  noblemen  and  others, 
for  whom  he  felt  a  great  regard,  a  high  esteem,  a  certain 
degree  of  habitual  affection,  but  that  was  all,  and  thus  his 
time  in  general  passed  solitarily  enough. 

With  the  Earl  of  Byerdale  he  did  not  perhaps  interchange 
ten  words  in  three  months,  although  when  he  was  writing  in 
the  same  room  with  him  he  had  more  than  once  remarked 
the  eyes  of  the  Earl  fixed  stern  and  intent  upon  him  from 
beneath  their  overhanging  brows,  as  if  he  would  have  asked 
him  some  dark  and  important  question,  or  proposed  to  him 
some  dangerous  and  terrible  act  which  he  dared  hardly 
name. 

"  Were  he  some  Italian  minister,"  thought  Wilton,  some- 
times, "  and  I,  as  at  present,  his  poor  secretary,  I  should  ex- 
pect him  every  moment  to  commend  the  assassination  of 
some  enemy  to  my  convenient  skill  in  such  affairs." 

At  length  one  morning  when  he  arrived  at  the  house  of  the 
Earl  topm'sue  his  daily  task,  he  saw  a  travelling  carriage  at 
the  door  with  two  servants,  English  and  foreign,  disencum- 
bering it  from  the  trunks  which  were  thereunto  attached  in 
somewhat  less  convenient  guise  than  in  the  present  day.  He 
took  no  note,  however,  and  entered  as  usual,  proceeding  at 
once  to  the  cabinet,  where  he  usually  found  the  Earl  at  that 
horn-.  He  was  there  and  alone,  nor  did  the  entrance  of 
Wilton  create  any  farther  change  in  his  proceedings  than 
merely  to  point  to  another  table,  saying,  "  Three  letters  to 
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answer  there,  Mr,  Brown — the  corners  are  turned  down,  with 
dh'ections." 

Wilton  sat  down  and  proceeded  as  usual ;  but  he  had 
scarcely  ended  the  first  letter  and  begun  a  second,  when  the 
door  of  the  apartment  was  thrown  unceremoniously  open, 
and  a  young  gentleman  entered  the  room,  slightly,  but  very 
gracefully  made,  extremely  handsome  in  features,  but  pale 
in  complexion,  and  with  a  quick,  wandering,  and  yet  marking 
eye,  which  seemed  to  bespeak  much  of  intelligence,  but  no 
great  steadiness  of  character.  He  was  dressed  strangely 
enough,  in  a  silk  dressing-gown  of  the  richest-flowered  em- 
broidery, slippers  of  crimson  velvet  embroidered  with  gold 
upon  his  feet,  and  a  crimson  velvet  nightcap  with  gold  tassels 
on  his  head. 

"  Why,  my  dear  sir,  this  is  really  cruel,"  cried  he,  advanc- 
ing towards  the  Earl,  and  speaking  in  a  tone  of  light  re- 
proach, "  to  go  away  and  leave  me,  when  I  come  back  from 
twelve  or  fourteen  hundred  miles'  distance,  without  even 
waiting  to  see  my  most  beautiful  dressing-gown.  Keally  you 
fathers  are  becoming  excessively  undutiful  towards  your 
children !  You  have  wanted  some  one  so  long  to  keep  you 
in  order,  my  lord,  that  I  see  evidently,  I  shall  be  obliged  to 
hold  a  tight  hand  over  you.  But  tell  me,  in  pity  tell  me, 
did  you  ever  see  anything  so  exquisite  as  this  dressing-gown.'' 
Its  beauty  would  be  nothing  without  its  superbness,  and  its 
splendour  nothing  without  its  delicacy.  The  richness  of  the 
silk  would  be  lost  without  the  radiant  colours  of  the  flowers, 
and  the  miraculous  taste  of  the  embroidery  w^ould  be  entirely 
thrown  away  upon  any  other  stuff  than  that.  In  short, 
one  might  ■write  a  catechism  upon  it,  my  lord.  There  is 
nothing  on  all  the  earth  equal  to  it.  No  man  has,  or  has  had, 
or  will  have,  anj^thing  that  can  compete  with  it.  Gold  could 
not  buy  it.  I  was  obliged  to  seduce  the  girl  that  worked  it; 
and  then,  like  Ulysses  with  Circe,  I  bound  her  to  perform 
what  task  I  liked.  '  Produce  me,'  I  exclaimed,  '  a  dressing- 
gown  I'  and,  lo  !  it  stands  before  you." 

Wilton  Brown  tm-ned  his  eyes  for  an  instant  to  the  coun- 
tenance of  the  Earl  of  Byerdale,  when,  to  his  surprise,  he 
beheld  there,  for  the  first  time,  something  that  might  be 
called  a  good-humoured  smile.  The  change  of  Wilton's 
position,  slight  as  it  was,  seemed  to  call  the  attention  of  the 
young  gentleman,  who  instantly  approached  the  table  Avhere 
he  sat,  exclaiming,  "  Who  is  this }  1  don't  know  him.  What 
do  you  mean,  sir,"  he  continued,  in  the  same  light  tone — 
"  what  do  you  mean,  by  suffering  my  father  to  run  riot  in 
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this  way,  while  I  am  gone  ?  Why,  sir,  I  find  he  has  addicted 
himself  to  courtierism,  and  to  cringing,  and  to  sitting  in 
cabinets,  and  to  making  long  speeches  in  the  House  of  Lords, 
and  to  all  sorts  of  vices  of  the  same  kind,  so  as  nearly  to 
have  fallen  into  prime  ministerism.  All  this  is  very  bad — 
very  bad,  indeed " 

"  My  dear  boy,"  said  the  Earl,  "  you  will  gain  the  cha- 
racter of  a  madman  without  deserving  it." 

"  Pray,  papa,  let  me  alone,"  replied  the  young  man, 
affecting  a  boyish  tone;  "  you  only  internipt  me:  may  I  ask, 
sir,  what  is  your  name  ?"  he  continued,  still  addressing 
Wilton. 

"  My  name,  sir,"  replied  the  other,  slightly  colouring  at 
such  an  abrupt  demand,  "  is  Wilton  Brown." 

"  Then,  Wilton,  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you,"  replied  the 
other,  holding  out  his  hand — "  you  are  the  very  person  I 
wanted  to  see ;  for  it  so  happens,  that  my  wise,  prudent,  and 
statesmanlike  ft'iend,  the  Earl  of  Sunbury,  having  far  greater 
confidence  in  the  security  of  my  noddle  than  has  my  worthy 
parent  here,  has  entrusted  to  me  for  your  behoof  one  long 
letter,  and  innumerable  long  messages,  together  with  a  strong 
recommendation  to  you,  to  take  me  to  your  bosom,  and  cherish 
me  as  any  old  man  would  do  his  grandson;  namely,  with 
the  most  doting,  short-sighted,  and  depraving  affection, 
which  can  be  shown  towards  a  wayward,  Avhimsical,  tiresome, 
capricious  boy;  and  now,  if  you  don't  like  my  own  account 
of  myself,  or  the  specimen  you  have  had  this  morning,  you 
had  better  lay  down  yom*  pen,  and  come  and  take  a  walk 
with  me,  in  order  to  shake  off  your  dislike ;  for  it  must  be 
shaken  off,  and  the  sooner  it  is  done  the  better." 

The  Earl's  brow  had  by  this  time  gathered  into  a  very 
ominous  sort  of  fi'own,  and  he  informed  his  son  in  a  stern 
tone,  that  his  clerk,  Mr.  Brown,  was  engaged  in  business  of 
importance,  and  would  not  be  free  from  it,  he  feared,  till 
three  o'clock. 

"  W^ell,  my  lord,  1  will  e'en  go  and  sleep  till  three," 
replied  the  young  man.  "  At  that  hour,  Mr.  BroAvn,  I  will 
come  and  seek  you.  I  have  an  immensity  to  say  to  you,  all 
about  nothing  in  the  world,  and  therefore  it  is  absolutely 
necessary  that  I  should  disgorge  myself  as  soon  as  possible." 

Thus  saying,  he  turned  gaily  on  his  heel,  and  left  the 
Earl's  cabinet. 

"  You  must  excuse  him,  Mr.  Brown,"  said  the  Earl,  as 
soon  as  he  was  gone ;  "  he  is  wild  with  spirits  and  youth, 
but  he  will  soon,  I  trust,  demean  himself  more  properly." 
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Wilton  made  no  reply,  but  thought  that  if  the  demeanour 
of  the  son  was  not  altogether  pleasant,  the  demeanour  of  the 
father  was  ten  times  worse.  When  the  three  letters  were 
written,  Lord  Byerdale  immediately  informed  Wilton  that  he 
should  have  no  farther  occupation  for  him  that  day,  although 
the  clock  had  not  much  passed  the  first  hour  after  noon;  and 
as  it  was  evident  that  he  had  no  inclination  to  encourage 
any  intimacy  between  him  and  his  son,  the  young  gentleman 
retired  to  his  own  lodgings,  and  ordering  his  horse  to  be 
brought  round  quickly,  prepared  to  take  a  lengthened  ride 
into  the  country. 

Before  the  horse  could  be  saddled,  however,  a  servant 
announced  Lord  Sherbrooke,  and  the  next  moment  the  son 
of  the  Earl  of  Byerdale  entered  the  room.  There  was  some- 
thing in  the  name  that  sounded  familiar  in  the  ears  of  Wilton 
Brown,  he  could  not  tell  why.  He  almost  expected  to  see  a 
familiar  face  present  itself  at  the  open  door;  for  so  little  had 
been  the  communication  between  himself  and  the  Earl  of 
Byerdale,  that  he  had  never  known  till  that  morning  that 
the  Earl  had  a  son,  nor  ever  heard  the  second  title  of  the 
family  before.  He  received  his  visitor,  however,  with 
pleasure,  not  exactly  for  the  young  nobleman's  own  sake, 
but  rather  on  account  of  the  letters  and  messages  which  he 
had  promised  from  the  Earl  of  Sunbury. 

Lord  Sherbrooke  was  now  dressed  as  might  well  become 
a  man  of  rank  in  his  day;  with  a  certain  spice  of  foppery  in 
his  apparel,  indeed,  and  with  a  slight  difference  in  the  fashion 
and  materials  of  his  clothes  from  those  ordinarily  worn  in 
England,  which  might  just  mark,  to  an  observing  eye,  that 
they  had  been  made  in  a  foreign  country. 

His  demeanour  was  much  more  calm  and  sedate  than  it 
had  been  in  the  morning;  and  sitting  down,  he  began  by  a 
reproach  to  Wilton,  for  having  gone  away  without  waiting  to 
see  him  again. 

"  The  fact  is,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton,  "  that  the  Earl, 
though  he  did  not  absolutely  send  nie  away,  gave  me  such 
an  intimation  to  depart,  that  I  could  not  well  avoid  it." 

"  It  strikes  me,  Wilton,"  said  Lord  Sherbrooke,  familiarly, 
"  that  my  father  is  treating  you  extremely  ill;  Lord  Sunbury 
gave  me  a  hint  of  the  kind,  when  I  saw  him  in  Rome;  and  I 
see  that  he  said  even  less  than  the  truth." 

"  I  have  no  right  to  complain,  my  lord,"  answered  Wilton, 
after  pausing  for  a  moment  to  master  some  very  painful 
emotions — "  I  have  no  reason  to  complain,  my  lord,  of  con- 
duct that  I  voluntai'ily  endure." 
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Very  well  answered,  Wilton !"  replied  the  young  lord, 
"  but  not  logically,  my  good  friend.  Every  gentleman  has  a 
right  to  expect  gentlemanly  treatment.  He  has  a  right  to 
complain  if  he  does  not  meet  with  that  which  he  has  a  right 
to  expect ;  and  he  does  not  bar  himself  of  that  right  of  com- 
plaint, because  any  circumstances  render  it  expedient  or  right 
for  him  not  to  resist  the  ill-treatment  at  which  he  murmurs. 
However,  it  is  more  to  your  honour  that  you  do  not  complain; 
but  I  know  my  father  well,  and,  of  course,  amongst  a  great 
many  high  qualities,  there  are  some  not  quite  so  pleasant. 
We  must  mend  this  matter  for  you,  however,  and  what  I  wish 
to  say  to  you  now,  is,  that  you  must  not  spoil  all  I  do,  by  any 
pride  of  that  kind  which  will  make  you  hold  back  when  I 
pull  forward." 

"  Indeed,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton,  "  you  would  par- 
ticularly oblige  me  by  making  no  effort  to  change  the  position 
in  which  I  am  placed.  All  the  communication  which  takes 
place  between  your  lordship's  father  and  myself  is  quite 
sufficient  for  the  transaction  of  business,  and  we  can  never 
stand  in  any  other  relation  towards  each  other  than  that  of 
minister  and  private  secretary." 

"  Or  clerk,  as  he  called  you  to  me  to-day,"  said  Lord  Sher- 
brooke,  drily, 

"  The  name  matters  very  little,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton ; 
"  he  calls  me  secretary  to  myself,  and  such  he  stated  me  to  be 
in  the  little  memorandum  of  my  appointment,  which  he  gave 
me ,  but  if  it  please  him  better  to  call  me  clerk,  why,  let  him 
do  it " 

"  Oh !  I  shall  not  remonstrate,"  replied  Lord  Sherbrooke ; 
"  I  never  argue  with  my  father.  In  the  first  place,  it  would 
be  undutiful  and  disrespectful,  and  I  am  the  most  dutiful  of 
all  sons;  and  in  the  next  place,  he  generally  somehow  gets 
the  better  of  me  in  argument — the  more  completely  the  more 
wrong  he  is.  But,  nevertheless,  I  can  find  means  to  drive 
him,  if  not  to  persuade  him ;  to  lead  him,  if  not  to  convince 
him ;  and  having  had  my  own  way  fi'om  childhood  up  to  the 
present  hour — alas!  that  I  should  say  it,  after  having  taken 
the  way  that  I  have  taken — I  do  not  intend  to  give  it  up  just 
now,  so  I  will  soon  drive  him  to  a  different  way  with  you, 
while  you  have  no  share  in  the  matter,  but  that  of  merely 
suffering  me  to  assume,  at  once,  the  character  of  an  old 
fi"iend,  and  not  an  insincere  one.  On  the  latter  point,  indeed, 
you  must  believe  me  to  be  just  as  sincere  as  my  father  is  in- 
sincere, for  you  very  well  know,  Wilton,  that,  in  this  world 
of  ours,  it  is  much  more  by  avoiding  the  faults  than  by  fol- 
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lowing  the  virtues  of  our  parents,  that  we  get  on  in  life. 
Everj'  fool  can  see  where  his  father  is  a  fool,  and  can  take 
care  not  to  be  foolish  in  the  same  way;  but  it  is  a  much  more 
difficult  thing  to  appreciate  a  father's  wisdom,  and  learn  to 
be  wise  like  him." 

"  The  latter,  my  lord,  I  should  think,  would  be  the  nobler 
endeavour,"  replied  Wilton;  "  though  I  cannot  say  what 
would  have  been  my  own  case,  if  I  had  ever  had  the  happiness 
of  knowing  a  father's  care." 

Lord  Sherbrooke  for  a  moment  or  two  made  no  reply,  but 
looked  down  upon  the  ground,  apparently  struck  by  the  tone 
in  which  Wilton  spoke.  He  answered  at  length,  how^ever, 
raising  his  eyes  with  one  of  his  gay  looks,  "  After  all,  we  are 
but  mortals,  my  dear  Wilton,  and  we  must  have  our  little 
follies  and  vices.  I  would  not  be  an  angel  for  the  world,  for 
my  part;  and  besides — for  so  staid  and  sober  a  young  man 
as  you  are — you  forget  that  I  have  a  duty  to  perform  towards 
my  father,  to  check  him  when  I  see  him  going  wrong,  and  to 
put  him  in  the  right  way;  to  afford  him,  now  and  then,  a 
little  filial  correction,  and  take  care  of  his  morals  and  his 
education.  Why,  if  he  had  not  me  to  look  after  him,  I  do 
not  know  what  would  become  of  him.  However,  I  see,"  he 
added  in  a  graver  tone,  "that  I  must  not  jest  with  you,  imtil 
you  know  me  and  understand  me  better.  What  I  mean  is, 
that  we  are  to  be  friends,  remember.  It  is  all  arranged  be- 
tween the  Earl  of  Sunbury  and  myself.  We  are  to  be  friends, 
then ;  and  such  being  the  case,  I  will  take  care  that  my  lord 
of  Byerdale  does  not  call  my  friend  his  clerk,  nor  treat  him 
in  any  other  manner  than  as  my  friend.  And  now,  Wilton, 
set  about  the  matter  as  fast  as  ever  you  can.  There  is  my 
letter  of  recommendation  from  the  Earl  of  Sunbury,  which 
I  hope  will  break  down  some  barriers,  the  rest  I  must  do  for 
myself.  You  will  find  me  full  of  faulcs,  full  of  follies,  and 
full  of  vices;  for  though  it  may  be  a  difficult  thing  to  be  full 
of  three  things  at  once,  yet  the  faults,  follies,  and  vices  within 
me  seem  to  fill  me  altogether,  each  in  turn,  and  yet  altogether. 
In  fact,  they  put  me  in  mind  of  two  liquids  with  wliich  I  once 
saw  an  Italian  conjurer  perform  a  curious  trick.  He  filled  a 
glass  with  a  certain  liquid,  which  looked  like  water,  up  to 
the  very  brim,  and  then  poured  in  a  considerable  quantity 
of  another  liquid  without  increasing  the  liquid  in  the  glass 
by  a  drop.  Now  sometimes  my  folly  seems  to  fill  me  so 
completely,  that  I  should  think  there  was  no  room  for  vices, 
but  those  vices  find  some  means  to  slip  in,  without  incom- 
moding me  in  the  least.     However,  I  will  leave  you  now  to 
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read  your  letters,  and  to  wonder  at  your  sage  and  prudent 
friend,  the  Earl  of  Sunbury,  having  introduced  to  your 
acquaintance,  and  recommended  to  your  friendship,  one  who 
has  made  lialf  the  capitals  of  Europe  ring  with  his  pranks. 
The  secret  is,  Wilton,  that  the  Earl  knows  both  me  and  you. 
He  pays  you  the  high  compliment  of  thinking  you  can  be 
the  companion  of  a  very  faulty  man,  without  acquiring  his 
faults ;  and  he  knows  that,  though  I  cannot  cure  myself  of  my 
own  errors,  I  hate  them  too  much  to  wish  any  one  to  imi- 
tate them.  When  you  have  done  reading,"  he  added,  "  come 
and  join  me  at  Monsieur  Faubert's  Riding  School,  in  the  lane 
going  up  to  the  Oxford  Road:  I  see  your  horse  at  the  door — 
I  will  get  one  there,  and  we  will  have  a  ride  in  the  country. 
By  heavens,  what  a  beautiful  picture  I  It  is  quite  a  little  gem. 
That  child's  head  must  be  a  Correggio." 

"  I  believe  it  is,"  replied  Wilton:  "I  saw  it  accidentally 
at  an  auction,  and  bought  it  for  a  mere  trifle." 

"  You  have  the  eye  of  a  judge,"  replied  his  companion. 
"  Do  not  be  long  ere  you  join  me;"  and  looking  at  every 
little  object  of  ornament  or  luxury  that  the  room  contained, 
standing  a  minute  or  two  before  another  picture,  taking  up, 
and  examining  all  over,  a  small  bronze  urn,  that  stood  on 
one  of  the  tables,  and  criticising  the  hilts  of  two  or  three  of 
Wilton's  swords,  that  stood  in  the  corner  of  the  room,  he 
made  his  way  out,  like  Hamlet,  "without  his  eyes,"  and  left 
his  new  acquaintance  to  read  his  letter  in  peace. 

In  that  letter,  which  was  in  every  respect  most  kind, 
Wilton  found  that  the  Earl  gave  a  detailed  account  of  the 
character  of  the  young  nobleman  who  had  just  left  him.  He 
represented  him,  very  much  as  he  had  represented  himself, 
full  of  follies,  and,  unfortunately,  but  too  much  addicted  to 
let  those  follies  run  into  vices.  "  Though  he  neither  gambled 
nor  drank  for  pleasure,"  the  Earl  said,  "  yet,  as  if  for  variety, 
he  would  sometimes  do  both  to  excess.  In  other  respects, 
he  had  lived  a  life  of  great  profligacy,  seeming  utterly  care- 
less of  the  reproaches  of  any  one,  and  rather  taking  means 
to  make  any  fresh  act  of  licence  generally  known,  than  to 
conceal  it.  Nor  is  this,"  continued  the  Earl,  "  from  that 
worst  of  all  vanities,  which  attaches  fame  to  what  is  infamous, 
and  confounds  notoriety  with  renown,  but  rather  from  a  sort  of 
daringness  of  disposition,  which  prompts  him  to  avow  openly 
any  act  to  which  there  may  be  risk  attached.  With  all  these 
bad  quaUties,"  the  Earl  proceeded,  "  there  are  many  good 
ones.  To  be  bold  as  a  lion  is  but  a  corporeal  endowment, 
but  he  adds  to  that  the  most  perfect  sincerity  and  fi-ankness. 
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He  would  neither  falsify  his  word  nor  deny  an  act  that  he 
has  committed  for  the  world.  His  mind  is  sufficiently  acute, 
and  his  heart  sufficiently  good,  to  see  distinctly  the  evils  of 
unbridled  licence,  and  to  condemn  it  in  his  own  case ;  and 
he  is  the  last  man  in  the  world  who  would  lead  or  encourage 
any  one  in  that  course  which  he  has  pursued  himself.  In 
short,  his  own  passions  are  as  the  bonds  cast  around  the 
Hebrew  giant  when  he  slept,  to  give  him  over  into  the  hands 
of  any  one  who  chooses  to  lead  him  into  wrong.  The  con- 
secrated locks  of  the  Nazarite — I  mean,  purity  and  innocence 
of  heart — have  been  shorn  away  completely  in  the  lap  of 
one  Delilah  or  another  ;  and  though  he  hates  those  who  hold 
him  captive,  he  is  constrained  to  follow  where  they  lead.  I 
think  you  may  do  him  good,  Wilton  ;  I  am  certain  he  can  do 
you  no  harm :  I  believe  that  he  is  capable,  and  I  am  certain 
that  he  is  willing,  to  make  your  abode  in  London  more  plea- 
sant to  you,  and  to  open  that  path  for  your  advancement, 
which  his  father  would  have  put  you  in,  if  he  had  fulfilled 
the  promises  that  he  made  to  me." 


CHAPTER  XII. 

A  FEW  weeks  made  a  considerable  change  in  the  progress  of 
the  life  of  Wilton  Brown.  He  found  the  young  Lord  Sher- 
brooke  all  that  he  had  been  represented  to  be  in  every  good 
point  of  character,  and  less  in  every  evil  point.  He  did  not, 
it  is  true,  studiously  veil  from  his  new  friend  his  libertine 
habits,  or  his  light  and  reckless  character;  but  it  so  hap- 
pened, that  when  in  society  with  Wilton,  his  mind  seemed  to 
find  food  and  occupation  of  a  higher  sort,  and,  on  almost  all 
occasions,  when  conversing  with  him,  he  showed  himself,  as 
he  might  always  have  appeared,  a  high-bred  and  well- 
informed  gentleman,  who,  though  somewhat  wild  and  rash, 
possessed  a  cultivated  mind,  a  rich  and  playful  fancy,  and  a 
kind  and  honourable  heart. 

Wilton  soon  discovered  that  he  could  become  attached  to 
him,  and  ere  long  he  found  a  new  point  of  interest  in  the 
character  of  his  young  companion,  which  was  a  sort  of  dark 
iind  solciini  gloom  that  fell  upon  him  from  time  to  time,  and 
\v(Hild  sei/x'  liim  in  the  midst  of  his  gayest  moments,  leaving 
him,  for  the  time,  plunged  in  deep  and  sombre  meditations. 
This  strange  fit  was  very  often  succeeded  by  bursts  of  gaiety 
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and  merriment,  to  the  full  as  wild  and  joyous  as  those  that 
went  before ;  and  Wilton's  curiosity  and  sympathy  were  both 
excited  by  a  state  of  mind  which  he  marked  attentively,  and 
which,  though  he  did  not  comprehend  it  entirely,  showed 
him  that  there  was  some  grief  hidden  but  not  vanquished  in 
the  heart. 

Lord  Sherbrooke  did  not  see  the  inquiring  eyes  of  his 
fi'iend  fixed  upon  him  without  notice ;  and  one  day  he  said, 
"  Do  not  look  at  me  in  these  fits,  Wilton  ;  and  ask  me  no 
questions.  It  is  the  evil  spirit  upon  me,  and  he  must  have 
his  hour." 

As  the  time  passed  on,  Wilton  and  the  young  lord  became 
daily  companions,  and  the  Earl  could  not  avoid  showing,  at 
all  events,  some  civility  to  the  constant  associate  of  his  son. 
He  gradually  began  to  converse  with  him  more  frequently. 
He  even  ventured,  every  now  and  then,  upon  a  smile.  He 
talked  for  an  instant,  sometimes,  upon  the  passing  events  of 
the  day ;  and,  once  or  twice,  asked  him  to  dine,  when  he  and 
his  son  would  otherwise  have  been  tete-a-tete.  All  this  was 
pleasant  to  Wilton  ;  for  Lord  Sherbrooke  managed  it  so  well, 
by  merely  marking  a  particular  preference  for  his  society, 
that  there  was  no  restraint  or  force  in  the  matter,  and  the 
change  worked  itself  gradually  without  any  words  or  remon- 
strance. In  the  midst  of  all  this,  however,  one  little  event 
occurred,  which,  though  twenty  other  things  might  have  been 
of  much  more  importance  and  much  more  disagreeable  in 
their  consequences,  pained  Wilton  in  a  greater  degree  than 
anything  he  had  endured. 

One  day,  when  the  Earl  was  confined  to  his  drawing-room 
by  a  slight  fit  of  gout,  Wilton  had  visited  him  for  a  moment, 
to  obtain  more  particular  directions  in  regard  to  something 
which  he  had  been  directed  to  write.  .lust  as  he  had  received 
those  directions,  and  was  about  to  retire,  the  Duke  of  Gave- 
ston  was  announced  ;  and  in  passing  through  a  second  room 
beyond,  into  which  the  Earl  could  see,  Wilton  came  sud- 
denly upon  the  Duke,  and  in  him  at  once  recognised  the 
nobleman  whom  he  had  aided  in  delivering  from  the  clutches 
of  some  gentlemen  practitioners  on  the  King's  Highway. 
Their  meeting  was  so  sudden,  that  the  Duke,  though  he  evi- 
dently recollected  instantly  the  face  of  Wilton  Brown,  could 
not  connect  it  with  the  circumstances  in  which  he  had  seen 
it.  Wilton,  on  his  part,  merely  bowed  and  passed  on ;  and 
the  Duke,  advancing  to  Lord  Byerdale,  asked  at  once, 
"  Who  is  that  young  gentleman  .'' — his  face  is  quite  familiar 
to  me." 
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"  It  is  only  my  clerk,"  replied  the  Earl,  in  a  careless  tone. 
"  I  hope  your  grace  received  my  letter." 

"Wilton  had  not  yet  quitted  the  room,  and  heard  it  all ; 
but  he  Avent  out  without  pause.  When  the  door  was  closed 
behind  him,  however,  he  stood  for  a  moment  gazing  sternly 
upon  the  ground,  and  summoning  every  good  and  firm  feel- 
ing to  his  aid.  Nor  was  he  unsuccessful :  he  once  more 
conquered  the  strong  temptation  to  throw  up  his  employment 
instantly ;  and,  asking  himself,  "  What  have  I  to  do  with 
pride?"  he  proceeded  wath  his  daily  task  as  if  nothing  had 
occurred. 

No  consequences  followed  at  the  moment ;  but  before  we 
proceed  to  the  more  active  business  of  our  story,  we  must 
pause  upon  one  other  incident,  of  no  great  apparent  import- 
ance, but  which  the  reader  will  connect  aright  with  the  other 
events  of  the  tale. 

Two  mornings  after  that  of  which  we  have  spoken,  the 
Earl  came  suddenly  into  the  room  where  Wilton  was  writing, 
and  interrupted  him  in  what  he  was  about,  by  saying,  "  I 
wish,  Mr.  Brown,  you  would  have  the  goodness  to  write, 
under  my  dictation,  a  letter,  which  is  of  some  importance." 

Brown  bowed  his  head,  and  taking  fresh  paper,  proceeded 
to  write  down  the  Earl's  words,  as  follows:  — 

"  Sir, — Immediately  upon  the  receipt  of  this,  you  will  be 

pleased  to  proceed  to  the  village  of  ,  in  the  county 

of  ,  and  make   immediate  inquiries,   once  more,  in 

regard  to  the  personages  concerning  whom  you  instituted  an 
investigation  some  ten  or  twelve  years  ago.  Any  additional 
documents  you  may  procure,  concerning  Colonel  Sherbrooke, 
Colonel  Lennard  Sherbrooke,  or  any  of  the  other  parties 
concerned  in  the  transactions  which  you  know  of  as  taking 
place  at  that  time,  you  will  be  pleased  to  send  to  me  forthwith." 
Wilton  perceiving  that  the  Earl  did  not  proceed,  looked 
up,  as  it"  to  see  whether  he  had  concluded  or  not.  The 
Earl's  eyes  were  fixed  upon  him  wdth  a  stern,  intense  gaze, 
as  if  he  would  have  read  his  very  soul.  Wilton's  looks,  on 
the  contrary,  were  so  perfectly  unconscious,  so  innocent  of 
all  knowledge  that  he  was  doing  anything  more  than  writing 
an  ordinary  letter  of  business,  that—  if  the  Earl's  gaze  was 
intended  to  interpret  his  feelings  by  any  of  those  external 
marks,  which  betray  the  secrets  of  the  heart,  by  slight  and 
transitory  characters  written  on  nature's  record  book,  the 
face — he  was  convinced  at  once  that  there  was  notliiug  con- 
cealed below.  His  brow  relaxed,  and  he  went  on  dictating, 
while  the  young  gentleman  proceeded  calmly  to  write. 
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"  You  will  be  particular,"  the  letter  went  on,  "  to  inquire 
what  became  of  the  boy,  as  his  name  was  not  down  in  the 
list  found  upon  the  captain's  person ;  and  you  will  endeavour 
to  discover  what  became  of  the  boat  that  carried  Lennard 
Sherbrooke  and  the  boy  to  the  ship,  and  whether  all  on  board 
it  perished  in  the  storm,  or  not." 

The  Earl  still  watched  Wilton's  countenance  with  some 
degree  of  earnestness ;  and,  to  say  the  truth,  if  his  young 
companion  had  not  been  put  uj^on  his  guard,  by  detecting 
the  first  stern,  dark  glance  the  minister  had  given  him,  some 
emotion  might  have  been  visible  in  his  countenance,  some 
degi'ee  of  thoughtful  inquiry  in  his  manner,  as  he  asked, 
"  To  whom  am  I  to  address  it,  my  lord  ?" 

The  words  of  the  Earl,  in  directing  an  inquiry  about  the 
fisherman,  the  boy,  the  boat,  and  the  wreck,  seemed  to  con- 
nect themselves  with  strange  figures  in  the  past — figures 
which  appeared  before  his  mind's  eye  vague  and  misty,  such 
as  we  are  told  the  shadows  always  appear  at  first  which  are 
conjured  up  by  the  cabalistic  words  of  a  necromancer.  He 
felt  that  there  was  some  connecting  link  between  himself  and 
the  subject  of  the  Earl's  investigation ;  what,  he  could  not 
tell :  but  whatever  it  was,  his  curiosity  was  stimulated  to  tax 
his  memory  to  the  utmost,  and  to  try  by  any  means  to  lead 
her  to  a  right  conclusion,  thi'ough  the  intricate  ways  of  the 
past. 

That  first  gaze  of  the  Earl,  however,  had  excited  in  his 
bosom  not  exactly  suspicion,  but  that  inclination  to  conceal 
his  feelings,  which  we  all  experience  when  we  see  that  some 
one  whom  we  neither  love  nor  trust  is  endeavouring  to  unveil 
them.  He  therefore  would  not  suffer  his  mind  to  rest  upon 
any  inquiry  in  regard  to  the  past,  till  the  emotions  which  it 
might  produce  could  be  indulged  unwatched ;  and,  applying 
to  the  mechanical  business  of  the  pen,  he  wrote  on  to  the  con- 
clusion, and  then  demanded,  simply,  "  To  whom  am  I  to 
address  it .?" 

"  To  Mr.  Shea,'  replied  the  Earl,  " my  agent  in  Water- 
ford,  to  whom  you  have  ^^Titten  before ;''  and  there  the  con- 
versation dropped. 

The  Earl  took  the  letter  to  sign  it;  but  now  that  it  was 
done,  he  seemed  indifferent  about  its  going,  and  put  it  into  a 
portfolio,  where  it  remained  several  days  before  it  was  sent. 

As  soon  as  he  could  escape,  Wilton  Brown  retired  to  his 
own  dwelling,  and  there  gave  himself  up  to  thought ;  but  the 
facts,  which  seemed  floating  about  in  the  dark  gulf  of  the 
past,  still   eluded  the   grasp  of  memory,  as  she  strove  to 
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catch  them.  There  was  something,  indeed,  which  he  recol- 
lected of  a  boat,  and  a  storm  at  sea,  and  a  fisherman's  cabin, 
and  still  the  name  of  Sherbrooke  rang  in  his  ears,  as  some- 
thing known  in  other  days.  But  it  came  not  upon  him  with 
the  same  freshness  which  it  had  done  when  first  he  heard 
the  title  of  the  Earl  of  Byerdale's  son ;  and  he  could  recall 
no  more  than  the  particulars  we  have  mentioned,  though  the 
name  of  Lennard  seemed  familiar  to  him  also. 

While  he  was  in  this  meditative  mood,  pondering  thought- 
fully over  the  past,  and  extracting  little  to  satisfy  him  from 
a  record  which  time,  unfortunately,  had  effaced,  he  was  in- 
terrupted by  the  coming  of  the  young  Lord  Sherbrooke,  who 
now  was  accustomed  to  enter  familiarly  without  any  an- 
nouncement. On  the  present  occasion  his  step  was  more 
rapid  than  usual,  his  manner  more  than  commonly  excited, 
and  the  moment  he  had  cast  himself  into  a  chair  he  burst 
into  along  loud  peal  of  laughter.  "  In  the  name  of  Heaven," 
he  exclaimed,  "  what  piece  of  foolery  do  you  think  my 
worthy  father  has  concocted  now  .''  On  my  honour,  I  believe 
that  he  is  mad,  and  only  fear  that  he  has  transmitted  a  part 
of  his  madness  to  me.  Think  of  everything  that  is  ridiculous, 
Wilton,  that  you  can  conceive  ;  let  your  mind  run  free  over 
every  absurd  combination  that  it  is  possible  to  fancy ;  think 
of  all  that  is  stupid  or  mad-like  in  times  present  or  past, 
and  then  tell  me  what  it  is  that  my  father  intends  to  do." 

"  I  really  do  not  know,  Sherbrooke,"  replied  his  friend  : 
"  but  nothing,  1  dare  say,  half  so  bad  as  you  would  have  me 
believe.  Your  father  is  much  too  prudent  and  careful  a 
man  to  do  anything  that  is  absurd." 

"  You  don't  know  him — Wilton,  you  don't  know  him,"  re- 
plied Lord  Sherbrooke  ;  "  for  the  sake  of  power  or  of  wealth 
he  has  the  courage  to  do  anything  on  earth  that  is  absurd, 
and  for  revenge  he  has  the  courage  to  do  a  great  deal  more. 
In  regard  to  revenge,  indeed,  I  don't  mind :  he  is  quite 
right  there ;  for  surely  if  we  are  bound  to  be  gi'ateful  to  a 
man  that  does  good  to  us,  we  are  bound  to  revenge  our- 
selves upon  him  who  does  us  wrong.  Besides,  revenge  is  a 
gentlemanlike  passion ;  but  avarice  and  ambition  are  cer- 
tainly the  two  most  ungentlemanlike  propensities  in  human 
nature." 

"  Not  ambition,  surely,"  exclaimed  Wilton. 

"  The  worst  of  all !"  cried  his  friend—"  the  worst  of  all ! 
Avarice  is  a  gentleman  to  ambition  !  Avarice  is  merely  a 
tinker,  a  dealer  in  old  metal ;  but  ambition  is  a  chinniey- 
sweep   of  a   passion:     a   mere   climbing-boy,    who    will    go 
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through  any  dirty  hole  in  all  Christendom  only  to  get  out  at 
the  top  of  the  chimney.  But  you  have  not  guessed,  Wilton — 
you  have  not  guessed.  To  it;  and  tell  me,  what  is  the 
absurd  thing  my  father  proposes  to  do  }" 

Wilton  shook  his  head,  and  said  that  he  could  in  no  way 
divine. 

"  To  marry  me,  Wilton — to  marry  me  to  a  lady  rich  and 
fair,"  replied  the  young  lord:  "  what  think  you  of  that, 
Wilton  ? — you  who  know  me,  what  think  you  of  that  ?" 

"  Why,  if  1  must  really  say  the  truth,"  replied  Wilton, 
"  I  think  the  Earl  has  very  naturally  considered  your  hap- 
piness before  that  of  the  lady." 

"  As  well  gilded  a  sarcasm  that,"  replied  Lord  Sherbrooke, 
"  as  if  it  had  come  from  my  father's  own  lips.  However, 
what  you  say  is  very  true:  the  poor  unfortunate  girl  little 
knows  what  the  slave  merchants  are  devising  for  her.  My 
father  has  dealt  with  hers,  and  her  father  has  dealt  with 
mine,  and  settled  all  affairs  between  them,  it  seems,  without 
our  knowledge  or  participation  in  any  shape.  I  Avas  the  first 
of  the  two  parties  concerned  who  received  the  word  of  com- 
mand to  march  and  be  married,  and  as  yet  the  unfortunate 
victim  is  unacquainted  with  the  designs  against  her  peace 
and  happiness  for  life." 

"  Nay,  nay,"  replied  Wilton,  almost  sorrowfully,  "  speak 
not  so  lightly  of  it.  What  have  you  done,  Sherbrooke?  for 
Heaven's  sake,  what  have  you  done }  If  you  have  consented 
to  marry,  let  me  hope  and  trust  that  you  have  determined 
firmly  to  change  your  conduct,  and  not  indeed,  as  you  say, 
to  ruin  the  poor  girl's  peace  and  happiness  for  life." 

"  Oh  !  I  have  consented,"  replied  Lord  Sherbrooke,  in  the 
same  gay  laughing  tone ;  "  you  do  not  suppose  that  I  would 
refuse  beauty,  and  sweetness,  and  twenty  thousand  a  year. 
I  am  not  as  mad  as  my  father.  Oh  !  I  consented  directly.  I 
understand,  she  is  the  great  beauty  of  the  day.  She  will  see 
very  little  of  me,  and  I  shall  see  very  little  of  her,  so  we  shall 
not  wearv  of  one  another.  Oh  !  I  am  a  verv  wise  man,  in- 
deed.  I  only  wanted  what  our  fi-iend  Launcelot  calls  '  a 
trifle  of  wives'  to  be  King  Solomon  himself.  Why  you  know 
that  for  the  other  cattle  which  distinguished  that  great 
monarch  I  am  pretty  well  provided." 

Wilton  looked  down  upon  the  ground  with  a  look  of 
very  great  pain,  while  imagination  pictured  what  the  future 
life  of  some  young  and  innocent  girl  might  be,  bound  to  one 
so  wild,  so  heedless,  and  dissolute  as  Lord  Sherbrooke.  He 
remained  silent,  however,  for  he  did  not  dare  to  trust  himself 
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■with  any  farther  observations ;  and  when  he  looked  np 
again,  he  found  his  fi-iend  gazing  at  him  with  an  expression 
on  his  countenance  in  some  degree  sorrowful,  in  some  de- 
gree reproachful,  but  with  a  look  of  playful  meaning  flicker- 
ing through  the  whole. 

"  Now  does  your  solemnity,  and  your  gravity,"  said  Lord 
Sherbrooke,  "  and  yoiu*  not  yet  understanding  me,  almost 
tempt  me,  Wilton,  to  play  some  wild  and  inconceivable 
trick,  just  for  the  piupose  of  opening  your  eyes,  and  letting 
you  see,  that  your  friend  is  not  such  an  unfeeling  rascal  as 
the  world  gives  out." 

"  I  know  you  are  not,  my  dear  Sherbrooke — lam  sure  you 
are  not,"  replied  Wilton,  grasping  warmly  the  hand  which 
Lord  Sherbrooke  held  out  to  him ;  "  I  was  wrong  for  not 
seeing  that  you  were  in  jest,  and  for  not  discovering  at  once 
that  you  had  not  consented.  But  how  does  the  Earl  bear 
vour  refusal  ?" 

"  You  are  as  wrong  as  ever,  my  dear  Wilton,"  replied  his 
friend,  in  a  more  serious  tone—"  I  have  consented;  for  if  I 
had  not,  it  must  have  made  an  irreparable  breach  between 
my  father  and  myself,  which  you  well  know  I  should  not 
consider  desirable — I  must  obey  him  sometimes,  you  know, 
Wilton — He  had  pledged  himself,  too,  that  I  should  consent. 
However,  to  set  your  mind  at  rest,  I  will  tell  you  the  loop- 
hole at  which  I  creep  out.  Her  father,  it  seems,  is  not  near 
so  sanguine  as  my  father,  in  regard  to  his  child's  obedience, 
and  he  is,  moreover,  an  odd  old  gentleman,  who  has  got  into 
his  head  a  strange  antiquated  notion,  that  the  inclinations  of 
the  people  to  be  married  have  something  to  do  with  such 
transactions.  He  therefore  bargained,  that  his  consent 
should  be  dependent  upon  the  young  lady's  approbation  of 
me  when  she  sees  me.  In  fact,  I  am  bound  to  court,  and 
she  to  be  courted.  My  father  is  bound  that  1  shall  marry 
her  if  she  likes  me,  her  father  is  bound  to  give  her  to  me  if 
she  likes  to  be  given.  Now  what  I  intend,  Wilton,  is,  that 
she  should  not  like  me.  So  this  very  evening  you  must 
come  with  me  to  the  theatre,  and  there  we  shall  see  her  to- 
gether, for  1  know  where  she  is  to  be.  To-morrow,  I  shall 
be  presented  to  her  in  form,  and  if  she  likes  to  have  me, 
after  all  I  have  to  say  to  her,  why  it  is  her  fault,  for  I  will 
take  care  she  shall  not  have  ignorance  to  plead  in  regard  to 
my  worshipful  character." 

Wilton  would  fain  have  declined  going  to  the  theatre  that 
night,  for,  to  say  the  truth,  his  heart  was  somewhat  heavy ; 
but  Lord  Sherbrooke  would  take  no  denial,  jokingly  saying 
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that  he  required  some  support  under  the  emotions  and 
agitating  circumstances  which  he  was  about  to  endure.  As 
soon  as  this  was  settled,  Lord  Shurbrooke  left  him,  agreeing 
to  call  for  him  in  his  carriage  at  the  early  hour  of  a  quarter 
before  five  o'clock  ;  for  such,  however,  were  the  more  rational 
times  and  seasons  of  our  ancestors,  that  one  could  enjoy  the 
high  intellectual  treat  of  seeing  a  good  play  performed  from 
beginning  to  end,  without  either  changing  one's  dinner  hour, 
or  going  with  the  certainty  of  indigestion  and  headache. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

Far  more  punctual  than  was  usual  with  him.  Lord  Sher- 
brooke  was  at  the  door  of  Wilton  Brown  exactly  at  the  hour 
he  had  appointed;  and,  getting  into  his  carriage,  they 
speedily  rolled  on  from  the  neighbourhood  of  St.  James's- 
street,  then  one  of  the  most  fashionable  parts  of  the  metro- 
polis, to  Russell-street,  Covent-garden.  The  young  lord, 
however,  though  evidently  anxious  to  be  early  at  the  theatre, 
could  not  resist  his  inclination  to  take  a  look  into  the  Rose, 
and,  finding  several  persons  whom  he  knew  there,  he  lingered 
for  a  considerable  time,  introducing  Wilton  to  a  number  of 
the  wits  and  celebrated  men  of  the  day. 

The  play  had  thus  begun  before  they  entered  the  theatre, 
and  the  house  was  filled  so  completely  that  it  was  scarcely 
possible  to  obtain  a  seat. 

As  if  with  a  knowledge  that  his  young  companion  was 
anxious  to  see  the  ill-fated  lady  destined  by  her  friends  to 
be  the  bride  of  a  wild  and  reckless  libertine,  Lord  Sherbrooke 
affected  to  pay  no  attention  whatsoever  to  anything  but  what 
was  passing  on  the  stage.  During  the  first  act  Wilton  was 
indeed  as  much  occupied  as  himself  with  the  magic  of  the 
scene :  but  when  the  brief  pause  between  the  acts  took  place,  his 
eyes  wandered  round  those  boxes  in  which  the  high  nobility 
of  the  land  usually  were  found,  to  see  if  he  could  discover 
the  victim  of  the  Earl  of  Byerdale's  amb'.tion. 

There  were  two  boxes  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  house, 
towards  one  or  the  other  of  which  almost  all  eyes  were  turned, 
and  to  the  occupants  of  which  all  the  distinguished  young 
men  in  the  house  seemed  anxious  to  pay  their  homage.  In  one 
of  those  boxes  was  a  very  lovely  woman  of  about  seven  or  eight 
and  twenty,  sitting  with  a  queenly  air  to  receive  the  humble 
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adonition  of  the  gay  and  fluttering  admirers  who  crowded  round 
her.  Her  brow  was  high  and  broad,  but  slightly  contracted,  so 
that  a  certain  haughtiness  of  air  in  her  whole  figure  and  person 
was  fully  kept  in  tone  by  the  expression  of  her  face.  For  a 
moment  or  two,  Wilton  looked  at  her  with  a  slight  smile,  as 
he  said  in  his  own  heart,  "  If  that  be  the  lady  destined  for 
Sherbrooke,  T  pity  her  less  than  I  expected,  for  she  seems 
the  very  person  either  to  rule  him  or  care  little  about  him," 

The  next  moment,  however,  a  more  perfect  recollection  of 
all  that  Lord  Sherbrooke  had  said,  led  him  to  conclude  that 
she  could  not  be  the  person  to  whom  he  alluded.  He  had 
spoken  of  her  as  a  girl,  as  of  one  younger  than  himself; 
whereas  the  lady  who  was  reigning  in  the  stage-box  was 
evidently  older,  and  had  more  the  appearance  of  a  married 
than  a  single  woman. 

Wilton  then  turned  his  eyes  to  the  other  box  of  which  we 
have  spoken ;  and  in  it  there  was  also  to  be  seen  a  female  figure 
seated  near  the  front  with  another  lady ;  while  somewhat 
further  back,  appeared  the  form  of  an  elderly  gentleman  with 
a  star  upon  the  left  breast.  Towards  that  box,  as  we  have 
before  said,  many  eyes  were  turned ;  and  from  the  space* 
below,  as  well  as  from  other  parts  of  the  house,  the  beaux  of 
the  day  were  gazing  in  evident  expectation  of  a  bow,  or  a 
smile,  or  a  mark  of  recognition.  Nevertheless,  in  neither  of 
the  ladies  which  that  box  contained  was  there,  as  far  as  Wilton 
could  see,  any  of  those  little  arts  but  too  often  used  for  the 
purpose  of  attracting  attention,  and  which,  to  say  the  truth, 
were  displayed  in  a  remarkable  manner  by  the  lady  in  the 
other  box  we  have  mentioned.  There  was  no  fair  hand 
stretched  out  over  the  cushions;  no  fringed  glove  cast  negli- 
gently down ;  no  fan  waved  gracefully  to  give  emphasis  to 
that  was  said;  but,  on  the  contrary,  the  whole  figure  of  the 
lady  in  front  remained  tranquil  and  calm,  with  much  grace 
and  beauty  in  the  attitude,  but  none  even  of  that  flutter  of 
consciousness  which  often  betrays  the  secrets  of  vanity.  The 
expression  of  the  face,  indeed,  Wilton  could  not  see,  for  the 
head  was  turned  towards  the  stage;  and  though  the  lady 
looked  round  more  than  once  during  the  interval  between  the 
acts  to  speak  to  those  behind  her  in  the  box.  the  effect  was 
only  to  turn  her  face  still  farther  from  his  gaze. 

At  length,  the  play  went  on,  and  at  the  end  of  the  second 
act  a  slight  movement  enabled  Lord  Sherbrooke  and  Wilton 
to  advance  further  towards  the  stage,  so  that  the  latter  was 

*  I  liave  not  said  "  the  pit,"  because  the  intruders  of  fashion  had  not  then  been 
actually  driven  from  the  slaye  itself,  especially  between  the  nets. 
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now  nearly  opposite  to  the  box  in  which  one  of  the  beauties 
of  the  day  was  seated.  He  immediately  turned  in  that  di- 
rection, as  did  Lord  Sherbrooke  at  the  same  moment;  and 
Wilton,  with  a  feeling  of  pain  that  can  scarcely  be  described, 
beheld  in  the  fair  girl  who  seemed  to  be  the  unwilling  object 
of  so  much  admiration,  no  other  than  the  young  lady  whom  he 
had  aided  in  rescuing  when  attacked,  as  we  have  before  de- 
scribed, by  the  gentry  who  in  those  days  frequented  so  com- 
monly the  King's  Highway. 

Though  now  dressed  with  splendour,  as  became  her  rank 
and  station,  there  was  in  her  whole  countenance  the  same 
simple  unaffected  look  of  tranquil  modesty  which  Wilton  had 
remarked  there  before,  and  in  which  he  had  fancied  he  read 
the  story  of  a  noble  mind  and  a  fine  heart,  rather  undervaluing 
than  otherwise  the  external  advantages  of  beauty  and  station, 
but  dignified  and  raised  by  the  consciousness  of  purity,  cul- 
tivation, and  high  thoughts.  The  same  look  was  there, 
modest  yet  dignified,  diffident  yet  self-possessed ;  and  while 
he  became  convinced  that  there  sat  the  bride  selected  by  the 
Earl  of  Byerdale  for  his  son,  he  was  equally  convinced  that 
she  was  the  person  of  all  others  whose  fate  would  be  the 
most  miserable  in  such  an  union. 

At  the  same  moment,  too,  his  heart  was  moved  by  sensa- 
tions that  may  be  very  difficult  accurately  to  describe.  To 
talk  of  his  being  in -love  with  the  fair  girl  before  him  would, 
in  those  days  as  in  the  present,  have  been  absurd;  to  say  that 
he  had  remembered  her  with  anything  like  hope,  would  not 
be  true,  for  he  had  not  hoped  in  the  slightest  degree,  nor 
even  dreamed  of  hope.  But  what  he  had  done  was  this — he 
had  thought  of  her  often  and  long;  he  had  recollected  the  few 
hours  spent  in  her  society  with  greater  pleasure  than  any  he 
had  known  in  life ;  he  had  remembered  her  as  the  most  beau- 
tiful person  he  had  ever  seen  —  and  indeed  to  him  she  was 
so;  for  not  only  were  her  features,  and  her  form,  and  her 
complexion,  all  beautiful  according  to  the  rules  of  art,  but 
they  were  beautiful  also  according  to  that  modification  of 
beauty  which  best  suited  his  own  taste.  The  expression, 
too,  of  her  countenance — and  she  had  much  expression  of 
countenance  when  conversing  with  any  one  she  liked — was 
beautiful  and  varying;  and  the  grace  of  her  movements  and 
the  calm  quietness  of  her  carriage  were  of  the  kind  which  is 
always  most  pleasing  to  a  high  and  cultivated  mind. 

He  had  recollected  her,  then,  as  the  most  beautiful  creature 
he  had  ever  seen  ;  but  there  was  also  a  good  deal  of  imagi- 
native interest  attached  to  the  circumstances  in  which  they 
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had  first  met;  and  he  often  thought  over  them  -with  pleasure, 
as  forming  a  little  bright  spot  in  the  midst  of  a  somewhat  dull 
and  monotonous  existence.  In  short,  all  these  memories 
made  it  iinpossible  for  him  to  feel  towards  her  as  he  did 
towards  other  women.  There  was  admiration,  and  interest, 
and  high  esteem. — It  wanted,  surely,  but  a  little  of  being  love. 
One  thing  is  very  certain :  Wilton  would  have  heard  that  she 
was  about  to  be  married  to  any  one  with  no  inconsiderable 
degree  of  pain.  It  would  have  cost  him  a  sigh ;  it  would 
have  made  him  feel  a  deep  regret.  He  would  not  have  been 
in  the  slightest  degree  disappointed,  for  hope  being  out  of 
the  question  he  expected  nothing ;  but  still  he  might  regret. 

Now,  however,  when  he  thought  that  she  was  about  to  be 
importuned  to  marry  one  for  whom  he  might  himself  feel 
very  deep  and  sincere  regard,  on  account  of  some  high  and 
noble  qualitit!S  of  the  heart,  but  whose  wild  and  reckless 
libertinism  could  but  make  her  miserable  for  ever,  the  pain 
that  he  experienced  caused  him  to  turn  very  pale.  The  next 
moment  the  blood  rushed  up  again  into  his  cheek,  seeing 
Lord  Sherbrooke  glance  his  eyes  vapidly  from  the  box  in 
which  she  sat  to  his  countenance,  and  then  to  the  box  again. 

At  that  very  same  moment,  the  Duke,  who  was  the  gen- 
tleman sitting  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  box,  bent  forward 
and  whispered  a  few  words  to  his  daughter :  the  blood  sud- 
denly rushed  up  into  her  cheek;  and  with  a  look  rather  of 
anxiety  and  apprehension  than  anything  else,  she  turned  her 
eyes  instantly  towards  the  spot  where  Wilton  stood.  Her 
look  was  changed  in  a  moment;  for  though  she  became  quite 
pale,  a  bright  smile  beamed  forth  from  her  lip ;  and  though 
she  ]}ut  her  hand  to  her  heart,  she  bowed  markedly  and  gra- 
ciously towards  her  young  acquaintance,  directing  instantly 
towards  that  spot  the  looks  of  all  the  admirers  who  sur- 
rounded the  l)OX. 

The  words  which  the  Duke  spoke  to  her  were  very  simple, 
but  led  to  an  extraordinary  mistake.  He  had  in  the  morning 
communicated  to  her  the  pi'oposal  which  had  been  made  for 
her  marriage  with  Lord  Sherbrooke,  and  she,  who  had  heard 
something  of  his  character,  had  shrunk  with  alarm  from  the 
very  idea.  When  her  father,  however,  now  said  to  her, 
"  There  is  Lord  Sherbrooke  just  opposite,"  and  directed  her 
attention  to  the  precise  spot,  her  eyes  instantly  fell  upon 
Wilton. 

Slju  recollected  her  father's  observation  in  regard  to  the 
name  he  had  given  at  the  inn  being  an  assumed  one :  his  fine 
commanding  person,  his  noble  countenance,  his  lordly  look, 
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and  the  taste  and  fashion  of  his  dress,  all  made  her  for  the 
moment  believe  that  in  him  she  beheld  the  person  proposed 
for  her  future  husband.  At  the  same  time  she  could  not  forget 
that  he  had  rendered  her  an  essential  service.  He  had  dis- 
played before  her  several  of  those  qualities  which  peculiarly 
draw  forth  the  admiration  of  women  -  courage,  promi)titude, 
daring,  and  skill ;  his  conversation  had  deliglued  and  surjji'iscd 
her;  and  to  say  truth,  he  had  created  in  her  bosom  during  the 
short  interview,  such  prepossessions  in  his  favour,  that  to  her 
he  was  the  person  who  now  solicited  her  hand,  instead  of  the 
creature  which  her  imagination  hud  portrayed  as  Lord  Sher- 
brooke,  was  no  small  relief  to  her  heart.  It  seemed  as  if  a 
load  was  taken  off'  her  bosom;  and  such  was  the  canse  of 
those  emotions,  the  expression  of  which  upon  her  coun- 
tenance we  have  already  told. 

It  was  not,  indeed,  that  she  believed  herself  the  least  in  love 
with  Wilton  Brown,  but  she  felt  that  she  could  love  him,  and 
that  feeling  was  quite  enough.  It  was  enough,  while  she  fancied 
that  he  was  Lord  Sherbrooke,  to  agitate  her  Avith  joy  and 
hope ;  and,  though  the  mistake  lasted  but  a  short  time,  the 
feelings  that  it  produced  were  sufficient  to  effect  a  change 
in  all  her  sensations  tow^ards  him  through  life.  During  the 
brief  space  that  the  mistake  lasted,  she  looked  upon  him,  she 
thought  of  him,  as  the  man  who  was  to  be  her  husband.  Had 
it  not  been  for  that  misunderstanding,  the  idea  of  such  an 
union  between  herself  and  him  would  most  likely  never  have 
entered  her  mind;  but  once  having  looked  upon  him  in  that 
light,  even  for  five  minutes,  she  never  could  see  him  or  speak 
to  him  without  a  recollection  of  the  fact,  without  a  reference, 
however  vague,  ill-defined,  and  repressed  in  her  own  mind, 
to  the  feelings  and  thoughts  which  she  had  then  entertained. 

Lord  Sherbrooke  remarked  the  changing  colour,  the  look 
of  recognition  on  both  parts,  the  glad  smile,  and  the  inclina- 
tion of  the  head. 

"  Why,  Wilton," he  said  in  alow  voice — "  Wilton  !  it  seems 
you  are  already  a  great  deal  better  acquainted  with  my  future 
wife  than  I  am  myself;  and  glad  to  see  you  does  she  seem! 
and  most  gracious  is  her  notice  of  you  !  Why,  there  are  half 
of  those  gilded  fools  on  the  other  side  of  the  house  ready  to 
cut  your  throat  at  this  moment,  when  it  is  mine  they  would 
seek  to  cut  if  they  knew  all ;  but  pray  come  and  introduce 
me  to  my  lovely  bride,  I  had  no  idea  she  was  so  pretty. 
I'm  sure  I  am  delighted  to  have  some  other  introduction 
than  that  of  my  father,  and  so  unexpected  a  one." 

All  this  was  said  in  a  bantering  tone,  but  not  without  a 
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shrewd  examination  of  Wilton's  countenance  while  it  was 
spoken.  What  were  the  feelings  of  the  young  nobleman  it 
was  impossible  for  Wilton  to  divine;  but  he  answered  quite 
calmly,  the  first  emotion  being  by  this  time  passed—"  My 
acquaintance  with  her  is  so  slight,  that  I  certainly  could  not 
venture  to  introduce  any  one,  far  less  one  who  has  so  much 
better  an  introduction  ready  prepared." 

''  By  heavens,  Wilton,"  replied  his  friend,  "  by  the  look 
she  gave  you  and  the  look  you  returned,  one  would  not  have 
judged  the  acquaintance  to  be  slight;  but  as  you  will  not 
introduce  me,  I  will  introduce  you  ;  for,  I  suppose,  in  com- 
mon civility,  I  must  go  and  speak  to  her  father,  as  the  old 
gentleman's  eye  is  upon  me.  There !  He  secures  his  point 
by  a  bow.     Dearly  beloved,  I  come,  I  come !" 

Thus  saying,  he  turned  to  proceed  to  the  box,  >making  a 
sign  to  AViiton  to  follow,  which  he  did,  though  at  the  time 
he  did  it,  he  censured  his  own  weakness  for  yielding  to  the 
temptation. 

"  I  am  but  going,"  he  thought,  "  to  augment  feelings  of 
regret  at  a  destiny  I  cannot  change — I  only  go  to  increase 
my  own  pain,  and  in  no  degree  to  avert  from  that  sweet 
girl  a  fate  but  too  dark  and  sorrowful." 

As  he  thus  thought,  he  felt  disposed,  even  then,  to  make 
some  excuse  for  not  going  to  the  Duke's  box ;  but  by  the 
time  they  Avere  half  way  thither,  they  were  met  by  several 
persons  coming  the  other  way,  amongst  whom  was  a  gentle- 
man richly  but  not  gaudily  dressed,  who  immediately 
addressed  Lord  Sherbrooke,  saying,  that  the  Duke  of  Gave- 
ston  requested  the  honour  of  his  company  in  his  box,  and 
Wilton  immediately  recognised  his  old  companion  of  the 
road.  Sir  John  Fenwick.  Sir  John  bowed  to  him  but  dis- 
tantly ;  and  Wilton  was  more  than  ever  hesitating  whether 
he  should  go  on  or  not,  when  some  one  touched  him  on  the 
arm,  and  turning  round  he  beheld  his  somewhat  doubtful 
acquaintance,  who  had  given  himself  the  name  of  Green. 

Sir  John  Fenwick  and  the  stranger  looked  in  each  other's 
faces  without  the  slightest  sign  of  recognition  :  but  to  Wilton 
himself  Green  smiled  pleasantly,  saying,  "  I  very  much  wish 
to  speak  a  word  with  you,  Mr.  Wilton  Brown.  Will  you 
just  step  aside  with  me  to  the  lobby  for  a  moment.?" 

The  recollection  of  what  had  passed  when  last  they  met, 
together  with  the  wish  of  avoiding  an  interview  witli  the 
Duke  and  his  daughter,  from  wliich  he  augured  nought  but 
pain,  overcame  Wilton's  repugnance  to  hold  any  private 
communication  with  one  whom  he  had  certainly  seen  in  a 
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situation  at  the  least  very  equivocal ;  and  merely  saying  to 
Lord  Sherbrooke,  "  I  must  speak  with  this  gentleman  for  a 
moment,  and  therefore  cannot  come  \Yith  you,"  he  left  the 
young  lord  to  follow  Sir  John  Fenwick,  and  turned  with  the 
stranger  into  the  lobby.  There  was  no  one  there  at  the 
moment,  for  at  that  time  the  licensed  abomination,  of  which 
it  has  since  been  the  scene,  would  not  have  been  tolerated  in 
any  country  calling  itself  Christian.  Wilton  was  indeed 
rather  glad  that  it  was  vacant,  for  he  was  not  anxious  to  be 
observed  by  many  people  in  conversation  with  his  present 
companion.  Not  that  anything  in  his  appearance  or  manner 
was  calculated  to  call  up  the  blush  of  idle  pride.  The 
stranger's  dress  was  as  rich  and  tasteful  as  any  in  the  house, 
his  manner  was  easy  and  free,  his  look,  though  not  particu- 
larly striking,  distinguished  and  gentlemanly. 

The  stranger  was  the  first  to  speak.  "  Do  not  alarm 
yourself,  Mr.  Brown,"  he  said:  "  Mr.  Green  is  a  safe 
companion  here,  whatever  he  might  be  in  Maidenhead 
Thicket.  But  I  wanted  to  speak  a  word  to  you  yourself, 
and  to  give  you  a  hint  that  may  be  beneficial  to  others.  As 
to  yourself,  I  told  you  when  last  we  met  that  I  could  bring 
you  into  company  with  some  of  your  old  friends.  I  thought 
your  curiosity  would  have  carried  you  to  the  Green  Dragon 
long  ago.  As,  however,  you  do  not  seem  to  wish  to  see  your 
old  friends,  I  have  now  to  tell  you  that  they  wish  to  see  you, 
and  therefore  I  have  to  beg  you  to  meet  me  there  to-morrow 
at  six  o'clock." 

"  You  are  mistaken  entirely,"  replied  Wilton,  "  in  regard 
to  my  not  wishing  to  see  my  old  friends.  I  very  much  wish 
it.  I  wish  to  hear  more  of  my  early  history,  about  which 
there  seems  to  me  to  be  some  mystery." 

"  Is  there  .?"  said  the  stranger,  in  a  careless  tone.  "  Whe- 
ther anything  will  be  explained  to  you  or  not,  I  cannot  say. 
At  all  events,  you  must  meet  me  there ;  and,  in  the  mean- 
time tell  me,  have  you  seen  Su-  John  Fenwick  since  last  we 
met  ?" 

"  No,  I  have  not,"  replied  Wilton.  "  Why  do  you 
ask  ?" 

"  Because,"  replied  the  other,  "  Sir  John  Fenwick  is  a 
dangerous  companion,  and  it  were  better  that  you  did  not 
consort  with  him." 

"  That  I  certainly  shall  not  do,"  replied  Wilton,  "  knowing 
his  character  sufficiently  already." 

"  Indeed  !"  replied  the  other.  "  You  have  grown  learned 
in  people's  characters  of  late,  Master  Brown :  perhaps  you 
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know  mine  also  ;  and  if  you  do,  of  course  you  will  give  me 
the  meeting  to-morrow  at  the  Green  Dragon." 

He  spoke  with  a  smile  ;  and  Wilton  replied,  "  I  am  by  no 
means  sui'e  that  I  shall  do  so,  unless  I  have  a  better  cause 
assigned,  and  a  clearer  knowledge  of  what  I  am  going  there 
for." 

"Prudent!  prudent!"  said  the  stranger.  "  Quite  right  to 
be  prudent,  Master  Wilton.  Nevertheless,  you  must  come, 
for  the  matter  is  now  one  of  some  moment.  Therefore, 
without  asking  you  to  answer  at  present,  I  shall  expect  you. 
At  six  of  the  clock,  remember — precisely." 

*'  I  by  no  means  promise  to  come,"  replied  Wilton, 
"  though  1  do  not  say  that  I  will  not.  But  you  said  that  you 
wished  to  tell  me  something  which  might  be  useful  to  others. 
Pray  what  may  that  be  ?" 

"  Why,"  answered  the  stranger,  "  I  wish  you  to  give  a 
little  warning  to  your  acquaintance,  the  Duke  of  Gaveston, 
regarding  this  very  Sir  John  Fenwick  and  his  character." 

"  Nay,"  said  Wilton,  "  nay — that  I  can  hardly  do.  My 
acquaintance  with  the  Duke  himself  is  extremely  small. 
The  Duke  is  a  man  of  the  world  sufficiently  old  to  judge  for 
himself,  and  with  sufficient  experience  to  know  the  character 
of  Sir  John  Fenwick  without  my  explaining  it  to  him." 

"  The  Duke,"  replied  the  other,  "  is  a  grown  baby,  with 
right  wishes  and  good  intentions,  as  well  as  kind  feelings ; 
but  a  coral  and  bells  would  lure  him  almost  anywhere,  and 
he  has  got  into  the  hands  of  one  who  will  not  fiiil  to  lead  him 
into  mischief  1  thought  you  knew  him  well ;  but  neverthe- 
less, well  or  ill,  you  must  give  him  the  warning." 

"  I  beg  your  ])ardon,"  replied  Wilton,  drawing  himself  up 
coldly  :  "  but  in  one  or  two  points  you  have  been  mistaken. 
My  knowledge  of  the  Duke  is  confined  to  one  interview.  I 
shall  most  probably  never  exchange  another  word  with  him 
in  my  life  ;  and  even  if  T  were  to  do  so,  I  should  not  think  of 
assailing,  to  a  mere  common  acquaintance,  the  character  of 
a  gentleman  whom  I  may  not  like  or  trust  myself,  but  who 
seems  to  be  the  intimate  friend  of  the  very  person  in  whose 
good  opinion  you  wish  me  to  ruin  him." 

"  Pshaw  !"  replied  the  stranger — "  you  will  see  the  Duke 
again  this  very  night,  or  I  am  much  mistaken.  As  to  Sir 
John  Fenwick,  I  am  a  great  deal  more  intimately  his  friend 
than  the  Duke  is,  and  I  may  wish  to  keep  him  from  rash 
acts,  which  he  has  neither  courage  nor  skill  to  carry  through, 
and  will  not  dare  to  undertake,  if  he  be  not  supported  by 
others.     I  am,  in  fact,  doing  Sir  John  himself  a  friendly  act, 
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for  I  know  his  pui-poses,  which  are  both  rash  and  wrong ; 
and  if  I  cannot  stop  them  by  fair  means,  I  must  stop  them  by 
others." 

"  In  that,"  replied  Wilton,  "  you  must  act  as  you  think 
fit.  I  know  nothing  of  Sir  John  Fenwick  from  my  own  per- 
sonal observation;  and  therefore  will  not  be  made  a  tool  of, 
to  injure  his  reputation  with  others." 

"  Well,  well,"  replied  his  companion — "  in  those  circum- 
stances you  are  right;  and,  as  they  say  in  that  beggarly 
assemblage  of  pettifogging  rogues  and  traitors  called  the 
House  of  Commons,  I  must  shape  my  motion  in  another 
way.  The  manner  in  which  I  will  beg  you  to  deal  with  the 
Duke,  is  this.  Find  an  opportunity,  before  this  night  be 
over,  of  entreating  him  earnestly  not  to  go  to-morrow  to  the 
meeting  at  the  Old  King's  Head,  in  Leadenhall-street.  This 
is  clear  and  specific,  and  at  the  same  time  you  assail  the 
character  of  no  one." 

Wilton  thought  for  a  moment  or  two,  and  then  replied, 
"  I  cannot  even  promise  you  absolutely  to  do  this;  but,  if  I 
can,  I  will.  If  I  see  the  Duke,  and  have  the  means  of  giving 
him  the  message,  I  will  tell  him  that  I  received  it  from  a 
stranger,  who  seemed  anxious  for  his  welfare." 

"  That  will  do,"  answered  the  other — "  that  will  do.  But 
you  must  tell  him  without  Sir  .John  Fenwick's  hearing  you. 
As  to  your  seeing  him  again,  you  will,  I  suppose,  take  care 
of  that;  for  surely  the  bow,  and  the  smile,  and  the  blush,  that 
came  across  the  house  to  you,  were  too  marked  an  invitation 
to  the  box,  for  such  a  gallant  and  a  courteous  youth  not  to 
take  advantage  of  at  once." 

Wilton  felt  himself  inclined  to  be  a  little  angry  at  the  fami- 
liarity with  which  his  companion  treated  him,  and  which  was 
certainly  more  than  their  acquaintance  warranted.  Curiosity, 
however,  is  powerful  to  repress  all  feelings,  that  contend 
with  it;  and  if  ever  curiosity  was  fully  justifiable,  it  surely 
was  that  of  Wilton  to  know  his  own  early  history.  Thus, 
although  he  might  have  felt  inclined  to  quarrel  with  any 
other  person  who  treated  him  so  lightly,  on  the  present  occa- 
sion he  smothered  his  anger,  and  merely  replied  that  the 
stranger  was  mistaken  in  supposing  that  there  was  any  such 
acquaintance  between  him  and  Lady  Laura  as  to  justify  him 
in  visiting  her  box. 

Even  while  he  was  in  the  act  of  speaking,  however,  Lord 
Sherbrooke  entered  the  lobby  in  haste,  and  advanced  im- 
mediately towards  him,  saying,  "  Why,  Wilton,  I  have  been 
seeking  you  all  over  the  house.     Where,  in  Fortune's  name, 
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have  you  been  ?  The  Duke  and  Lady  Laura  have  both  been 
inquiring  after  you  most  tenderly,  and  wondering  that  you 
have  not  been  to  see  them  in  their  box." 

The  sti-anger,  whom  we  shall  in  future  call  Green,  turned 
away  with  a  smile,  saying  merely,  "  Good  evening,  Mr. 
Brown  ;  I  won't  detain  you  longer." 

"  Why,  who  the  devil  have  you  got  there,  Wilton  ?"  ex- 
claimed Lord  Sherbrooke :  "  I  think  I  have  seen  his  face 
before." 

"  His  name  is  Green,"  rejjlied  Wilton,  not  choosing  to 
enter  into  particulars ;  "  but  I  am  ready  now  to  go  with  yon 
at  once,  and  make  my  apologies  for  not  accompanying  you 
before." 

"  Come  then,  come,"  replied  Lord  Sherbrooke  ;  and,  lead- 
ing the  way  towards  the  Duke's  box,  he  added,  laughingly, 
"  If  there  had  been  any  doubt  before,  my  good  Wilton,  as  to 
my  future  fate,  this  night  has  been  enough  to  settle  it." 

"  In  what  way  ?"  said  Wilton  ;  but  ere  the  young  nobleman 
could  answer,  otherwise  than  by  a  smile,  they  had  reached 
the  box,  and  the  door  was  thrown  open. 

Wilton's  heart  beat,  it  must  be  confessed  ;  but  he  had  suf- 
ficient command  over  himself  to  guard  against  the  slightest 
emotion  being  perceptible  upon  his  countenance ;  and  he 
bowed  to  the  Duke  and  to  Lady  Laura,  with  that  ceremo- 
nious politeness  which  he  judged  that  his  situation  required. 
Lady  Laura  at  once,  however,  held  out  her  hand  to  him,  and 
expressed  briefly,  how  glad  she  was  of  another  opportunity 
to  thank  him  for  the  great  service  which  he  had  rendered  her 
some  time  before.  The  Duke  also  spoke  of  it  kindly  and 
politely  ;  and  the  other  persons  in  the  box,  who  were  several 
in  number,  began  to  inquire  into  the  circumstances  thus  pub- 
licly mentioned,  so  that  the  conversation  took  a  more  general 
turn,  till  the  ciu'tain  again  arose. 

A  certain  degree  of  restraint,  which  had  at  first  affected 
both  Wilton  and  the  lady,  soon  wore  off",  and  the  evening 
went  by  most  pleasantly.  It  was  not  strange — it  was  not 
surely  at  all  strange — that  a  young  heart  should  forget  itself 
in  such  circumstances.  Wilton  gave  himself  up,  not  indeed 
to  visions  of  joy,  but  to  actual  enjoyment.  Perhaps  I^acly 
Laura  did  the  same.  At  all  events,  she  looked  far  happier 
than  she  had  done  before  ;  and  when  at  length  the  curtain 
f<'ll,  and  the  time  for  parting  came,  they  botli  woke  as  from  a 
dr(;am,  and  the  waking  was  certainly  followed  by  a  sigh  on 
either  ])art.  It  was  then  that  Wilton  first  recollected  the 
warning  that  he  had  promised  to  give,  and  he  was  consider- 
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ing  how  he  should  find  the  means  of  speaking  with  the  Duke 
alone,  when  that  nobleman  paused  for  a  moment,  as  the  rest 
of  the  party  went  out  of  the  box,  and  drawing  Wilton  aside, 
said  in  a  hasty  but  kindly  manner,  "  Lord  Sherbrooke  in- 
forms me  that  you  aie  his  most  intimate  friend,  Mr.  Brown  ; 
and  as  it  is  very  likely  that  we  shall  see  him  fi-equently,  I 
hope  you  will  sometimes  do  us  the  favour  of  accompanying 
him."" 

Wilton  replied  by  one  of  those  unmeaning  speeches  which 
commit  a  man  to  nothing ;  for  though  his  own  heart  told  him 
that  he  would  really  be  but  too  happy,  as  he  said,  to  take 
advantage  of  the  invitation,  yet  it  told  him,  at  the  same  time, 
that  to  do  so  would  be  dangerous  to  his  peace.  The  Duke 
was  then  about  to  follow  his  party  ;  but  WOton  now  in  turn 
detained  him,  saying,  "  I  have  a  message  to  deliver  to  you, 
my  lord  duke,  from  a  stranger  who  stopped  me  as  I  was 
coming  to  your  box." 

"  Ha  ! "  said  the  Duke,  with  a  somewhat  important  air, 
"  this  is  strange ;  but  still  I  have  so  many  communications 
of  different  kinds — what  may  it  be,  Mr.  Brown  ?" 

"  It  was,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton,  in  a  low  voice,  "  a 
warning  which  I  think  it  best  to  deliver,  as,  not  knowing  the 
gentleman's  name  who  gave  it  to  me,  I  cannot  tell  whether  it 
may  be  a  mere  piece  of  impertinence  from  somebody  who  is 
perhaps  a  stranger  to  your  grace,  or  an  intimation  from  a 
sincere  friend " 

"  But  the  warning,  the  warning !"  said  the  Duke,  "  pray, 
what  was  this  warning  ?" 

"  Tt  was,"  replied  Wilton,  "  a  warning  not  to  go  to  a  meet- 
ing which  you  proposed  to  attend  in  the  course  of  to- 
morrow." 

"  Ha !"  said  the  Duke,  with  a  look  of  some  surprise — "  did 
he  say  what  meeting  ?" 

"  Yes,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton — "  he  said  it  was  a  meet- 
ing at  the  old  King's  Head  in  Leadenhall  Street,  and  he  added 
that  it  would  be  dangerous  for  you  to  do  so." 

"  1  will  never  shrink  fi'om  personal  danger,  Mr.  Brown," 
said  the  Duke,  holding  up  his  head,  and  putting  on  a  cou- 
rageous look.  But  the  moment  after,  something  seemed  to 
strike  him,  and  he  added  with  a  certain  degree  of  hesitation, 
"  But  let  me  ask  you,  Mr.  Brown,  does  my  lord  of  Byerdale 
know  this  ? — You  have  not  told  Lord  Sherbrooke  ?" 

"  Neither  the  one  nor  the  other,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton — 
"  I  have  mentioned  the  fact  to  nobody  but  yourself." 

"  Pray,  then,  do  not,"  replied  the  Duke  ;  "  you  will  oblige 
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me  very  much,  Mr.  Brown,  by  keeping  this  business  secret. 
I  must  certainly  attend  the  meeting  at  four  to-morrow,  be- 
cause I  have  pledged  my  word  to  it ;  but  I  shall  enter  into 

nothing  that  is  dangerous  or  criminal,  depend  upon  it " 

The  nobleman  was  going  on;  and  it  is  impossible  to  say 
how  much  he  might  have  told  in  regard  to  the  meeting  in 
question,  if  Wilton  had  not  stopped  him. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  my  lord,"  he  said;  "  but  allow  me  to 
remind  you  that  I  have  no  knowledge  whatsoever  of  the  views 
and  intentions  with  which  this  meeting  is  to  be  held.  I  shall 
certainly  not  mention  the  message  I  have  brought  your  gi*ace 
to  any  one,  and  having  delivered  it,  must  leave  the  rest  to 
yourself,  whose  judgment  in  such  matters  must  be  far  supe- 
rior to  mine." 

The  Duke  looked  gratified,  but  moved  on  without  reply, 
as  the  rest  of  his  party  were  waiting  at  a  little  distance. 
Wilton  followed  ;  and  seeing  the  Duke  and  Lady  Laura  with 
Sir  John  and  Lady  Maiy  Fenwick  into  their  carnages,  he 
proceeded  homeward  with  Lord  Sherbrooke,  neither  of  them 
interchanging  a  word  till  they  had  well  nigh  reached  Wilton's 
lodgings.  There,  however.  Lord  Sherbrooke  burst  into  a 
loud  laugh,  exclaiming — 

"  Lack-a-day,  Wilton,  lack-a-day  !  Here  are  you  and  I  as 
silent  and  as  meditative  as  two  owls  in  a  belfry  :  you  looking 
as  wise  as  if  you  were  a  minister  of  state,  and  I  as  sorrowful 
as  an  unhappy  lover,  when,  to  say  the  truth,  I  am  thinking  of 
some  deep  stroke  of  policy,  and  you  are  meditating  upon  a 
fair  maid's  bright  eyes.  Get  you  gone,  Wilton  ;  get  you  gone, 
for  a  sentimental,  lack-a-daisical  shepherd  !  Now  could  we 
but  get  poor  old  King  James  to  come  back,  the  way  to  a 
dukedom  would  be  open  before  you  in  a  fortnight." 

"  How  so  ?"  demanded  Wilton,  "  how  so  ?  You  do  not 
suppose,  Sherbrooke,  that  I  would  ever  join  in  overturning 
the  religion,  and  the  laws,  and  the  liberties  of  my  country — 
how  so,  then  .?" 

"  As  thus,"  replied  Lord  Sherbrooke — "  I  will  answer  you 
as  if  I  had  been  born  the  grave-digger  in  Hamlet.  King 
James  comes  over — well,  marry  go  to,  now— a  certain  duke 
that  you  wot  of,  who  is  a  rank  Jacobite,  by  the  by,  instantly 
joins  the  invader;  then  comes  King  William,  drives  me  his 
fellow-king  and  father-in-law  out  of  the  kingdom  in  five  days, 
takes  me  the  duke  prisoner,  and  chops  me  his  head  off  in  no 
time.  This  headless  father  leaves  a  sorrowful  daughter,  who 
at  the  time  of  his  death  is  deeply  and  desperati'ly  in  love, 
without  daring   lo  say  it,  her  father's   head  being   the  only 
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obstacle  in  the  way  of  the  daughter's  heart.  Then  conies  the 
lover  to  console  the  lady,  and  finding  her  without  protection, 
offers  to  undertake  that  very  needful  duty.  Now  see  you, 
Wilton  }  Now  see  you  ? — But  there's  the  door  of  your  dwell- 
ing. Get  you  in,  man,  get  you  in,  and  try  if  in  your  dreams 
you  can  get  some  means  of  bringing  it  about.  I3y  my  faith, 
Wilton,  you  are  in  a  perilous  situation ;  but  there's  one  thing 
for  your  comfort, — if  I  can  get  out  of  all  the  scrapes  that  at 
this  moment  surround  me  on  every  side,  like  the  lines  of  a 
besieging  enemy,  you  can  surely  make  your  escape  out  of 
your  difficulties,  when  you  have  love,  and  youth,  and  hope, 
to  befriend  you." 

"  Hope  ?''  said  Wilton,  in  bitter  sadness ;  but  at  the  moment 
he  spoke,  the  door  of  the  house  was  opened,  and,  bidding 
Lord  Sherbrooke  "  Good  night,"  he  went  in. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

During  the  greater  part  of  the  next  day  Wilton  did  not  set 
eyes  upon  Lord  Sherbrooke.  The  Earl  of  Byerdale,  how- 
ever, was  peculiarly  courteous  and  polite  to  his  young  secre- 
tary. There  was  much  business,  indeed,  to  be  done,  and  the 
Earl  was  obliged  to  be  very  rapid  in  all  his  movements  ;  but 
the  tenns  in  which  he  gave  his  directions  Avere  gentle  and 
placable,  and  some  letters  received  in  the  course  of  the  day 
from  Ireland  seemed  to  please  him  well.  He  hinted  even  in 
a  mysterious  tone  to  AVilton  that  he  had  something  of  import- 
ance to  say  to  him,  but  that  he  had  not  time  to  say  it  at  the 
moment,  and  he  ended  by  asking  his  secretary  to  dine  at  his 
house  on  the  following  day,  when  he  said  the  Dukeof  Gaves- 
ton  and  Lady  Laura  were  to  be  present,  with  a  large  party. 

He  went  out  about  three  o'clock :  and  Wilton  had  not 
long  returned  to  his  lodgings  when  Lord  Sherbrooke  joined 
him,  and  insisted  on  his  accompanying  him  on  horseback 
for  a  ride  into  the  country. 

Wilton  was  at  that  moment  hesitating  as  to  whether  he 
should  or  should  not  go  to  the  rendezvous  given  him  by  his 
strange  acquaintance,  Green.  He  had  certainly  left  the 
theatre  on  the  preceding  night  determined  so  to  do ;  for  the 
various  feelings  which  at  this  time  agitated  his  heart  had 
changed  the  anxiety  which  he  had  always  felt  to  know  the 
circumstances  of  his  birth  and  family  into  a  burning  thirst, 
which  would  have  led  him  almost  anywhere  for  satisfaction. 

H  2 
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A  night's  thouglit,  however — for  we  cannot  say  that  he 
slept — had  again  revived  all  the  doubts  which  had  before 
prevented  him  from  seeking  the  stranger,  and  had  once 
more  displayed  before  his  eyes  all  the  many  reasons  which 
in  those  days  existed  for  holding  no  communication  with 
persons  whose  characters  were  not  known,  or  were  in  the 
least  degree  suspicious.  Thus  before  Lord  Sherbrooke 
joined  him,  he  had  fully  convinced  himself  that  the  thing 
which  he  had  so  great  an  inclination  to  do  was  foolish,  im- 
prudent, and  wrong.  He  had  seen  the  man  in  a  situation 
which  left  scarcely  a  doubt  of  his  pursuits  ;  he  had  seen 
him  in  close  communication  with  a  gentleman  principally 
known  as  a  virulent  and  unscrupidous  enemy  of  the  reigning 
dynastj' ;  and  he  had  not  one  cause  for  thinking  well  of  him, 
except  a  certain  off-hand  frankness  of  manner  which  might 
easily  be  assumed. 

All  this  he  had  repeated  to  himself  twenty  times,  but  yet 
he  felt  a  strong  inclination  to  go,  when  Lord  Sherbrooke's 
sudden  appearance,  and  in\ntation  to  ride  out  with  him,  cast 
an  additional  weight  into  the  opposite  scale,  and  determined 
his  conduct  at  once.  It  is  wonderfd,  indeed,  how  often 
those  important  acts,  in  regard  to  which  we  have  hesitated 
and  weighed  every  point  with  anxious  deliberation,  are 
ultimately  determined  by  the  most  minute  and  trifling  cir- 
cumstance, totally  unconnected  with  the  thing  itself.  The 
truth  is,  under  such  circumstances  we  are  like  a  man  weigh- 
ing fine  gold  dust,  who  does  it  to  such  a  nicety  that  a  hair 
falling  into  the  scale  turns  it  one  way  or  the  other. 

In  the  present  instance,  our  friend  Wilton  was  not  unwil- 
ling that  something  should  come  in  aid  of  his  better  judg- 
ment ;  and  ordering  his  horse  to  be  brought  up  directly,  he 
was  soon  beyond  the  precincts  of  London,  and  riding 
through  the  beautiful  fields  which  at  that  time  extended  over 
ground  where  courtiers  and  ministers  have  now  established 
their  town  dwellings. 

From  the  whole  demeanour  of  his  companion,  fi-om  the 
wild  and  excited  spirits  which  he  disjdayed,  from  the  bursts 
of  men-iment  to  which  he  gave  way,  apparently  without  a 
sufficient  cause,  Wilton  evidently  saw  that  there  was  either 
some  wild  scheme  working  in  Ijord  Sherbrooke's  brain,  or 
the  knowledge  of  some  happy  event  gladdening  his  heart. 
What  it  was,  however,  he  could  not  divine,  and  the  young 
nobleman  was  evidently  determined  on  no  account  to  ex- 
plain. He  laughed  and  jested  with  Wilton  in  regard  to  the 
gravity   which  he  could  not  conquer,  declared  that  he  was 
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the  dullest  companion  that  ever  had  been  seen,  and  vowed 
that  there  could  be  no  more  stupid  and  tiresome  companion 
for  a  long  ride  than  a  man  in  love,  unless,  indeed,  it  were  a 
lame  horse, 

"  Indeed,  my  dear  Sherbrookc,"  re])lied  Wilton,  "  you 
should  prove,  in  the  first  place,  that  I  am  in  love,  which  I 
can  assure  you  is  not  the  case,  before  you  attempt  to  attri- 
bute my  being  grave  to  that  reason.  My  very  situation  in 
life,  and  a  thousand  things  connected  therewith,  are  surely 
enough  to  make  me  sad  at  times." 

"  Why,  what  is  there  sad  in  your  situation,  my  dear 
Wilton  ?"  demanded  Lord  Sherbrookc,  in  the  same  tone  of 
raillery  :  "  here  are  you  a  wealthy  young  man — ay,  wealthy, 
Wilton.  Have  you  not  yourself  told  me  that  your  income 
exceeds  your  expenses ;  while  I,  on  the  other  hand,  have 
no  income  at  all,  and  expenses  in  abundance  ?  Well,  I  say 
you  are  here  a  wealthy  young  man,  with  the  best  prospects 
in  the  world,  destined  some  day  to  be  prime  minister  for 
aught  I  know." 

"  And  who,  at  this  present  moment,"  interrupted  Wilton, 
"  has  not  a  relation  upon  earth  that  he  knows  of;  who  has 
never  enjoyed  a  father's  care  or  a  mother's  tenderness  ;  who 
can  only  guess  that  his  birth  w^as  disgraceful  to  her  whom 
man's  heart  is  naturally  bound  to  reverence,  without  knowing 
who  or  what  was  his  father,  or  who  even  was  the  mother  by 
whose  shame  he  was  brought  into  being," 

Lord  Sherbrookc  was  immediateh'  grave,  for  he  saw  that 
Wilton  was  hurt ;  and  he  replied  frankly  and  kindly,  "  I  beg 
your  pardon,  my  dear  Wilton—  I  did  not  intend  to  pain  you, 
and  had  not  the  slightest  idea  of  how  you  were  circumstanced. 
To  tell  the  truth,  I  took  it  for  granted  that  you  were  the  son 
of  good  Lord  Sunbury ;  and  thought  that  you  were,  of 
course,  well  aware  of  all  the  particulars." 

"  Of  none,  Sherbrookc,  of  none,"  replied  Wilton.  "  Sus- 
picions may  have  crossed  my  mind  that  it  is  as  you  sup- 
posed, but  then  many  other  things  tend  to  make  me  believe 
that  such  is  not  the  case.  At  all  events,  one  thing  is  clear 
— I  have  no  family,  no  kindred ;  or  if  I  have  relations,  they 
are  ashamed  of  the  tie  that  binds  me  to  them,  and  volun- 
tarily disown  it." 

"  Pshaw  !  Wilton,"  exclaimed  Lord  Sherbrookc — "  family ! 
What  matters  a  family  }  Make  yourself  one,  Wilton,  The 
best  of  us  can  but  trace  his  lineage  back  to  some  black- 
bearded  Northman,  or  yellow-haired  Saxon,  no  better  than 
a  savage  of  some  cannibal  island  of  the  South  Sea — a  fellow 


102  THE   king's   HIGFIWAY. 

wlio  tore  his  roast  meat  with  unwashed  lingers,  and  never 
knew  the  hixiivy  of  a  clean  shirt.  Make  a  family  for  your- 
self, I  say ;  and  let  the  hundredth  generation  down,  if  the 
world  last  so  long,  boast  that  the  head  of  the  house  was  a 
gentleman,  and  wore  gold  lace  on  his  coat." 

Wilton  smiled,  saying,  "  I  fear  the  prospect  of  progeny, 
Sherbrooke,  will  never  be  held  as  an  equivalent  for  the  re- 
trospect of  ancestors." 

"An  axiom  worthy  of  Aristotle!"  exclaimed  Lord  Sher- 
brooke ;  "  but  here  we  are,  my  dear  Wilton,"  he  continued, 
pulling  up  his  horse  at  the  gates  of  a  house  enclosed  within 
walls,  situated  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  beyond  Chelsea, 
and  somewhat  more  from  the  house  and  grounds  belonging 
at  that  time  to  the  celebrated  Earl  of  Peterborough. 

"  But  what  do  you  intend  to  do  here }"  exclaimed  Wilton, 
at  this  pause. 

"  Oh  !  nothing  but  make  a  call,"  replied  his  companion. 

"  Shall  I  ride  on,  or  wait  till  you  come  back  ?"  demanded 
Wilton. 

''  Oh,  no  ! — come  in,  come  in,"  said  Lord  Sherbrooke — 
"  I  shall  not  be  long,  and  I'll  introduce  you,  if  you  are  not 
acquainted." 

While  he  was  speaking  he  had  rung  the  bell,  and  his  own 
two  servants  with  Wilton's  rode  up  to  take  the  horses. 
Almost  at  the  same  moment  a  porter  threw  open  the  gates, 
and  to  his  companion's  surprise.  Lord  Sherbrooke  asked  for 
the  Duke  of  Gaveston.  The  servant  answered  that  the  Duke 
was  out,  but  that  his  young  lady  was  at  home ;  and  thus  the 
hero  of  our  tale  found  himself  suddenly,  and  even  most  un- 
unwillingly,  brought  to  the  dwelling  of  one  whose  society  he 
certainly  liked  better  than  that  of  any  one  else  on  earth. 

Lord  Sherbrooke  looked  in  his  face  with  a  glance  of  ma- 
licious pleasure ;  and  then,  as  nothing  on  earth  ever  stopped 
him  in  anything  that  he  chose  to  do  or  say,  he  burst  forth 
into  a  gay  peal  of  laughter  at  the  surprise  which  he  saw  de- 
picted on  the  countenance  of  his  friend. 

"  Take  the  horses,"  he  continued,  turning  to  his  own 
servants — take  the  horses  round  to  the  Green  Dragon,  in 
the  lane  behind  the  house,  wet  their  noses,  and  give  them  a 
book  to  read  till  we  come  to  them.  Come,  Wilton,  come  ! 
It  is  quite  fitting,"  he  said,  in  a  lower  tone,  "  that  in  exe- 
cution of  my  plan  I  should  establish  a  character  for  insanity 
in  the  house.  Now  that  fat  porter  with  the  mulberry  nose 
will  go  and  report  to  the  kitchen-maid  that  I  order  my 
horses  a  book  to  read,  and  they  will  decide  that  I  am  mad 
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in  a  minute.  The  news  will  fly  from  kitchen-maid  to  cook, 
and  from  cook  to  housekeeper,  and  from  housekeeper  to 
lady's  maid,  and  from  lady's  maid  to  lady.  There  will  be 
nothing  else  talked  of  in  the  house  but  my  madness ;  and 
when  they  come  to  add  madness  to  badness  they  will  surely 
give  me  up,  if  they  haven't  a  mind  to  add  sadness  to  mad- 
ness likewise." 

While  he  spoke,  they  were  following  a  sort  of  groom  of 
the  chambers,  who,  after  looking  into  one  of  the  rooms  on 
the  ground-floor,  turned  to  Lord  Sherbrooke,  saying,  in  a 
sweet  tone, — 

"  Lady  Laura  is  walking  in  the  gardens  I  see,  my  lord.  I 
will  show  your  lordship  the  way." 

"  So  you  have  the  honour  of  knowing  who  my  lordship  is, 
Mr.  Montgomery  Styles?"  said  Lord  Sherbrooke,  looking 
him  full  in  the  face. 

"  I  beg  your  lordship's  pardon,"  said  the  man,  in  the 
same  mincing  manner  — "  my  name  is  not  Montgomery 
Styles — my  name  is  Josiah  Perkins." 

"  Well,  Jos.  Perkins,"  said  the  young  nobleman,  "  I pra, 
sequor,  which  means,  get  on  as  fast  as  you  can,  Mr.  Perkins, 
and  I'll  come  after ;  though  you  may  tell  me  as  you  go,  how 
it  was  you  discovered  my  lordliness." 

"  Oh  !  by  your  look,  my  lord:  I  should  have  discovered  it 
at  once,"  replied  the  groom  of  the  chambers  ;  "but  his  grace 
told  me  that  your  lordship  was  likely  to  call." 

"  Oh,  ho  !"  ciied  Lord  (Sherbrooke,  with  a  laughing  look 
to  Wilton.  But  the  next  moment  the  servant  threw  open  a 
glass  door,  and  they  issued  forth  into  the  gardens,  which 
were  very  beautiful,  and  extended  down  to  the  river,  filled 
with  fine  old  trees,  and  spread  out  in  soft  green  terraces  and 
gravel  walks.  Lord  Sherbrooke  gazed  round  at  first,  with 
a  look  of  criticising  inquiry,  upon  the  gardens ;  but  the  eyes 
of  Wilton  had  fixed  immediately  upon  the  figure  of  a  lady 
who  was  walking  slowly  along  on  the  terrace,  some  w^ay  be- 
neath them,  at  the  very  edge  of  the  river.  She  did  not 
remark  the  opening  of  the  glass  door  in  the  centre  of  the 
house,  which  was  at  the  distance  of  about  two  hundred  yards 
from  the  spot  where  she  Avas  at  the  time ;  but  continued  her 
walk  Avith  her  eyes  bent  upon  the  ground,  and  one  hand 
playing  negligently  with  the  bracelet  which  encircled  the 
wrist  of  the  other  arm.  Her  thoughts  were  evidently  deeply 
busied  with  matters  of  importance,  at  least  to  herself. 

She  was  walking  slowly,  as  we  have  said — a  thing  that 
none  but  a  high-bred  woman  can  do  with  grace — and  though 
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the  great  beauty  of  her  figure  was,  in  some  degree,  hidden 
by  the  costume  of  the  day,  yet  nothing  could  render  its  easy, 
gliding  motion  aught  but  exquisitely  graceful,  and  (if  I  may 
use  a  far-fetched  term,  but,  perhaps,  the  only  one  that  will 
express  my  meaning  clearly,)  musical  to  the  eye.  Tt  must 
not  be  understood  that,  though  she  was  AAalking  slowly,  the 
grace  with  which  she  did  so  had  anything  of  the  cold  and 
stately  air  which  those  who  assume  it  call  dignity.  Oh  no ! 
it  was  all  easy:  quiet,  but  full  of  youth,  and  health,  and  life  : 
it  was  the  mere  movement  of  a  form,  perfect  in  the  symmetry 
of  every  limb,  under  the  will  of  a  spirit  harmonizing  entirely 
with  the  fair  frame  that  contained  it.  She  walked  slowly  be- 
cause she  was  full  of  deep  thought;  but  no  one  who  beheld 
her  could  doubt  that  bounding  joy  might  in  its  turn  call  forth 
as  much  grace  in  that  young  form  as  the  calmer  mood  now 
displayed. 

Wilton  turned  his  eyes  from  the  lady  to  his  young  com- 
panion, and  he  saw  that  he  was  now  gazing  at  her  too,  and 
that  not  a  little  admiration  was  painted  in  his  countenance. 
Wilton  was  painfully  situated,  and  felt  all  the  awkwardness 
of  the  position  in  which  Lord  Sherbrooke  had  placed  him 
fully.  Yet  how  could  he  act?  he  asked  himself — Avhat  means 
of  escape  did  there  exist?  What  was  the  motive,  too?  what 
the  intentions  of  Lord  Sherbrooke?  for  what  purposes  had 
he  brought  him  there  ?  in  what  situation  might  he  place  him 
next  ? 

All  these,  and  many  another  question,  he  asked  his  own 
heart  as  they  advanced  across  the  green  slopes  and  little 
terraces  towards  that  in  which  the  young  lady  "walked  in 
beauty."  There  was  no  means  for  him  to  escape,  however; 
and  though  he  never  knew  from  one  moment  to  another  what 
would  be  the  conduct  of  Lord  Sherbrooke,  he  was  obliged 
to  go  on,  and  take  his  chance  of  what  that  conduct  might  be. 

When  they  were  about  fifty  yards  from  Lady  Laiu'a,  she 
turned  at  the  end  of  the  walk,  and  then,  for  the  first  time, 
saw  them  as  they  approached;  but  if  the  expression  of  her 
countenance  might  be  believed,  she  saw  them  with  no  great 
pleasure.  An  expression  of  anxiety,  nay,  of  pain,  came 
into  her  beautiful  eyes;  and  as  they  were  tinned  botli  upon 
Lord  Sherbrooke  and  Wilton,  the  latter  came  in  for  his 
share  also  of  that  vexed  look. 

*'  You  see,  Wilton,"  said  Lord  Sherbrooke  in  a  low  voice, 
"  how  angry  she  is  to  behold  you  here.  It  was  for  that  I 
])r<)iight  you.  I  want  to  tease  her  in  all  possible  ways;"  and 
without  waiting  for  any  reply,  he  hurried  his  pace,  and 
advanced  towards  the  lady. 
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She  received  him  with  marked  coldness  and  distance  of 
manner;  but  now  the  difference  in  her  demeanour  towards 
him  and  towards  Wilton  was  strongly  marked — not  that  the 
smile  with  which  she  greeted  the  latter  when  he  came  up 
was  anything  but  very  faint,  yet  her  lip  did  relax  into  a  smile. 

The  colour,  too,  came  up  a  little  into  her  cheek;  and  her 
manner  was  a  little  agitated.  In  short — though  without 
openly  expressing  any  very  great  pleasure  at  seeing  him — 
it  was  evident  that  she  was  not  displeased ;  and  the  secret  of 
the  slight  degree  of  embarrassment  which  she  displayed  was, 
that  for  the  first  moment  or  so  after  she  saw  him,  she  thought 
of  her  mistake  of  the  night  before,  and  of  her  feelings  while 
she  had  imagined  that  the  Duke  had  pointed  him  out  to  her 
as  one  who,  if  she  thought  fit,  might  be  her  future  husband. 

The  lady  soon  conquered  the  momentary  agitation,  how- 
ever; and  the  conversation  went  on,  principally  maintained, 
of  course,  between  herself  and  Lord  Sherbrooke.  Wilton 
would  have  given  worlds  indeed  to  have  escaped,  but  there 
was  no  possibility  of  so  doing.  Lady  Laura  signified  no 
intention  of  returning  to  the  house ;  and  they  continued 
walking  up  and  down  the  broad  gravelled  terrace,  which  of 
all  things  on  earth  affords  the  least  oppoilunity  for  lingering 
behind,  or  escaping  the  embarrassment  of  being  the  one  too 
many. 

Wilton  had  too  much  good  taste  to  suffer  his  annoyance 
to  appear ;  and  though  he  strove  to  avoid  taking  any  greater 
part  in  the  conversation  than  he  could  help,  still  when  he 
joined  in,  what  he  did  say  was  said  with  ease  and  grace. 
Lord  Sherbrooke  forced  him,  indeed,  to  speak  more  than  he 
was  inclined,  and,  to  Lady  Laura,  there  seemed  a  strange 
contrast  between  the  thoughts  and  language  of  the  two. 
The  young  nobleman's  conversation  was  light,  witty,  poig- 
nant, and  irregular.  It  was  like  the  flowing  of  a  shallow 
stream  amongst  bright  pebbles  which  it  causes  to  sparkle, 
and  from  which  it  receives  in  return  a  thousand  various  shades 
and  tints,  but  without  depth  or  vigour;  while  that  of  Wilton 
was  stronger,  more  profound,  more  vigorous  both  in  thouglit 
and  expression,  and  was  like  a  deeper  river  flowing  on  with- 
out so  much  sunshine  and  light,  but  clear,  deep,  and  power- 
ful, and  not  unmusical  either,  between  its  banks. 

It  was  towards  the  latter  that  Lady  Laura  turned  and  lis- 
tened, though  she  could  not  but  smile  at  many  of  the  gay 
sallies  of  him  who  walked  on  the  other  side :  but  it  seemed 
as  if  the  conversation  of  Lord  Sherbrooke  rested  in  the  ear, 
while  that  of  Wilton  sunk  into  the  heart. 

It  would  not  be  very  interesting,  even  if  we  had  time^  to 
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detail  all  that  took  place  upon  that  occasion ;  but  it  must  he 
confessed  that,  though  once  or  twice  Lord  Shei'brooke  felt 
inclined  to  put  forth  all  his  powers  of  pleasing,  out  of  pique 
at  the  marked  preference  which  Lady  Laura  showed  for 
Wilton,  he  in  no  degree  concealed  the  worst  points  of  his 
character.  He  said  nothing,  indeed,  which  could  offend  in 
mere  expression :  but  every  now  and  then  he  suffered  some 
few  words  to  escape  him,  which  clearly  announced  that  the 
ties  of  morality  and  religion  were  in  no  degree  recognised  by 
him  amongst  the  principles  by  which  he  intended  to  guide  liis 
actions.  He  even  forced  the  conversation  into  channels 
which  afforded  an  opportunity  of  expressing  opinions  of  worse 
than  a  dangerous  character.  Constancy,  he  said,  was  all 
very  well  for  a  turtledove,  or  an  old  man  of  seventy  with  a 
young  wife ;  and  as  for  religion,  there  were  certain  people 
paid  for  having  it,  and  he  should  not  trouble  himself  to  have 
any  unless  he  were  paid  likewise.  This  was  not,  indeed,  all 
said  at  once,  nor  in  such  distinct  terms  as  we  have  here  used, 
but  still  the  meaning  was  the  same;  and  whether  expressed 
in  a  jesting  or  more  serious  manner,  that  meaning  could  not 
be  misunderstood. 

Wilton  looked  grave  and  sad  when  he  heard  such  things 
said  to  a  pure  and  high-minded  girl ;  and  Lady  Laura  her- 
self turned  a  little  pale,  and  cast  her  eyes  down  upon  the 
ground  without  reply. 

At  length,  after  this  had  gone  on  for  some  time,  Lord 
Sherbrooke  inquired  for  Lady  Mary  Fenwick,  saying  that  he 
had  hoped  to  see  her  there,  and  to  inquire  after  her  health. 

"Oh,  she  is  here  still,"  replied  Lady  Laura;  "but  she 
complained  of  headache  this  morning,  and  is  sitting  in  the 
little  library.  I  do  not  know  whether  she  would  be  inclined 
to  see  any  one  or  not. 

"  Oh,  she  will  see  me,  beyond  all  doubt,"  exclaimed  Lord 
Sherbrooke — "  no  lady  ever  refuses  to  see  me.  Besides,  her 
great-grandmother,  on  old  Lady  Carlisle's  side,  was  my  great- 
grandfather's forty-fifth  cousin  ;  so  that  we  are  relations.  I 
will  go  and  fmd  her  out.  Stay  you,  Wilton,  and  console  Lady 
Laura,  till  1  come  back  again.     I  shall  not  be  five  minutes." 

Thus  saying,  away  he  darted,  leaving  Lady  Laura  and 
Wilton  alone  in  the  middle  of  the  walk.  The  lady  seemed 
to  hesitate  for  a  moment  what  she  should  do,  Avhether  she 
should  follow  to  the  house  or  not,  and  she  paused  for  an  in- 
stant in  the  walk  ;  but  inclination,  if  the  truth  must  be  said, 
got  the  better  of  what  she  might  consider  strictly  decorous, 
and  after  that  momentary  pause,  she  walked  on  with  Wilton 
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by  her  side.  In  saying  that  it  was  inclination  determined 
her  condnct,  I  did  not  mean  to  say  that  it  was  solely  the 
inclination  to  walk  and  converse  with  Wilton  Brown,  though 
that  had  some  share  in  the  business,  but  there  was  besides, 
an  inclination  to  be  freed  from  the  presence  of  Lord  Sher- 
brooke,  who  had  succeeded  to  a  miracle  in  making  her 
thoroughly  disgusted  with  him. 

As  they  walked  on,  there  was  a  certain  degree  of  embarrass- 
ment hung  over  both  Wilton  and  Laura ;  both  felt,  perhaps, 
that  they  could  be  very  happy  in  each  other's  society,  but 
both  felt  afraid  of  being  too  happy.  With  Wilton,  there 
were  a  thousand  causes  to  produce  that  slight  embarrassment, 
and  with  Lady  Laura  several  also.  But  one,  and  a  very 
principal  cause  was,  that  there  was  something  which  she 
longed  exceedingly  to  say,  and  yet  doubted  whether  she 
ought  to  say  it. 

It  does  not  unfrequently  happen  that  a  person  of  the 
highest  rank  and  station,  possessing  every  quality  to  secure 
friendship,  with  wealth  and  every  gift  of  fortune  at  command, 
surrounded  by  numerous  acquaintances,  and  mingling  with 
a  wide  society,  is  nevertheless  totally  alone  — alone  in  spirit 
and  in  heart — alone  in  thought  and  mind.  Such  was  the 
case  with  Lady  Laura.  It  is  ti'ue  she  had  yet  but  very  little 
experience  of  the  world,  and  her  search  for  a  congenial  spirit 
had  not  been  carried  far  or  prosecuted  long ;  but  she  was  one 
of  those  who  had  learned  to  think  and  to  feel  early.  Her 
mother,  who  had  died  three  years  before,  had  taught  her  to  do 
so,  not  alone  for  her  own  sake,  but  also  for  that  of  her 
father ;  for  the  Duchess  had  early  felt  the  conviction  that 
her  own  life  woidd  be  brief,  and  knew  that  the  mind  and 
character  of  her  daughter  must  have  a  great  effect  upon  the 
Duke,  whom  she  loved  much,  though  she  could  not  venerate 
very  highly. 

With  a  heart,  then,  full  of  deep  and  pure  feelings,  with  a 
mind  not  only  originally  bright  and  strong,  not  only  highly 
cultivated  and  stored  with  fine  tastes,  but  highly  directed  and 
fortified  with  strong  principles,  with  an  enthusiastic  love  of 
everything  that  was  beautifid  and  graceful,  generous,  noble, 
and  dignified — it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  that,  in  the  wide 
society  of  the  capital,  or  amongst  all  the  acquaintances  who 
thronged  her  father's  house,  Lady  Laura  had  seen  no  spirit 
congenial  to  her  own,  no  heart  with  the  same  feelings,  no 
mind  with  the  same  objects.  In  every  one  she  had  met  with, 
there  had  still  been  some  apparent  weakness,  some  worldli- 
ness,  some  selfishness  ;  there  had  been  coldness,  or  apathy, 
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or  want  of  principle,  or  want  of  feeling;  and  the  bright 
enthusiasms  of  her  young  nature  had  been  confined  to  the 
tabernacle  of  her  own  heart. 

She  had  seen  Wilton  Brown  but  seldom,  it  is  true,  but 
nevertheless  she  felt  differently  towards  him  and  other  people. 
There  were  several  causes  which  had  produced  this ;  and 
perhaps,  as  Lady  Laura  was  not  absolutely  an  angel,  his 
personal  appearance  might  have  something  to  do  with  it, 
though  less  than  might  be  supposed.  His  fine  person,  his 
noble  carnage,  his  bright  and  intelligent  countenance,  the 
rapid  variety  of  its  expressions,  the  dignified  character  of 
the  predominant  one  to  which  it  always  returned,  after  those 
more  transient  had  passed  away — all  gave  the  idea  of  there 
being  a  high  heart  and  mind  beneath.  In  the  next  place, 
Wilton  had,  as  we  have  told,  commenced  his  acquaintance 
with  her  by  an  act  of  personal  service,  performed  with  gal- 
lantry, skill,  and  decision,  at  the  risk  of  his  own  life.  In  the 
third  place,  in  all  his  conversation,  as  far  as  she  had  ever 
known  or  remarked,  there  were  those  small  casual  traits  of 
good  feelings,  fine  tastes,  and  strong  principles,  expressed 
sometimes  by  a  single  word,  sometimes  by  a  look  or  gesture, 
which  are  a  thousand-fold  more  convincing,  in  regard  to  the 
real  character  of  the  person,  than  the  most  laboured  harangue, 
or  essav,  or  declaration. 

Thus  it  was  that  Laura  hoped,  and  fancied,  and  believed, 
she  had  now  seen  one  person  upon  earth  whose  feelings, 
thoughts,  and  character  might  assimilate  with  her  own.  Pray 
let  the  reader  understand,  that  I  do  not  mean  to  say  Laura 
was  in  love  with  Wilton  ;  but  she  did  believe  that  he  was  one 
of  those  for  whose  eyes  she  might  draAv  away  a  part  of  that 
customary  veil  with  which  all  people  hide  the  shrine  of  their 
deeper  feelings  from  the  sight  of  the  coarse  multitude. 

There  was  something,  then,  as  we  have  seen,  that  she 
wished  to  say — there  was  something  that  she  believed  she 
might  say,  without  risk  or  wrong.  Jhit  yet  she  hesitated ; 
and  she  and  Wilton  went  on  nearly  to  the  end  of  the  walk  in 
perfect  silence.  At  length  she  cast  a  timid  glance,  first 
towards  the  house  where  Lord  Sherbrooke  was  seen  just 
entering  one  of  the  rooms  from  the  upper  terrace,  and  then 
to  the  face  of  Wilton  Brown,  whose  eye  chanced  at  that 
moment  to  be  upon  her  with  a  look  of  inquiry.  The  look 
gave  her  courage,  and  she  said — 

"  I  am  going  to  say  a  very  odd  thing,  Mr.  Brown,  I 
believe ;  but  your  great  intimacy  with  liOrd  Sherbrooke 
puzzles  me.     He  told  my  father  last  night  that  you  were  his 
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dearest  and  most  intimate  friend.  I  always  thought  that 
friendship  must  proceed  from  a  similarity  of  feelings  and 
pm'suits,  and  I  am  sure,  from  what  I  have  heard  you  say,  at 
least  I  think  I  may  be  sure,  that  you  entertain  ideas  the  most 
opposite  to  those  with  Avhich  he  has  just  ])ained  us." 

Wilton  smiled  somewhat  sadly ;  but  he  did  not  dare  deny 
that  such  opinions  were  Lord  Sherbrooke's  real  ones  ;  for 
his  well-known  conduct  was  too  much  in  accordance  with 
them. 

"  Would  to  Heaven,  dear  lady,"  he  said,  "  that  Sherbrooke 
would  permit  me  to  be  as  much  his  friend  as  I  might  be  !  I 
must  not  deny  that  he  has  many  faults — faults,  I  am  sure,  of 
education  and  habit  alone,  for  his  heart  is  noble,  honourable, 
and  high " 


"  Nay,"  cried  Lady  Laura — "  could  a  noble  or  an  honour- 
able heart  entertain  such  sentiments  as  he  has  just  ex- 
pressed ?" 

"  You  do  not  know  him,  nor  understand  him  yet,  Lady 
Laura,"  replied  Wilton.  "  Most  men  strive  to  make  them- 
selves appear  better  than  they  really  are  :  Sherbrooke  labours 
to  make  himself  appear  worse — not  alone,  Lady  Laura,  in 
his  language— not  alone  in  his  account  of  himself,  but  even 
by  his  very  actions.  I  am  confident  that  he  has  committed 
more  than  one  folly,  for  the  sole  purpose,  if  his  motives  were 
thoroughly  sifted  and  investigated,  of  establishing  a  bad 
reputation." 

"  What  a  sad  vanity  !"  exclaimed  Lady  Laura.  "  On  such 
a  man  no  reliance  can  be  placed.  But  his  plain  declaration, 
a  few  minutes  ago,  is  quite  sufficient  to  mark  his  character, 
I  mean  his  declaration,  that  he  considers  no  vows  taken  to  a 
woman  at  all  binding  on  a  man.  Is  that  the  principle  of  an 
honourable  heart,  Mr.  Brown  ?" 

Wilton  was  silent  for  a  moment,  but  Lady  Laura  evidently 
looked  for  a  reply  ;  and  he  answered  at  length,  "  No,  it  is 
not,  Lady  Laura ;  but  I  fully  believe,  ere  taking  any  such 
vows,  Sherbrooke  would  openly  acknowledge  his  view  of 
them,  and,  having  done  so,  would  look  upon  them  as  mere 
empty  air." 

Lady  Laura  laughed,  evidently  applying  her  companion's 
words  to  her  own  situation  with  Lord  Sherbrooke ;  and 
Wilton,  unwilling  that  one  word  from  his  lips  should  have  a 
tendency  to  thwart  the  purposes  of  the  Earl  of  Byerdale,  in 
a  matter  where  he  had  no  right  to  interfere,  hastened  to  add, 
"  Let  me  assure  you.  Lady  liaurn,  however,  at  the  same  time 
that  I  make  this  acknowledgment  with  regard  to  Sherbrooke, 
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that  I  am  fully  convinced,  if  he  were  to  pledge  his  word  of 
honour  to  keep  those  vows,  he  would  die  rather  than  violate 
that  pledge." 

"  That  is  to  say,"  replied  Lady  Laura,  somewhat  bitterly, 
'•'  that  he  has  erected  an  idol  whose  oracles  he  can  interpret 
as  he  will,  and  calls  it  honour,  denying  that  there  is  any 
other  God.  But  let  us  speak  of  it  no  more,  Mr.  Brown ; 
these  things  make  one  sad," 

Wilton  was  glad  to  speak  of  something  else ;  for  he  felt 
himself  bound  by  every  tie  to  say  all  that  he  could  in  favour 
of  Lord  Sherbrooke ;  and  yet  he  could  not  find  in  his  heart 
to  aid,  in  the  slightest  degree,  in  forwarding  a  scheme  which 
could  end  in  nothing  but  misery  to  the  sweet  and  innocent 
girl  beside  him.  He  changed  the  topic  at  once,  then,  and 
exerted  himself  to  draw  her  mind  away  from  the  matter  on 
which  they  had  just  been  speaking. 

Nevertheless,  that  subject,  while  they  went  on,  remained  in 
the  mind  of  each  ;  and  Lady  Laura  might  have  discovered — 
if  she  had  been  at  all  apprehensive  of  her  own  feelings — that 
it  is  a  dangerous  thing  to  do  as  she  had  done,  and  raise,  for 
any  eye,  even  a  corner  of  that  veil  which  hides  the  heart, 
unless  we  are  inclined  to  raise  it  altogether.  Her  subsequent 
conversation  with  Wilton  took  its  tone  throughout,  entirely 
from  what  had  gone  before.  Without  knowing  it,  or  rather, 
we  should  say,  without  perceiving  it,  they  suffered  it  to  be 
mingled  with  deep  feelings;  shadowed  forth,  perhaps,  more 
than  actually  expressed.  A  softness,  too,  came  over  it — we 
must  not,  though,  perhaps,  we  might,  call  it  a  tenderness : 
the  ceremonious  terms  were  soon  dropped ;  and  because  the 
speakers  would  have  been  obliged  to  use  those  ceremonious 
tenns,  if  they  had  spoken  each  other's  names,  they  seemed 
by  mutual  consent  to  forget  each  other's  names,  and  never 
spoke  them  at  all.  Lady  Laura  did  not  address  him  as 
Mr.  Brown,  and  Wilton  uttered  not  the  words,  "  Lady  liaura." 
From  time  to  time,  too,  she  gazed  up  in  his  face,  to  see  if  he 
understood  what  she  meant  but  could  not  fully  express  ;  and 
he,  while  he  poured  forth  any  of  the  deep  thoughts  long 
treasured  in  his  own  bosom,  looked  often  earnestly  into  her 
countenance,  to  discover  by  the  expression  the  effect  pro- 
duced on  her  mind. 

Lord  Sherbrooke  was  absent  for  more  than  half  an  hour ; 
and,  during  that  half  houi",  Wilton  and  the  lady  had  gone 
farther  on  the  journey  they  were  taking  than  ever  they  had 
gone  yet. — What  journey  .f* 

Cannot  you  divine,  reader  ?     When  Wilton  entered  those 
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gardens,  we  might  boldly  say,  as  we  did  say,  that  he  was  not 
in  love.     When  he  left  them,  we  should  have  hesitated. 

He  would  have  hesitated  himself!  Was  not  that  going  far 
upon  a  journey  I 

However,  Lord  Sherbrooke  at  length  joined  them ;  and 
after  a  moment  more  of  cold  and  ceremonious  leave-taking 
with  Lady  Laura,  he  turned,  and,  accompanied  by  Wilton, 
left  the  house. 

Lady  Laura  remained  upon  the  terrace,  walking  more 
rapidly  than  before,  and  with  her  eyes  bent  upon  the  ground. 
Two  minutes  brought  Wilton  to  the  gates  of  the  court-yard ; 
but  oh,  in  those  two  minutes,  how  his  heart  smote  him,  and 
how  his  brain  reeled  ! 

"  Shall  I  run  for  the  horses,  my  lord  V  cried  the  groom  of 
the  chambers — "Shall  I  go  for  the  horses,  my  lord?"  ex- 
claimed one  of  the  running  footmen  who  was  loitering  in  the 
hall. 

"  No,"  said  Lord  Sherbrooke—"  we  will  walk  and  fetch 
them,  and  taking  Wilton's  arm,  he  sauntered  quietly  on  from 
the  house. 

"  Sherbrooke,  Sherbrooke,  this  is  all  verj^  wrong,"  said 
Wilton,  the  moment  they  were  out  of  hearing. 

"Very  wrong,  Solon!"  exclaimed  Lord  Sherbrooke  — 
"  what  do  you  mean  ?  Heavens  and  earth,  what  a  perverse 
generation  it  is !  When  I  expected  to  be  thanked  over  and 
over  again  for  the  kindest  possible  act,  to  be  told  that  it  is  all 
very  wrong  !  You  ungrateful  villain  !  I  declare  I  have  a  great 
mind  to  turn  round  and  draw  my  sword  upon  you,  and  cut 
your  throat  out  of  pure  fi'iendship.    Very  ^\Tong,  say  you?" 

"  Ay,  very  wrong,  Sherbrooke,"  replied  Wilton.  "  You 
have  placed  me  in  an  unpleasant  and  dangerous  situation, 
and  without  giving  me  notice  or  a  choice,  have  made  me 
co-operate  in  doing  what  I  do  not  think  right." 

"  Pshaw  ! "  cried  Lord  Sherbrooke — "  Pshaw  !  At  your 
heart,  my  dear  Wilton,  you  are  very  much  obliged  to  me ; 
and  if  you  are  not  the  most  ungrateful  and  the  most  fooUsh 
of  all  men  upon  earth,  you  will  take  the  goods  the  gods 
provide  you,  and  make  the  best  use  of  time  and  oppor- 
tunity." 

"  All  I  can  say,  Sherbrooke,"  replied  Wilton,  "  is,  that  I 
shall  never  return  to  that  house  again,  except  for  a  formal 
visit  to  the  Duke." 

"  Fine  resolutions  speedily  broken !"  exclaimed  Lord 
Sherbrooke  :  and  he  was  right. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 


Had  Wilton  Brown  wanted  an  immediate  illustration  of  the 
fragile  nature  of  man's  purposes,  of  how  completely  and 
thoroughly  our  firmest  resolutions  are  the  sport  of  fate  and 
accident,  it  could  have  been  furnished  to  him  within  five 
minutes  after  he  left  the  gates  of  the  house  where  he  had 
paid  an  unintended  visit. 

Lord  Sherbrooke  seemed  perfectly  well  acquainted  with 
the  house  and  its  neighbourhood,  and  led  the  way  round 
through  a  green  lane  at  the  back,  which  presently,  in  one  of 
its  most  sequestered  spots,  offered  to  the  eyes  a  somewhat 
large  old-fashioned  public-house,  standing  back  in  a  small 
paved  court:  while  planted  before  it,  on  the  edge  of  the 
road,  was  a  sign-post,  bearing  on  its  top  the  effigy  of  a  huge 
green  dragon. 

Now,  whether  it  be  from  some  unperceived  association  in 
the  minds  of  the  English  people  between  the  chimerical 
gentleman  we  have  lately  mentioned  and  the  patron  saint  of 
this  island,  who,  it  seems,  if  all  tales  were  told,  was  not  a 
bit  better  than  the  dragon  that  he  slew  ;  or  for  what  other 
reason  I  know  not,  yet  there  is  no  doubt  of  the  fact,  that  in 
all  ages  English  vintners  have  had  a  particular  predilection 
for  green  dragons  ;  and  that  name  was  so  commonl}^  attached 
to  a  public-house,  in  those  days,  that  it  had  not  at  all  struck 
Wilton  Brown  that  the  Green  Dragon  to  which  Lord  Sher- 
brooke ordered  the  horses  to  be  led,  was  that  very  identical 
Green  Dragon  Avhcre  his  acquaintance  Mr.  Green  had  given 
him  the  rendezvous. 

He  might  not,  indeed,  have  heard  Lord  Sherbrooke's 
order  at  all ;  but  it  is  still  more  probable,  that  he  only  did 
not  attend  to  it,  as  all  his  thoughts  were  taken  up  at  the 
moment  by  the  discovery  of  what  place  Lord  Sherbrooke 
had  brought  him  to.  It  now,  however,  struck  him — when  he 
saw  the  Green  Dragon  standing  in  the  Gi'een  Lane,  precisely 
as  it  had  been  described  by  Green — that  it  might  very  likely 
be  the  identical  house  to  wliich  he  had  been  directed  ;  and 
on  asking  Lord  Sherbrooke  wliat  was  the  name  of  the 
mansion  they  had  just  visited,  the  matter  was  placed  beyond 
doubt  by  his  replying,  "  Beaufort  House.  The  Duke  only 
hires  it  for  a  time." 

Brown  liesitated  now  for  an  instant,  as  to  how  lie  should 
act.     His  watch  told  him  that  it  was  close  upon  the  hour  to 
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the  appointment :  curiosity  raised  her  voice  :  the  natural 
longing  after  kindred  had  also  its  influence  ;  and  if  the 
society  of  Lord  Sherbrooke  was  any  impediment,  that  was 
instantly  removed  by  the  young  nobleman  saying,  "  Come, 
Wilton,  as  you  are  an  unsociable  devil,  and  seem  out  of 
temper,  I  shall  leave  you  to  ride  home  by  yourself — The 
truth  is,"  he  added,  after  a  moment's  pause,  "  I  am  going 
upon  an  expedition,  that  the  character  I  have  given  myself 
to  my  fair  Lady  Laura  may  be  fully  and  completely  esta- 
blished on  the  day  that  it  is  given." 

"  Nay,  Sherbrooke,  nay !"  cried  Wilton—"  I  hope  and 
trust  such  is  not  the  case." 

The  other  only  laughed,  and  called  loudly  for  his  servants 
and  horses. 

Well  disciplined  to  his  prompt  and  fiery  disposition,  his 
grooms  led  the  horses  out  in  a  moment,  and  the  young 
nobleman  sprang  into  the  saddle.  Before  his  right  foot  was 
in  the  stirrup,  he  had  touched  the  horse  wdth  the  spur,  and 
away  he  went  like  lightning,  weaving  his  hand  to  Wilton 
with  a  light  laugh. 

Wilton's  horses  and  groom  had  appeared  also,  but  he 
paused  before  the  door  without  mounting;  and  the  next 
moment,  a  fat,  well-looking  host,  as  round,  as  well  fed,  and 
as  rosy,  as  beef,  beer,  and  good  spirits,  ever  made  the  old 
English  innkeeper,  appeared  at  the  door  in  his  white  night- 
cap and  apron,  and  approaching  the  young  gentleman,  in- 
vited him  in  with  what  seemed  a  meaning  look. 

"  Perhaps  I  may  come  in,"  replied  Wilton,  "  and  taste 
your  good  ale,  landlord." 

"  Sir,  the  ale  is  both  honovu'ed  and  honourable,"  replied 
the  host.  "  I  can  assure  you  many  a  high  gentleman  tastes 
it  at  the  Green  Dragon." 

Bidding  his  servant  lead  the  horse  up  and  down  before 
the  door,  Wilton  slowly  entered  the  well-sanded  passage, 
and  passed  through  the  doorway  of  a  room  to  which  the 
landlord  pointed.  The  moment  he  entered,  he  heard  voices 
speaking  very  loud,  there  being  nothing  apparently  between 
that  and  the  adjoining  chamber  but  a  veiy  thin  partition  of 
wood-work.  The  landlord  hemmed  and  coughed  aloud,  and 
Wilton  made  his  footfalls  sound  as  heavily  as  possible,  but 
all  in  vain :  the  person  who  was  speaking  went  on  in  the 
same  tone ;  and  before  the  landlord  could  get  out  of  the 
room  again  and  down  the  passage  to  the  door  of  the  next 
chamber,  which  was  some  way  farther  on,  Wilton  distinctly 
heard  the  words,  "  Nonsense,  Sir  George  !  don't  attempt  to 
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cajole  me  !  I  tell  you,  I  will  have  nothing  to  do  Nnth  it. 
To  bring  in  foreigners  is  bad  enough,  when  we  are  quite 
strong  enough  to  do  it  without:  but  I  will  take  no  man's 
blood  but  in  fair  fight." 

"  Well !"  exclaimed  the  other,  in  the  same  loud  and 
vehement  manner — "  you  know,  sir,  I  could  hang  you  if  I 
liked !" 

At  that  moment  the  door  was  evidently  opened,  and  the 
landlord's  voice,  exclaiming,  "Hush!  hush!"  was  heard; 
but  he  could  not  stop  the  reply,  which  was, — 

"  I  know  that !  But  I  could  hang  you,  too ;  so  that  we 
are  each  pretty  safe.  This  is  that  villain  Charnock's  doing. 
Tell  him  I  will  blow  his  brains  out  the  first  time  I  meet  him, 
for  spoiling,  by  his  bloody-minded  villany,  one  of  the  most 

hopeful  plans " 

But  the  landlord's  "  Hush !  hush  !"  was  again  repeated, 
and  the  voices  were  thenceforth  moderated,  though  the  dis- 
cussion seemed  still  to  endure  some  time. 

Wilton's  curiosity  was  now  more  excited  than  ever;  and 
when  the  landlord  brought  him  a  foaming  jug  of  ale,  together 
with  a  long  Venice  glass  having  a  wavy  pearl-coloured  line 
up  the  stalk,  he  asked  the  simple  question,  "  Is  Mr.  Green 
here  ?" 

On  this  the  landlord  put  down  his  head,  saying,  in  a  low 
voice,  "  The  Colonel  will  be  with  you  directly :  he  expects 
you,  sir." 

"  The  Colonel !"  thought  Brown — "  this  is  a  new  dignity. 
However,  with  his  state  and  station  I  have  little  to  do,  if  I 
could  but  discover  my  own." 

At  the  end  of  about  five  minutes  the  conversation  in  the 
other  room  ceased,  and  in  a  moment  or  two  more  the  door 
was  opened,  and  Green  made  his  appearance.  We  have  so 
accurately  described  him  before  that  we  should  not  pause 
upon  his  appearance  now,  had  there  not  been  a  great  change 
in  his  dress,  which  had  such  an  effect  as  to  render  it  scarcely 
possible  to  recognise  him. 

Now,  instead  of  a  military-looking  sTiit  of  green,  he  had  on 
a  long-waisted  broad-cut  coat  of  black,  with  jet  buttons  ;  a 
light-coloured  periwig  filled  full  of  powder ;  black  breeches 
and  silk  stockings,  and  a  light  black-hilted  sword.  In  fact, 
he  bore  much  more  the  appearance  of  a  French  lawyer  of 
that  day  than  anything  else.  The  features,  indeed,  were 
there  ;  but  it  was  wonderful  what  the  highly-powdered  wig 
bad  done  to  soften  the  strong-marked  lines  of  his  face,  and 
to  l^lanch  the  weather-beaten  appearance  of  his  complexion. 
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The  suit  of  black,  too,  made  him  look  thinner  and  even 
taller  than  he  really  was  ;  and  on  his  first  entrance  into  the 
room,  Wilton  certainly  did  not  know  him. 

"  You  have  come  before  your  time,"  he  said,  "  though 
pei'haps  it  is  as  well,  for  I  must  go  out  as  soon  as  it  is  dusk ;" 
and  as  he  spoke  he  cast  himself  into  a  chair,  fixed  his  eyes 
upon  some  scanty  embers  which  were  smouldering  in  the 
grate,  and  fell  into  a  deep  and  apparently  painful  fit  of 
thought.  His  broad  but  heavy  brow  was  knitted  with  a 
wrinkled  frown ;  the  muscles  of  his  face  worked  from  time  to 
time  ;  and  Wilton  could  see  the  sinews  of  his  large  pcnverfid 
hand,  as  it  lay  upon  his  knee,  standing  out  like  cords, 
though  he  uttered  not  a  word. 

After  pausing  for  a  moment  or  two,  his  companion  thought 
it  time  to  recal  this  strange  acquaintance  to  the  subject  of 
his  coming,  and  said,  "  You  told  me  I  might  see  some  of  my 
old  friends  here,  Mr.  Green.  Let  me  remind  you  it  grows 
late." 

"  Don't  be  impatient,  my  good  boy,"  replied  the  other,  ab- 
stractedly, at  the  same  time  rising  and  drinking  a  deep 
draught  of  the  ale — "  you  shall  see  some  of  your  old  ft'iends  ! 
Don't  you  see  me  ?" 

"  Yes,"  replied  Wilton,  "  you  are  an  acquaintance,  cer- 
tainly, of  some  months,  but  nothing  more  that  I  know  of." 

"  Well,  well,  do  not  be  impatient,  I  say,"  answered  Green 
— "  you  shall  see  some  one  else,  if  I  don't  satisfy  you.  But 
you  are  before  your  time,  as  I  said." 

He  had  scarcely  spoken,  when  the  door  of  the  little  room 
opened  once  more,  and  a  woman  apparently  of  no  \evy  high 
class,  and  considerably  advanced  in  years,  so  as  to  be  some- 
what decrepit,  came  in.  She  was  dressed  in  a  large  grey 
cloak  of  common  serge,  w  ith  a  stick  in  her  hand,  and  mittens 
on  her  hands,  while  over  her  head  was  a  large  black  wimple 
or  hood,  which  covered  a  great  part  of  her  face. 

The  moment  Green  saw  her,  he  crossed  over,  and  said  in 
a  low  but  not  inaudible  voice,  "  Not  a  word,  till  all  this 
business  is  over  !  They  will  ruin  the  cause  and  themselves, 
and  all  that  are  engaged  with  them,  by  committing  all  sorts 
of  crimes.  It  wOl  plunge  him  into  the  greatest  dangers,  if 
you  say  a  word." 

Much  of  what  he  said  was  heard  by  Brown ;  and  in  the 
meantime  Green  aided  the  woman  to  disembarrass  herself  of 
her  hood  and  cloak,  taking  the  staff'  out  of  her  hand,  and  at 
the  same  time  turning  the  key  of  the  door.  The  moment 
that  he  did  so,  his  female  companion  drew  herself  up;  the 
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appearance  of  bowed  decrepitude  vanished ;  and  she  stood 
before  Brown  a  tall  graceful  woman,  apparently  scarcely 
forty  years  of  age,  with  a  countenance  still  beautiful,  and  a 
dcmeanoiu-  whicli  left  no  doubt  of  the  society  with  which  at 
one  time  she  must  have  mingled. 

Of  Wilton  himself  the  lady  had  as  yet  had  but  once  glance, 
as  she  first  entered  the  room ;  for,  ever  since.  Green  had 
stood  between  them  so  that  she  could  not  see.  When  she 
did  behold  him  fully,  however,  she  gazed  upon  him  earnestly, 
clasping  her  hands,  and  exclaiming,  "  Is  it — is  it  possible  ?" 

The  next  moment  her  feelings  seemed  to  overpower  her — 
"  Oh  yes,  yes,"  she  cried,  advancing — "  it  is  he  himself — the 
same  dear,  blessed  likeness  of  the  dead '."  and  casting  her 
anns  round  the  young  gentleman's  neck,  she  wept  long  and 
profusely  on  his  bosom. 

Wilton  was  surprised  and  agitated,  as  may  well  be  con- 
ceived. He  was  not  sufficiently  ignorant  of  the  world  not  to 
know  that  there  are  a  thousand  tricks  and  artifices  daily  prac- 
tised, which  assume  such  appearances  as  the  scene  now  per- 
fonning  before  him  displayed.  He  might,  indeed,  have 
entei'tained  suspicions  of  all  sorts  of  transformations  and 
disguises;  but  there  was  an  earnestness,  a  truth,  in  the  lady's 
manner  that  Avas  in  itself  convincing,  and  there  was  something 
more,  also — there  was  a  most  extraordinary  resemblance  in 
her  whole  face  and  person  to  the  picture  which  we  have 
before  mentioned  in  the  house  of  the  Earl  of  Sunbury.  The 
features  were  the  same,  the  height,  the  figure :  the  eyes  were 
the  same  colour,  there  was  the  same  peculiar  expression 
about  the  mouth,  and  the  only  difference  seemed  to  be  the 
difference  of  age.  The  picture  represented  a  girl  of  eighteen 
or  nineteen:  the  person  who  stood  beside  him  must  have 
seen  Avell  nigh  forty  summers. 

Though  the  likeness  was  complete,  there  was  a  certain 
difference.  Have  we  not  all  beheld  a  beautiful  scene  spread 
out  in  the  morning  light,  full  of  radiance,  and  sparkling,  and 
glorious  sunshine }  and  have  we  not  seen  a  grey  cloud  creep 
over  the  sky,  leaving  the  landscape  the  same,  but  taking  fi-om 
it  the  resplendent  beams  in  which  it  shone  at  first.''  So  did  it 
seem  with  her.  All  appeared  the  same  as  in  the  bright  being 
whom  the  ])ainter  had  depicted  in  her  gay  day  of  youth ;  but 
that  Time  had  since  brought,  as  it  were,  a  grey  shadow  over 
the  loveliness  which  it  could  not  take  away. 

All  these  things  took  from  Wilton  every  doubt;  and  after 
he  had  suffered  the  lady  for  a  moment  to  give  way  to  her 
feelings  without  a  word:  even  throwing  his  arm  slightly  round 
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her,  and  pressing  her  towards  him,  he  said,  "  Are  you — are 
you  my  mother? 

"  Alas  !  no,  my  dear  boy,"  she  replied,  raising  her  head 
and  wiping  away  the  tears,  while  the  colour  rose  slightly  in 
her  cheek.  "  I  am  not  your  mother,  but  one  who  has  loved 
you  scarcely  less  than  ever  mother  loved  her  son ;  one  who 
nursed  and  fondled  you  in  infancy ;  one  who  has  now  come 
from  another  land  but  for  the  sake  of  seeing  you,  and  of 
holding  once  more  to  her  heart  the  nursling  of  other  years, 
even  more  sad  and  terrible  than  these." 

"  From  another  land !"  said  Wilton,  thoughtfully,  while 
through  the  dim  and  misty  vista  of  the  past,  strange  figures 
seemed  to  move  before  his  eyes,  as  if  suddenly  called  up  out 
of  the  darkness  of  oblivion  by  some  enchanter's  voice. 
"Another  land!"  he  said,  thoughtfully  —  "Your  face  and 
your  voice  seem  to  wake  strange  memories.  I  think,  I 
remember  having  been  with  you  in  another  land,  and  I 
recollect — surely  I  recollect,  a  pretty  cottage  with  a  rose-tree 
at  the  door — a  rose-tree  in  full  bloom;  and  tying  the  knot  of 
an  officer's  scarf,  and  his  holding  me  long  to  his  heart,  and 
blessing  me  again  and  again " 

"  Before  he  went  to  battle '."  said  the  lady,  "  before  he  went 
to  death !"  Her  voice  became  choked  in  suffocating  sobs, 
and  she  wept  again  long  and  bitterly. 

"  Nay,  but  tell  me  more,"  said  Wilton — "  in  pity,  tell  me 
more.  Do  I  not  surely  recollect  his  face,  too  ?"  and  he  pointed 
to  Green,  "  and  the  sparkling  sea-shore?  and  sailing  long 
upon  the  ocean?     Tell  me  more,  oh,  tell  me  more!" 

"  I  must  not  yet,  Wilton,"  she  replied — "  I  must  not  yet. 
They  tell  me  it  is  dangerous,  and  I  believe  it  is.  Struggles 
must  soon  take  place,  changes  must  inevitably  ensue,  and  I 
would  not — no,  not  for  all  the  world,  I  would  not  that  your 
young  life  should  be  plunged  into  those  terrible  contentions, 
which  have  swallowed  up,  as  a  dark  whirlpool,  the  existence 
of  so  many  of  your  race.  If  our  hopes  be  true,  the  way  to 
fortune  and  rank  will  be  open  to  you  at  once :  or  there  is  no 
such  a  thing  as  gratitude  in  the  world.  If  not,  you  will  have 
the  means  of  living  in  quiet  and  tranquillity,  and  if  you  will, 
of  struggling  for  higher  things;  for  within  six  months  the 
whole  shall  be  told  to  you.  Ask  me  not!  ask  me  not!"  she 
added,  seeing  him  about  to  speak — "  I  have  promised  in  this 
matter  to  be  guided  by  others,  and  I  must  sny  no  more." 

"But  who  is  he?"  continued  Wilton,  pointing  to  Green. 

The  lady  looked  first  at  him,  and  then  at  their  companion, 
with  a  faint,  even  a  melancholy,  smile. 
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"  He  is  one,"  she  replied,  "  whom  you  must  trust,  for  he 
has  ever  guided  others  better  and  more  successfully  than  he 
has  guided  himself     He  is  one  who  has  every  title  to  direct 

"  This  is  all  very  strange,"  said  Wilton,  "  and  it  is  painful, 
too.  You  do  not  know — you  cannot  tell,  how  painful  it  is 
to  live,  as  it  were,  in  a  dark  cloud,  knowing  nothing  either  of 
the  future  or  the  past." 

The  lady  looked  down  sadly  upon  the  ground. 

"  There  are,  sometimes,"  she  said,  "  certainties  which  are 
far  more  terrible  than  doubts.  Be  contented,  Wilton,  till  you 
hear  more :  when  you  do  hear  more,  you  will  hear  much  pain- 
ful matter ;  you  will  have  much  to  undergo,  and  you  will  need 
courage,  detennination,  and  strength  of  mind.  In  the  mean- 
while, as  from  your  earliest  years,  careful,  anxious,  zealous, 
eyes  have  watched  over  you,  marked  your  every  movement, 
traced  your  every  step,  even  while  you  thought  yourself 
abandoned,  forgotten,  and  neglected :  so  shall  it  be  till  the 
whole  is  explained  to  you.  Thenceforth  you  will  rule  your 
own  conduct,  judge,  determine,  and  act  for  yourself.  We 
know,  we  are  sure,  that  you  will  act  nobly,  uprightly,  and 
well  in  the  meanwhile,  and  that  you  will  do  no  deed  which 
at  a  future  period  may  not  befit  any  station  and  any  race  to 
acknowledge." 

Wilton  mused  deeply  for  several  moments,  and  then  raising 
his  eyes  to  the  lady's  face,  he  demanded,  in  a  low  tone — 
"  Answer  me  only  one  question  more.  Am  I  the  son  of  Lord 
Sunbury  ?" 

The  blood  rushed  violently  up  into  the  lady's  countenance. 

"  Lord  Sunbiuy  was  never  married,"  she  exclaimed — "was 
he.?" 

"  I  know  not,"  rejdied  Wilton — "  all  I  ask  is,  am  I  his  son  ? 
I  ask  it,  because  he  has  shown  me  generous  kindness,  care, 
and  consideration ;  and  at  times  I  have  seen  him  gazing  in 
my  face,  when  he  thought  1  did  not  remark  it,  as  if  there  were 
some  deeper  feelings  in  his  bosom  than  mere  friendship.  Yet 
I  cannot  say  that  he  has  ever  taught  me  to  look  upon  myself 
as  his  son." 

"  Your  imagination  is  only  leading  you  into  a  labyrinth, 
Wilton,"  replied  the  personage  calling  himself  Green,  "  from 
which  you  will  find  it  difficult  to  extricate  yourself  Be  con- 
tented with  what  you  know,  and  ask  no  more." 

"  I  much  wish,  and  I  do  entreat,"  replied  Wilton,  "  that 
you  would  give  me  an  answer  to  the  question  I  have  asked. 
There  might  be  circumstances — indeed,  I  may  say,  that  cir- 
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cumstances  are  very  likely  to  occur,  in  which  it  would  be 
absolutely  necessary  for  me  to  know  what  claim  I  have  upon 
the  Earl  of  Sunbury.  I  have  never  yet  asked  him  for  any- 
thing of  importance;  but  I  foresee  that  the  time  may  soon 
come  when  I  may  have  to  demand  of  him  what  1  would  not 
venture  to  demand,  did  I  consider  myself  but  the  claimless 
child  of  his  bounty." 

The  lady  looked  at  Green,  and  Green  at  her,  and  they 
paused  for  several  minutes.  At  length  she  answered,  "  I  will 
give  you  a  claim  upon  Lord  Sunbury ;"  and  she  took  from 
her  finger  a  large  ring,  such  as  were  commonly  woi*n  in  those 
days,  presenting  on  on6  side  a  shield  of  black  enamel  sur- 
rounded with  brilliants,  and  in  the  centre  a  cipher,  formed 
also  of  small  diamonds.  "  Keep  this,"  said  the  lady,  "  till 
all  is  explained  to  you,  Wilton,  and  then  return  it  to  me. 
Shoidd  the  Earl's  assistance  be  required  in  anything  of  vital 
importance,  show  him  that  ring,  if  he  be  in  England,  or  if  he 
be  abroad,  tell  him  that  you  possess  it,  and  beseech  him  by 
all  the  thoughts  which  that  may  call  up  in  his  mind,  to 
aid  vou  to  the  utmost  of  his  power. — I  think  he  will  not  fail 

you." 

Wilton  was  about  to  answer;  and  though  it  was  now  grow- 
ing dusk,  he  might  have  lingered  on  much  longer,  striving  to 
gain  more  information,  but  at  that  moment  there  came  a 
soimd  of  many  feet  at  the  passage,  and  the  voice  of  some  one 
speaking  apparently  to  the  landlord,  and  demanding,  — 
"  Who  the  devil's  horses  are  those  walking  up  and  down 
there  ?" 

Almost  at  the  same  time,  a  hand  was  laid  upon  the  latch 
of  the  door,  and  it  would  have  been  thrown  open,  had  not 
Green  previously  taken  the  precaution  of  locking  it.  He  now 
partially  opened  it,  however,  and  spoke  a  few  words  to  those 
without. 

"  Go  into  the  next  room,"  he  said ;  "  go  into  the  next  room 
— I  will  be  with  you  directly."  He  then  closed  the  door 
again,  and  turning  to  Wilton,  took  him  by  the  arm,  saying, 
"  Now  mount  your  horse,  and  be  gone  instantly :  your  time 
for  staying  here  is  over;  make  the  best  of  your  way  home, 
without  delay ;  and  only  remember,  that  whenever  we  meet  in 
future,  you  do  not  appear  to  know  me,  unless  I  speak  to  you. 
Should  you  want  advice,  direction,  and  assistance — and  re- 
member, that  though  poor  and  powerless  as  I  seem,  I  may 
know  more,  and  be  able  to  do  far  more,  than  you  imagine — 
ask  for  me  here ;  or  the  first  time  you  see  me,  lay  your  finger 
upon  that  ring  which  she  has  given  you,  and  I  will  find  means 
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to  learn  your  wishes,  and  to  promote  them  instantly — Now 
you  must  go  at  once." 

Wilton  saw  that  the  attempt  to  learn  more,  at  that  moment, 
would  be  vain :  but  before  he  departed,  he  took  the  lady  by 
the  hand,  bidding  her  adieu,  and  saying,  "  At  all  events,  I 
have  one  consolation.  Since  1  came  here,  I  feel  less  lonely 
in  the  world ;  I  feel  that  there  are  some  to  whom  I  am  dear ; 
and  yet  I  would  fain  ask  you  one  thing  more.  It  is,  how, 
when  I  think  of  you,  I  shall  name  you  in  my  thoughts.  Your 
image  will  be  frequently  before  me ;  the  affection  which  you 
have  shown  me,  the  words  you  have  spoken,  will  never  be 
forgotten.  But  there  is  a  pleasure  in  connecting  all  those 
remembrances  with  a  name.  It  seems  to  render  them  definite ; 
to  give  them  a  habitation  in  the  heart  for  ever." 

"  Call  me  Helen,"  replied  the  lady,  quickly.  "  Where  I 
now  dwell  they  call  me  the  Lady  Helen.  I  must  not  add 
any  more ;  and  now  adieu,  for  it  is  time  that  both  you  and  I 
should  leave  this  place." 

Green  once  more  urged  him  to  depart ;  and  Brown,  with 
his  curiosity  not  satisfied,  but  even  more  excited  than  ever, 
quitted  the  house,  mounted  his  horse,  and  rode  away  slowly 
towards  his  own  dwelling,  meditating  as  he  went. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

"Onward!  onward!"  cries  the  voice  of  youth;  whether  it 
may  be  that  the  days  are  bright,  passing  in  joy  and  tranquil- 
lity, and  we  can  say  with  the  gi'catest  French  poet  of  the 
present  day  —  ay,  the  greatest,  however  it  may  seem — 
Beranger, 

"  Sur  une  onde  tranquille, 

Voguant  soir  et  matin, 
Ma  nacelle  est  docile 

Au  souffle  du  destin. 
La  voile  s'enfle-t-elle, 

J'abandonne  le  bord. 
(O  doux  zc'phir,  sois-moi  fidele!)   • 
Eh  !  vogue,  ma  nacelle ; 

Nous  trouverons  un  port" — 

or  whether  the  morning  is  overcast  with  clouds  and  storms, 
still  "  Onward  !  onward  !"  is  the  cry,  either  in  the  ho])e  of 
gaining  new  joys,  or  to  escape  the  sorrows  that  surround  us. 
It  is  for  age  to  stretch  back  the  longing  arms  towards  the 
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Past:  the  fate  of  youth  is  to  bound  forward  to  meet  the 
Future. 

Wilton  reached  his  home,  and  bending  down  his  head 
upon  his  hands,  passed  more  than  an  hour  in  troublous  me- 
ditation. All  was  confused  and  turbid.  Tlie  stream  of 
thought  was  like  a  mountain  torrent,  suddenly  swelled  by 
rains,  overflowing  its  banks,  knowing  no  restraint,  no  longer 
clear  and  bright,  but  dark  and  foaming  and  whirling  in  rapid 
and  uncertain  eddies  round  every  object  that  it  touched  upon. 
The  scene  at  Beaufort  House,  the  thought  of  Laura,  and  all 
that  had  been  said  there,  mingled  strangely  and  wildly  with 
everything  that  had  taken  place  afterwards,  and  nothing 
seemed  certain,  but  all  confused,  and  indistinct,  and  vague. 
But  still  there  came  a  cry  from  the  bottom  of  his  heart:  the 
cry  of  "  Onward !  onward !  onward !  towards  the  fated 
future  !" 

Nor  was  that  cry  the  less  vehement  or  less  importunate 
because  he  had  no  power  whatsoever  to  advance  or  retard 
the  coming  events  by  a  single  hour :  nor  had  it  less  influence 
because — unlike  most  men,  who  generally  have  some  lamp, 
however  dim,  to  give  them  light  into  the  dark  cavei'us  of  the 
future — he  had  not  even  one  faint  ray  of  probability  to  show 
him  what  was  before  his  footsteps. 

On  the  contrary,  the  yearning  to  reach  that  future,  to  pass 
on  through  that  darkness  to  some  brighter  place  beyond,  was 
all  the  more  strong  and  urgent.  In  short,  excited  imagina- 
tion had  produced  some  hope,  without  the  slightest  proba- 
bility to  foster  it.  He  had  even  been  told  that  he  was  to 
expect  information  of  a  painful  kind.  Not  one  word  had 
been  said  to  give  him  the  expectation  of  a  bright  destiny : 
and  yet  there  was  something  so  sweet,  so  happy,  in  having 
found  any  one  whose  tenderness  had  been  bestowed  upon 
his  infant  years,  and  whose  affection  had  remained  unchanged 
by  time  and  absence,  that  hope — as  hope  always  is — was 
born  of  happiness;  and  though  that  hope  was  wild,  uncer- 
tain, and  unfounded,  it  made  the  natural  eagerness  of  youth 
all  the  more  eager. 

When  he  lay  down  to  rest  he  slept  not,  but  still  many  a 
vision  floated  before  his  waking  eyes,  and  thought  made  the 
night  seem  short.  On  the  following  morning  he  was  early 
up  and  dressed;  but  by  seven  o'clock  a  note  was  put  into 
his  hand,  in  a  writing  which  he  did  not  know.  On  opening 
it,  however,  he  found  it  to  contain  a  request,  couched  in  the 
most  courteous  terms,  fi'om  the  Duke  of  Gaveston,  that  he 
would  call  upon  him  immediately,  and  before  he  went  to  the 
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house  of  Lord  Byerdale.  There  was  scarcely  time  to  do  so ; 
but  he  instantly  ordered  his  horse,  and  galloped  to  Beaufort 
House  as  fast  as  possible.  He  was  ushered  immediately  into 
a  small  saloon,  and  thence  into  the  dressing-room  of  the 
Duke,  whom  he  found  in  a  state  of  considerable  agitation, 
and  evidently  embarrassed  even  in  explaining  to  him  what 
he  wanted. 

"  I  have  sent  for  you,  Mr.  Brown,"  he  said, — "  I  have  sent 
for  you  to  speak  on  a  matter  that  may  be  of  great  conse- 
quence:— not  that  I  know  that  it  will  be — not  that  T  have 
heard  anything — for  I  would  not  hear,  after  I  found  out  what 
was  the  great  object;  but — but " 

Wilton  was  inclined  to  imagine  that  some  unexpected 
obstacles  had  occurred  in  regard  to  the  proposed  alliance 
between  the  families  of  the  Duke  and  of  the  Earl  of  Byerdale, 
and  he  certainly  felt  no  inclination  to  aid  in  removing  those 
obstacles.  He  replied,  therefore,  coldly  enough,  "  If  there 
is  anything  in  which  1  can  serve  your  grace,  1  am  sure  it 
will  give  me  much  pleasure  to  do  so." 

His  coldness,  however,  only  seemed  to  increase  the  Duke's 
eagerness  and  also  his  agitation. 

"  You  can,  indeed,  Mr.  Brown,"  he  said,  "  render  me  the 
very  greatest  service,  and  I'm  sure  you  are  an  honourable  and 
an  upright  man,  and  will  not  refuse  me.  If  you  had  explained 
yourself  more  clearly  the  night  before  last,  I  am  sure  I 
would  have  taken  your  advice  at  once,  and  would  not  have 
gone  at  all ;  but,  as  it  is,  I  stayed  not  a  moment  longer  than 
I  could  help,  and  have  now  broken  with  Fenwick  and  Barklay 
for  ever.  They  vow  that  I  am  pledged  to  their  cause,  and 
must  take  a  part,  but  they  will  find  themselves  mistaken." 

Wilt(jn  now  found  that  the  good  nobleman's  fancy  had 
misled  him,  and  that  his  agitation  arose  from  something 
that  had  taken  place  at  the  meeting  at  the  Old  King's  Head, 
in  regard  to  which  he  certainly  knew  nothing,  nor  indeed 
wished  to  know  anything.  He  replied,  however,  somewhat 
mor(!  warmly, — 

"  In  regard  to  these  transactions,  my  lord  duke,  I  know 
nothing,  as  I  before  informed  you:  but  if  you  will  tell  me 
how  I  can  serve  you,  I  will  do  it  with  pleasure." 

"  I  was  sure  you  would,  Mr.  Brown,  I  was  sure  you 
would,"  said  the  Duke.  "  You  can  do  me  the  greatest  ser- 
vice, my  dear  young  friend,  by  promising  me  positively  upon 
your  word  of  honour  n(!ver  to  mention  to  any  one  that  I 
went  to  this  meeting  at  the  Old  King's  Head,  or,  in  fact,  that 
I  knew  anything  about  it.     I  especially  could  wish  that  it  be 
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not  mentioned  to  the  Earl  of  Byerdale ;  for  I  know  that  he 
is  a  very  fierce  and  vindictive  man,  and  I  do  not  wish  to  put 
myself  in  his  power,  just  at  present,  above  all  times.  Nobody 
on  earth  knows  it  but  you  and  the  people  engaged  in  the 
affair,  whose  mouths  are  stopped,  of  course.  We  left  the 
carriage  on  this  side  of  Paul's,  and  I  sent  the  two  running  foot- 
men different  ways,  so  that,  if  you  give  rae  your  honour,  I  am 
quite  safe." 

"  I  give  you  my  honour,  most  assuredly,  my  lord  duke," 
replied  Wilton,  "  that  I  will  never,  under  any  circumstances, 
or  at  any  time,  mention  one  word  of  that  which  has  taken 
place  between  us  on  the  subject.  Rest  perfectly  sure  of  that. 
Indeed,  I  know  nothing;  I  therefore  have  nothing  to  tell. 
But,  at  all  events,  I  will  utter  not  one  word.'' 

"  Thank  you,  thank  you !"  cried  the  Duke,  grasping  his 
hand  with  joy  and  enthusiasm — "  thank  you,  thank  you  a 
thousand  times,  my  dear  young  friend!"  and  in  the  excite- 
ment of  the  moment,  in  his  dressing-gown  and  slippers  as 
he  was,  he  led  Wilton  out  to  the  room  where  his  daughter 
was  seated,  and  without  any  explanation  informed  her  that 
he,  Wilton,  was  one  of  his  best  and  dearest  friends.  He 
then  rushed  back  again  to  conclude  the  little  that  wanted  to 
the  labours  of  his  toilet,  leaving  Wilton  alone  with  her  at  the 
breakfast- table. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Brown,"  exclaimed  Laura,  with  her  face  glow- 
ing with  eagerness,  "  I  hope  and  trust  that  you  have  settled 
this  business,  for  1  have  been  most  anxious  ever  since  last 
night.  Sir  John  Fenwick  behaved  so  ill,  and  quitted  the 
house  in  such  fury,  and  that  dark-looking  man  who  accompa- 
nied him  back,  used  such  threatening  language  towards  my 
father,  that  indeed — indeed,  I  feared  for  the  consequences 
this  morning." 

Wilton  evidently  saw  that  her  fears  pointed  in  any  direc- 
tion but  the  right  one,  and  that  she  apprehended  some 
hostile  rencontre  between  her  father  and  the  two  rash  Jaco- 
bites with  whom  he  had  suffered  himself  to  be  entangled. 
Knowing,  however,  that  it  could  be  anything  but  the  desire 
of  such  men  to  call  public  attention  to  their  proceedings,  he 
did  not  scruple  to  give  her  every  assurance  that  no  duel,  or 
angry  collision  of  any  kind,  was  likely  to  take  place :  at 
which  news  her  face  glowed  with  pleasure,  and  her  lips 
flowed  with  many  an  expression  of  gratitude,  although  he 
assured  her  again  and  again  that  he  had  done  nothing  on 
earth  to  merit  her  thanks. 

The  smiles  were  very  beautiful,  however,  and  very  grateful 
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to  his  heart ;  but  he  found  that  every  moment  was  adding  to 
feelings  which  it  was  madness  to  indulge;  and,  therefore,  as 
soon  as  the  Duke  had  returned,  he  took  his  leave,  and  turned 
his  steps  homeward.  He  knew,  indeed,  that  he  should 
have  to  encounter  the  same  pleasant  danger  again  that  veiy 
aftemoon;  that  he  should  have  to  see  her,  to  be  in  the  same 
room,  to  sit  at  the  same  table  with  her,  to  speak  to  her,  even 
though  it  were  but  for  a  moment;  but  then  it  would  be  all 
under  restraint;  the  eyes  of  the  many  would  be  upon  them; 
there  would  be  no  open  communication,  no  speaking  the 
real  feelings  of  the  heart,  no  freedom  from  the  dull  routine 
of  society. 

He  was  perhaps  five  minutes  behind  his  time,  but  the  Earl 
was  all  complaisance:  the  an'angements  that  he  had  made 
for  his  son ;  the  unexpected  facility  with  Avhich  Lord  Sher- 
brooke  had  apparently  entered  into  those  aiTangements;  the 
political  importance  of  the  alliance  with  the  Duke ;  the  im- 
mense accession  of  wealth  to  his  family;  the  aspect  of  pub- 
lic affairs,  were  all  sufficient  to  mellow  down  a  demeanour 
which,  to  his  inferiors  at  least,  was  generally  harsh  and  proud. 
But  yet  Wilton  could  not  help  believing  that  there  was  a 
peculiar  expression  in  the  Earl's  countenance  when  that 
nobleman's  eyes  turned  upon  him;  that  there  was  a  smile 
which  was  not  a  smile  of  benignity,  that  there  was  a  courtesy 
which  was  not  of  the  heart.  Why  or  wherefore  Wilton 
could  hardly  tell,  but  he  fancied  that  the  l^^arl's  conduct  was 
what  it  might  be  towards  a  person  who  had  suddenly  fallen 
completely  into  his  power,  and  whom  he  intended  to  use  as  a 
tool  in  any  way  that  he  miglit  think  fit.  He  pictured  to  his  own 
imagination  the  Karl  bidding  his  victim  perform  some  action 
the  most  revolting  to  his  feelings  in  the  sweetest  tone  possible ; 
the  victim  beginning  to  resist;  the  cold  blooded  politician 
calmly  showing  his  power,  and  exercising  it  with  bitter  civility. 

However,  the  courtesy  lasted  all  day :  there  was  nothing 
said  to  confirm  Wilton  in  this  fancy  ;  and  when  he  took 
leave,  the  Earl  reminded  him  of  the  dinner  hour,  adding, 
"  Be  punctual,  be  punctual,  Mr.  Brown.  We  shall  dine  ex- 
actly at  the  hour;  and  my  cook  is  a  virago,  you  know." 

Wilton  did  not  fail  to  be  to  the  moment,  and  he,  the  Earl, 
and  Lord  Sherbrooke,  were  some  time  in  the  great  saloon  be- 
fore the  guests  began  to  arrive.  At  length  the  large  heavy 
coaches  of  those  days  began  to  roll  into  the  court-yard,  and 
one  after  another  many  a  distinguished  man  and  many  a 
celebrated  beauty  of  the  age  appeared.  Still,  liowever,  the 
Earl  evidently  looked  upon  the  Duke  and  his  daughter  as  the 
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principal  guests,  and  waited  in  anxious  expectation  for  their 
coming. 

They  arrived  later  than  any  one,  Laura  herself  looking 
grave,  if  not  sad,  the  Duke  evidently  embarrassed  and  not  at 
ease.  Nor  did  the  particidar  attentions  paid  by  the  Earl  to 
both  remove  in  any  degree  the  sadness  of  the  one  or  the  em- 
barrassment of  the  other.  This  was  so  marked  that  the  Earl 
soon  felt  it ;  and  though  the  sort  of  determined  calmness  of 
his  manner,  and  habitual  self-command,  prevented  him  from 
showing  the  least  uneasiness,  yet,  from  a  particular  glance  of 
his  eye  and  momentary  quiver  of  his  lip,  Wilton  divined  that 
he  was  angry  and  irritable. 

It  must  be  admitted,  also,  that  Lord  Sherbrooke  did  not 
take  the  means  to  put  his  father  more  at  ease.  To  Lady 
Laura  he  paid  no  attention  whatsoever,  devoted  himself  during 
the  greater  part  of  the  evening  to  a  beautiful  woman  of  not 
the  most  pure  and  unsullied  character  in  the  world,  and 
showed  himself  disposed  to  flirt  with  everybody,  except  the 
very  person  to  whom  his  father  wished  him  to  pay  court.  The 
dinner  party  was  followed  by  an  entertainment  in  the  even- 
ing; and  still  the  same  scene  went  on;  till  at  length  the  Earl 
came  round  to  Wilton,  and  said,  in  a  low  voice,  "  I  wish,  my 
dear  young  gentleman,  you  would  try  your  influence  upon 
Sherbrooke." 

The  Earl  was  going  on,  but  Wilton  rose  immediately,  say- 
ing, "  I  understand  you,  my  lord,"  and  approaching  the  j^lace 
where  Lord  Sherbrooke  was  seated,  he  waited  till  the  laughter 
which  was  going  on  around  him  was  over,  and  then  said  in 
a  low  voice,  "  For  pity's  sake,  Sherbrooke,  and  for  decency's 
sake,  do  pay  some  attention  to  the  Duke  and  his  daughter  ; 
remember,  they  are  new  guests  of  your  father's,  and  merit,  at 
all  events,  some  respect." 

The  young  Lord  looked  up  in  his  friend's  countenance 
with  a  malicious  smile,  replying,  "  They  do,  my  dear  Wil- 
ton, they  do!  and  you  see  1  keep  at  a  respectful  distance. 
But  I  will  do  anything  to  please." 

He  accordingly  rose  from  his  seat,  and  Wilton  saw  him  first 
approach  the  Duke,  speak  a  few  words  to  him,  and  then  take 
a  seat  beside  Lady  Laura.  Her  air  was  evidently  cold  and 
reserved,  but  what  passed  more,  Wilton,  of  course,  did  not 
know.  The  young  lord,  however,  seemed  suddenly  struck 
by  something  that  she  said,  turned  quickly  towards  her,  and 
made  a  rejoinder ;  she  answered,  apparently,  with  perfect 
calmness.  But  the  instant  after.  Lord  Sherbrooke  rose  from 
his  chair,  made  her  a  low  bow,  and  was  crossing  the  room. 
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His  father,  however,  met  him  half-way,  and  they  spoke  for  a 
moment  or  two.  The  Earl's  cheek  became  very  red,  and  his 
brow  contracted  ;  but  Lord  Sherbrooke  passed  quietly  on, 
and  came  up  to  where  Wilton  stood. 

"  She  has  just  told  me  what  she  thinks  of  my  character, 
Wilton,"  said  the  young  nobleman,  "  and  I  have  transmitted 
the  same  to  my  father,  who  must  settle  the  matter  with  the 
Duke  as  he  likes." 

"  The  Earl's  plans  are  certainly  in  a  prosperous  condition," 
thought  Wilton  ;  and  though  he  could  not,  of  course,  approve 
of  the  unceremonious  means  which  Lord  Sherbrooke  took  to 
defeat  his  father's  intentions,  and  to  cast  the  burden  of  re- 
fusal on  Lady  Laura,  yet  he  could  not  giieve,  it  must  be  ad- 
mitted, that  she  should  have  the  means  of  judging  rightly  and 
determining  for  herself. 

During  the  whole  evening  her  conduct  towards  Wilton 
Brown  had  been  exactly  what  he  had  expected — kind,  gentle, 
and  courteous.  She  evidently  treated  him  more  as  a  friend 
than  any  one  else  in  the  room  ;  and  though  he  purposely 
spoke  to  her  but  seldom,  and  then  merely  with  the  terms  of 
formal  respect,  yet  whenever  he  did  approach  her,  she  greeted 
him  with  a  smile,  which  showed  that  his  society  was  not  at 
all  unpleasant  to  her. 

To  the  eyes  of  Wilton  it  was  very  evident  that  Lord  Byer- 
dale  was  extremely  irritated  by  what  he  had  heard.  No  one 
else  perceived  it,  however,  for,  as  was  usual  with  him,  the 
irritation  of  the  moment,  though  likely  to  produce  very  serious 
effects  at  an  after  period,  clothed  itself  for  the  time  in  addi- 
tional smiles  and  stately  courtesies,  only  appearing  now  and 
then  in  an  additional  drop  of  sarcastic  bitterness  mingling 
with  all  the  civil  things  that  he  said.  As  usual,  also,  he  was 
peculiarly  soft  and  reverential  in  his  manner  towards  those 
with  whom  he  was  most  angry,  and  the  Duke  and  Lady  Laura 
were  more  the  objects  of  his  particular  attention  than  ever. 
He  sat  beside  her ;  he  talked  to  her  ;  he  paid  her  that  marked 
attention  which  his  son  had  neglected  to  offer ;  and  at  length, 
when  the  Duke  proposed  to  retire,  he  himself  handed  her  to 
the  carriage,  paying  her  some  well  turned  compliment  at  every 
step,  and  relieving  his  heart  of  its  bitterness  by  some  stinging 
sneer  at  the  rest  of  womankind. 

Thus  passed  over  the  evening  ;  and  Wilton,  it  must  be 
acknowledged  with  a  mind  more  at  ease  on  account  of  the 
decided  part  that  Lady  J^aura  seemed  to  have  taken,  slept 
soundly  and  dreamt  happily,  though  he  still  resolved,  sooner 
or  later,  to  crush  feelings  which  could  only  end  in  misery. 
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On  the  following  morning  he  went  to  the  house  of  Lord 
Byerdale  at  the  usual  hour,  and  proceeded  at  once  to  the 
cabinet  of  the  Earl.  It  was  already  occupied  by  that  noble- 
man and  his  son,  however ;  and  though  there  were  no  loud 
words  spoken,  no  angry  tones  audible,  yet  there  were  suffi- 
cient indications  of  angry  feeling,  at  least  on  the  part  of  the 
Ea'-l,  to  make  Wilton  immediately  pause  and  draw  back  a 
step. 

"  Come  in,  come  in,"  said  the  Earl — "  you  know  all  this 
affair,  and  I  believe  have  done  what  vou  could  to  make  this 
young  man  reasonable." 

Wilton  accordingly  entered  the  room,  and  Lord  Byerdale 
again  turned  to  his  son,  laying  his  finger  upon  the  letter  be- 
fore him.  "  I  repeat,  Sherbrooke,"  he  said,  "  that  you  yourself 
have  done  all  this.  I  did  not  ask  you,  sir,  to  be  virtuous,  I 
did  not  ask  you  to  be  temperate,  I  did  not  bid  you  cast  aw-ay 
the  dice  or  abandon  drunkenness  and  revelling,  or  turn  off 
three  or  four  of  your  mistresses,  or  to  give  over  going  to  the 
resort  of  every  sort  of  vice  in  the  metropolis.  I  asked  you 
none  of  these  things,  because  it  Avould  be  hard  and  ungene- 
rous to  require  a  man  to  do  what  his  nature  and  habits  ren- 
der perfectly  impossible.  I  might  as  well  ask  the  dog  not  to 
turn  to  his  vomit  again,  or  the  sow  to  refi-ain  from  wallowing 
in  the  mire." 

"  Savoury  similes,  my  lord,"  said  Lord  Sherbrooke  —  "most 
worthy  of  Solomon  and  your  lordship.  May  I  ask  what  it  is 
you  did  demand  then  ?" 

"  That  you  should  assume  a  virtue  if  you  had  it  not,"  re- 
plied Lord  Byerdale ;  "  that  you  should  put  a  certain  cloak 
of  decency  over  yom*  vices,  and  that  you  should  at  least  be 
commonly  courteous  to  the  person  selected  for  your  future 
wife  :  especially  when  I  pointed  out  to  you  the  immense,  the 
inconceivable  advantages  of  such  an  alliance  not  only  to  you 
but  to  me." 

"  W^ell,  but,  my  dear  father,"  said  Lord  Sherbrooke,  "  I 
will  grant  all  that  you  say.  It  is  altogether  my  fault ;  I  have 
behaved  very  stupidly,  very  wildly,  very  rudely,  very  viciously. 
But  there  is  no  reason  that  you  should  be  so  angry  with  the 
young  lady,  or  with  my  good  lord  duke." 

"  Ay,  sir  !  think  you  so  ?"  said  the  Earl — "  you  are  mighty 
wise  in  your  own  conceit.  You  have  had  your  share,  cer- 
tainly ;  but  I  do  not  avenge  myself  on  my  own  son.  They 
have  had  their  share,  however,  too.  Their  pride,  their  would- 
be  importance,  their  insufferable  aiTogance,  which  makes  them 
think  that  kings  or  princes  are  not  too  good  for  her — these 
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have  all  had  no  light  share;  and  if  I  live  for  six  months  I 
will  bring  that  pride  down  to  the  very  lowest  pitch.  I  will  de- 
grade her  till  she  thinks  herself  a  servant  wench." 

Wilton  certainly  did  feel  his  blood  boil,  but  he  knew  that 
he  had  neither  any  ri^ht  nor  any  power  to  interfere  ;  and  he 
turned  to  some  papers  that  were  upon  the  tables,  and  hid  the 
expression  which  his  thoughts  might  communicate  to  his 
countenance,  by  apparent  attention  to  something  else. 

Some  more  words  passed  between  the  father  and  son,  but 
they  were  few.  Lord  Sherbrooke,  upon  the  whole,  behaved 
better  than  Wilton  could  have  expected.  He  neither  treated 
the  subject  lightly  and  jocularly  as  he  was  accustomed  to  do 
in  most  cases,  nor  bitterly  and  sarcastically,  which  his  father's 
evident  want  of  principle  in  the  whole  business  gave  him  but 
too  fair  an  opportunity  of  doing.  He  acknowledged  fairly 
and  straight-forwardly  his  errors  and  his  vices  ;  and  all  that 
he  said  in  regard  to  the  offence  he  had  given  his  father  was, 
that  he  imagined  he  could  not  in  honour  suffer  Lady  Laura 
to  decide  without  letting  her  know  the  character  at  least  of 
the  man  who  was  proposed  for  her  husband. 

"  Well,  sir,"  replied  his  father,  sharply,  "  you  have  con- 
vinced her  of  your  character  very  soon.  Mine,  she  may  be 
longer  in  finding  out;  but  she  shall  not  fail  to  be  made  equally 
well  aware  of  it  in  the  end." 

Thus  saying,  he  turned  and  quitted  the  room,  giving  some 
casual  directions  to  Wilton  as  he  passed. 

"  Well,  that  business  is  so  far  done  and  over,"  exclaimed 
Lord  Sherbrooke,  as  soon  as  his  father  was  gone;  "and,  as 
it  is  pleasant,  my  dear  Wilton,  to  do  a  good  action  now  and 
then,  by  way  of  a  change,  }'ou  and  I  must  enter  into  a  con- 
spiracy together,  to  prevent  my  worthy,  subtle,  and  revenge- 
ful father  from  executing  any  of  his  well-laid  schemes  against 
this  poor  girl,  who  has  only  done  her  duty  to  herself,  and  to 
me,  and  to  her  father." 

"  I  trust,"  replied  Wilton,  "  that  the  Earl's  threat  was  but 
one  of  those  bursts  of  disappointment  which  will  pass  away 
with  time.  1  cannot  imagine  that,  after  a  little  consideration, 
he  will  have  any  inclination  really  to  injure  either  the  Duke 
or  his  daughter;  nor,  indeed,  do  I  sec  that  he  could  have 
the  means  either." 

Lord  Sherbrooke  shook  his  head  with  a  gloomy  air,  and 
answered,  "  He  will  make  them,  Wilton — he  will  make  the 
means;  and  as  to  inclination,  you  do  not  know  him  as  well 
as  I  do.  He  will  not  forget  what  has  occurred  this  day,  as 
long  as  he  remembers  how  to  write  his  own  name.     'J'his 
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same  goodly  desire  of  revenge  is  henceforth  a  part  of  his 
nature,  and  nothing  will  ever  remove  it,  unless  self-interest 
or  ambition  be  bi'oiight  into  action  against  it." 

"  But  what  sort  of  revenge  think  you  he  will  seek?" 
demanded  Wilton — "  situated  as  the  Duke  is,  I  see  no 
opportunity  that  your  father  can  have  of  injuring  him. ' 

"  Heaven  only  knows,"  replied  Lord  Sherbrookc.  "  The 
fire  will  go  on  smouldering  for  months,  perhaps  for  years, 
but  it  will  not  go  out.  He  said,  just  before  you  came  in, 
that  because  she  had  refused  to  marry  me,  he  would  make 
her  marry  a  footman ;  and,  as  J  really  believe  his  lordship 
is  occasionally  endowed  with  superhuman  powers  of  executing 
what  he  thinks  fit,  it  would  not  surprise  me  at  all  to  see  my 
Lady  Laura  led  to  the  altar  by  John  Noakes,  our  porter's 
son,  dressed  up  for  the  occasion  as  a  foreign  prince." 

"  I  do  not  fear  that,"  replied  Wilton  with  a  smile ;  "  I 
should  rather  apprehend  that  he  may  entangle  the  good  Duke, 
who  does  not  seem  overburdened  w  ith  sense,  in  some  of  these 
sad  plots  which  are  daily  taking  place.  Should  we  find  out 
that  such  is  the  case,  we  may  indeed  aid  in  preventing  it." 

Lord  Sherbrooke  shook  his  head.  "  It  is  die  poor  girl  he 
will  aim  at  first,  depend  upon  it,"  the  young  nobleman 
answered.  "  I  wi.sh  to  Heaven  she  had  told  me  her  intention 
of  refusing  me  in  such  a  formal  manner ;  I  would  have  shown 
her  how  to  manage  the  matter  without  calling  down  this 
storm.  But,  instead  of  that,  she  sits  down  and  deliberately 
writes  him  a  letter,  which,  just  in  the  proportion  that  it  is 
honest,  true,  and  straightforward,  is  the  thing  best  calculated 
to  excite  his  wrath.  Yet,  as  if  she  had  some  idea  of  his 
character,  and  wished  to  shield  her  father,  she  takes  the 
whole  responsibility  of  the  thing  upon  herself,  telling  him 
that  the  Duke  had  pressed  her  much  upon  the  subject,  but 
that  she  felt  it  would  be  utterly  impossible  to  give  her  hand 
to  your  very  humble  servant.  All  this  has,  of  course,  brought 
the  storm  more  directly  upon  herself,  though  her  father  will 
be  screened  thereby  in  no  degree.  I  doubt  not  he  has  gone 
there  now." 

"  Do  you  think  there  is  any  chance  of  an  actual  and  open 
quan-el  between  them.?"  demanded  Wilton. 

"  Not  in  the  least,"  answered  Lord  Sherbrooke  with  a  scoff": 
*'  my  dear  Wilton,  you  must  be  as  blind  as  a  mole,  if  you  do 
not  see  that  my  father,  though  as  brave  as  a  lion,  is  not  a 
man  to  quarrel  with  any  one.  He  is  a  great  deal  too  good  a 
politician  for  that;  he  knows  that  in  quarrelling  with  any  one 
he  hates,  he  must  suffer  something  himself,  and  may  suffer  a 
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good  deal.  No,  no,  he  takes  a  better  plan,  and  contrives  to 
make  his  enemies  suffer  while  he  suffers  not  at  all.  In 
general,  if  you  see  him  particularly  civil  to  anybody,  you 
may  suppose  that  he  looks  upon  them  as  an  enemy,  and  is 
busy  in  getting  them  quietly  into  his  power.  QuaiTel  with 
the  Duke  ?  Oh  no,  a  thousand  to  one,  ere  half  an  hour  be 
over,  he  will  be  shaking  him  cordially  by  the  hand,  putting 
him  quite  at  his  ease,begginghimto  let  the  matter  be  forgotten 
altogether,  saying  that  it  w^as  natural  he  should  seek  so  illus- 
trious an  alliance,  which,  indeed,  he  had  scarcely  a  right  to 
hope  for.  Then  he  will  see  the  lady  herself,  and  say  that  he 
perfectly  enters  into  her  feelings,  that  a  person  so  richly 
gifted  as  herself,  and  having  already  all  that  wealth  and 
rank  can  give,  has  a  right  to  consult,  before  all  other  things, 
the  feelings  of  her  own  heart.  It  would  not  surprise  me  at 
all  if  he  were  to  offer  to  send  me  abroad  again,  lest  my 
presence  in  London,  after  the  pretensions  which  have  been 
formed,  should  prove,  in  any  degree,  annoying  to  her." 

The  conversation  continued  for  some  time  longer  in  the 
same  sti*ain :  and  Wilton  could  not  but  feel  that  Lord  Sher- 
bi'ooke  gave  an  accurate  though  a  terrible  picture  of  his 
father's  character. 

At  length,  the  young  nobleman  rose  as  if  to  depart;  but 
standing  ere  he  did  so  before  the  table  at  which  his  young 
friend  was  seated,  he  gazed  upon  his  face  earnestly  and 
silently  for  a  minute  or  two,  and  then  said, — 

"  I  don't  know  why,  Wilton,  but  I  have  a  great  and  a  strong 
regard  for  you,  and  I  have  been  dreaming  dreams  for  you,  that 
I  see  you  are  unwilling  to  dream  for  yourself  However,  you 
must  have  the  same  regard  for  me  ;  and — even  if  you  are  not 
inclined,  in  any  degi'ee,  to  take  advantage  of  what  I  must  say 
is  evident  regard  on  the  part  of  this  young  lady  towards  you — 
yet,  for  my  sake,  you  must  let  me  know,  aid  me,  and  assist 
me,  if  you  should  see  any  scheme  forming  against  her  happi- 
ness or  peace.  I  am  not  so  bad,  Wilton,  even  as  I  seem  to 
you.  I  am  sorry  for  this  girl— really  sorry  for  her.  I 
ought  to  have  taken  the  burden  upon  my  own  shoulders,  in- 
stead of  casting  it  upon  hers ;  for  I  could  have  removed  all 
these  difficulties  by  speaking  one  single  word.  But  that 
word  would  have  cost  me  much  to  speak,  and  I  shrunk  from 
saying  it.  If,  however,  I  find  that  through  my  ftiult  she  is 
likely  to  suffer,  I  will  speak  that  word,  Wilton,  at  all  risks,  so 
you  must  give  me  help  and  support,  at  least  in  doing  what  is 
right." 

"  That  I  will,  Sherbrooke,"  replied  Wilton,  grasping  his 
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hand,  "that  I  will  most  zealously.  But  in  regard  to  what 
you  say  of  Lady  Laura's  kind  feeling  towards  me,  depend 
upon  ittyou  are  wholly  mistaken.  The  only  reason,  be  you 
sure,  why  she  makes  any  difference  in  her  manner  towards 
me,  and  towards  men  of  higher  rank  than  myself,  is,  that  she 
knows  the  difference  of  our  station  and  fortunes  must  ever 
prevent  my  entertaining  any  of  those  hopes  which  others 
might  justly  feel." 

Before  Wilton  concluded,  Lord  Sherbrooke  had  cast  him- 
self into  a  chair;  his  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  ground,  his  brow 
had  become  contracted.  It  was  one  of  those  moments 
when,  as  he  said,  his  evil  spirit  was  upon  him ;  and  seeing 
that  such  was  the  case,  Wilton  left  him  to  his  own  meditations, 
and  proceeded  to  write  the  letters  which  the  Earl  had  directed 
him  to  despatch. 

In  about  half  an  hour,  the  young  nobleman  roused  himself 
from  his  reverie,  with  alight  laugh,  apparently  causeless; 
and  without  speaking  another  word  to  Wilton,  quitted  the 
room. 

Wilton  only  saw  the  Earl  for  a  few  minutes  during  the  rest 
of  the  day,  and  wdth  him  the  statesman  was  so  captious,  irri- 
table, and  sneering,  that,  reading  his  feelings  by  the  key  his 
son  had  given,  Wilton  had  every  reason  to  believe  himself 
to  be  in  high  favour.  Various  matters  of  business,  however, 
occurred  to  keep  him  late  at  the  Earl's  house,  and  night  had 
fallen  when  he  returned  to  his  own  lodgings. 

In  about  an  hour  after,  however,  one  of  the  Earl's  servants 
brought  him  a  note  in  Lord  Sherbi'ooke's  handwriting,  and 
marked  "  In  haste."  Wilton  tore  it  open  immediately,  and 
read, — 

"  My  dear  Wilton, 
"  My  father  directs  me  to  request  your  immediate  return. 
The  Duke  is  now  here.  Lady  Laura  has  been  carried  off", 
or,  at  all  events,  has  disappeared ;  and  we  want  your  wise 
head  to  counsel,  perhaps  your  strong  hand  to  execute.  Come 
directly,  for  we  ai'e  all  in  agitation. 

"  Yours,  Sherbrooke." 


Written  below,  in  smaller  characters,  and  marked  "  Private 
two  lines  to  the  following  eflfect:  — 

"  This  business  is  not  my  father's  doing.  It  is  too  coarse 
for  his  handiwork.  He  may,  perhaps,  take  advantage  of  it, 
however,  if  he  finds  an  opportunity.     Burn  this  instantly." 

k2 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

Having  now  run  on  for  some  time,  following  almost  entirely 
the  course  and  history  of  one  individual,  painting  none  but 
the  characters  with  whom  he  was  brought  into  immediate 
contact,  and  making  him,  as  it  were,  a  lantern  in  the  midst 
of  our  dark  story,  all  the  characters  appearing  in  bright  light 
as  long  as  they  were  near  him,  and  sinking  back  into  dark- 
ness as  soon  as  they  were  removed  from  him,  we  must  follow 
our  old  wayward  and  wandering  habits;  and  just  at  the 
moment  when  we  have  contrived  to  create  the  first  little  gleam 
of  interest  in  the  reader's  breast,  must  leave  our  hero  entirely 
to  his  fate,  open  out  new  scenes,  introduce  new  personages, 
and  devote  a  considerable  space  to  matters  which  have 
apparently  not  the  sUghtest  connexion  whatsoever  with  that 
which  went  before. 

About  thirty  miles  from  London,  towards  the  sea-coast, 
there  then  stood  a  small  ancient  house,  built  strongly  of  brick. 
It  was  not  exactly  castellated  in  its  appearance,  but  yet  in 
the  days  of  Cromwell  it  had  endured  a  short  siege  by  a  small 
body  of  the  parliamentary  troops,  and  had  afforded  time,  by 
the  resistance  which  it  offered,  for  a  small  body  of  noblemen 
and  gentlemen  attached  to  the  cause  of  King  Charles  to  make 
their  escape  from  a  superior  party  of  pursuers.  It  was  built 
upon  the  edge  of  a  very  steep  slope,  so  that  on  one  side  it 
was  very  much  taller  than  the  other.  It  was  surrounded  by 
thick  trees  also ;  and  though  by  no  means  large,  it  had  con- 
trived to  get  into  a  small  space  as  many  odd  corners  as  a 
Chinese  puzzle.  The  walls  were  very  thick,  the  windows 
few  and  small,  the  chimneys  numerous,  and  the  angles  innu- 
merable. 

Into  one  of  the  small  rooms  of  this  house,  at  about  eleven 
o'clock  at  night,  I  must  now  introduce  the  reader. 

In  that  chamber,  with  her  head  resting  on  her  hand,  her 
eyes  fixed  u]K)n  a  wood-fire  that  was  burning  before  her,  one 
small  and  beautiful  foot  stretched  out  towards  it,  while  the 
other  was  concealed  by  the  drapery  of  her  long  robe ;  and 
with  the  whole  graceful  line  of  her  figure  thrown  back  in  the 
large  arm-chair  which  she  occupied — except,  indeed,  the 
head,  which  was  bent  slightly  forward — sat  a  very  lovely 
young  woman,  perhaps  of  two  or  three  and  twenty  years  of 
age,  in  meditations  evidently  of  a  somewhat  melancholy  cast. 
Thp  hand  on  which  her  head  leaned,  and  which  was  very 
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soft,  round,  and  fair,  was  covered  with  rings,  while  the  other 
•was  quite  free  from  such  ornaments,  with  the  exception  of 
one  small  ring  of  gold  upon  the  slender  third  finger.  In  that 
hand  she  had  been  holding  an  open  letter ;  but,  buried  in 
meditation,  she  had  suffered  the  paper  to  drop  from  her  hold, 
and  it  had  fallen  upon  the  ground  beside  her. 

We  had  said  that  she  was  very  beautiful,  but  her  beauty  was 
of  a  different  sort  and  character  altogether  from  that  of  the  lady 
whom  w^e  have  described  under  the  name  of  Lady  Laura 
Gaveston.  Her  hair  was  of  the  richest,  brightest,  glossy 
black,  as  fine  as  silk,  yet  bending,  wherever  it  escaped,  into 
rich  and  massy  curls.  There  was  one  of  these  which  fell 
upon  the  back  of  her  fair  neck,  and  another  upon  either 
temple.  Upon  the  forehead,  as  was  then  customary,  the 
hair  was  divided  into  smaller  curls,  and  cut  much  shorter, 
which  fashion  was  a  great  disfigurement  to  beauty,  and  cer- 
tainly left  her  less  handsome  than  she  otherwise  would  have 
appeared.  Still,  however,  she  was  very,  very  lovely ;  and 
the  fine  lines  of  her  features,  the  clear  rich  brown  of  her 
complexion,  the  glorious  light  of  her  large  dark  eyes,  softened 
by  the  long  thick  lashes  that  overshadowed  them,  the  full  and 
rounded  beauty  of  every  limb,  left  it  impossible  even  for 
human  heart  to  do  away  what  nature's  cunning  hand  had 
done. 

There  are  certainly  moments  in  which,  as  every  one  must 
have  remarked,  a  beautiful  human  countenance  is  more  beau- 
tiful than  at  any  other  period,  when  it  acquires,  from  some 
accidental  circumstance,  a  temporary  and  extraordinary 
degree  of  loveliness.  Sometimes  it  is  the  mere  disposition 
of  light  and  shade  that  produces  this  effect — the  background 
behind  it,  the  objects  that  surround  it.  Sometimes  it  is  that 
the  tone  of  the  mind  at  the  moment  gives  the  peculiar 
expression  which  harmonizes  best  with  the  lines  of  the 
features  and  the  colouring  of  the  complexion,  and  which  is 
in  perfect  accord  with  all  those  expectations  which  fine, 
indistinct,  but  sweet  associations  produce  in  our  mind  from 
every  particular  style  of  beauty  that  we  see.  Associations 
are,  in  fact,  the  bees  of  the  imagination,  and,  wandering 
through  all  nature,  may  be  said  to  distil  honey  from  every 
fair  object  on  which  they  light.  Why  does  a  rich  and  warm 
complexion,  and  a  glowing  cheek,  call  up  instantly  in  our 
mind  the  idea  of  joyous  health  and  pleasant-heartedness .? 
Less  because  we  have  been  accustomed  to  see  that  com- 
plexion attended  by  such  qualities  than  because  it  connects 
itself  with  the  idea  of  summer,  gay  summer  and  all  its  fruits 


134  THE   king's   highway. 

and  flowers,  and  merrv  spoits  and  light  amusements,  and  a 
thousand  memories  of  happy  days,  and  thousands  upon 
thousands  still  of  other  things  of  which  we  have  no  con- 
sciousness, but  which  are  present  to  sensation  though  not  to 
thought,  all  the  while  that  we  are  gazing  upon  a  ruddy  cheek, 
and  thinking  that  the  pleasure  is  derived  fi'om  the  white  and 
red  alone. 

When  the  expression  is  perfectly  suited  to  the  style  of 
beauty,  it  is  natural  to  suppose  that  it  will  add  to  the  charm  ; 
but  there  is  a  case  where  the  cause  of  the  increase  is  not  so 
easily  discovered — I  mean  when  the  mind  gives  to  the  coun- 
tenance a  temporary  expression  totally  opposed  to  the  style 
of  beauty  itself.  Yet  this  is  sometimes  the  case :  for  how 
often  do  we  see  high  and  majestic  features  soften  into  playful 
smiles,  and  seem  to  gain  another  grace.  In  the  lady  we  have 
mentioned,  the  whole  style  of  the  countenance  and  of  the 
form  gave  the  idea  of  joyous  gaiety,  of  happy,  nay,  exuberant 
life  and  cheerfidness ;  but  the  expression  was  now  all  sad ; 
and  from  the  contrast — which  produced  deeper  associations 
than  perfect  harmony  would  have  called  forth  —her  beauty 
itself  w^as  heightened.  It  was  like  some  gay  and  splendid 
scene  by  moonlight. 

She  had  remained  in  this  meditating  attitude  for  some 
time,  when  the  door  quietly  opened,  and  a  personage  entered 
the  room,  of  whom  we  must  say  a  few  words,  though  he  is 
not  destined  to  play  any  very  prominent  part  in  our  tale. 
Monsieur  Plessis  was  a  Frenchman,  a  soi-disant  Protestant. 
One  thing,  at  all  events,  is  certain,  that  his  father  had  been 
so,  and  had  been  expelled  from  France  many  years  before 
by  persecution.  The  gentleman  before  us  exercised  many 
trades,  by  which,  perhaps,  he  had  not  acquired  so  much 
wealth  as  his  father  had  by  one.  His  father's  calling  had 
been  that  of  cook  and  major  domo  to  a  fat,  rich,  gluttonous, 
careless  English  peer ;  and  as  he  employed  his  leisure  time 
in  distilling  various  simples,  he  had  classed  his  noble  patron 
under  that  head,  and  distilled  from  him  what  he  himself 
would  jocosely  have  called  "  Golden  Water." 

Amongst  the  various  trades  which,  as  we  have  said,  were 
carried  on  by  the  son,  was  smuggling,  under  which  were 
included  the  conveyance  of  contraband  men,  women,  and 
children,  as  w'ell  as  other  sorts  of  merchandise ;  swindling  a 
little,  when  occasion  presented  itself;  clipping  the  golden 
coin  of  the  kingdom,  which  at  that  time  was  a  great  resource 
to  unfortunate  gentlemen  ;  not  exactly  forging  exchequer 
tallies,  and  other  securities  of  the  same  kind,  but  aiding  by 
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a  certain  dexterity  of  engraving  in  the  forging,  which  he  did 
not  choose  actually  to  commit ;  and  over  and  above  all  these 
several  occupations,  callings,  and  employments,  he  was  one 
of  the  best  reputed  spies  which  the  French  court  had  in 
England,  as  well  as  the  most  industrious  agent  which  England 
had  in  obtaining  intelligence  from  France.  In  fact,  he  sold 
each  country  to  the  other  with  the  greatest  possible  complai- 
sance. The  great  staple  of  the  intelligence  that  he  gave  to 
both  was  false ;  but  he  took  care  to  mingle  a  sufficient  por- 
tion of  truth  with  what  he  told,  to  acquire  a  considerable 
degree  of  reputation.  He  was,  indeed,  much  too  well  versed 
in  the  practices  of  coiners,  not  to  know  that  a  bad  piece  of 
money  is  best  passed  off  between  two  good  ones ;  and  though 
he  was  a  sort  of  bonding  warehouse,  where  an  immense 
quantity  of  manufactured  intelligence  lay  till  it  was  wanted, 
yet  he  had  means  of  obtaining  better  information,  which  he 
did  not  fail  to  make  use  of  when  he  judged  it  needful. 

Strange,  however,  are  the  perversities  of  human  character: 
this  practical  betrayer  of  tmst  was  not  without  certain  good 
points  in  his  character.  The  cheating  a  king  or  a  statesman 
had  a  touch  of  grandeur  in  it,  which  suited  his  magnificent 
ideas ;  a  little  robbery  on  the  King's  Highway  seemed  to  him 
somewhat  chivalrous ;  and  he  could  admire  those  who  did  it, 
though  he  did  not  meddle  with  the  business  himself:  but 
there  was  a  certain  class  of  persons  whom  he  would  as  soon 
have  cheated,  betrayed,  or  deceived,  even  to  keep  himself  in 
practice,  which  he  considered  one  of  the  most  legitimate 
excuses  for  anything  he  liked  to  do,  as  he  would  have  cut  his 
hand  off.  These  w^ere  the  poor  French  emigrants  in  England, 
and  the  unfortunate  adherents  of  the  House  of  Stuart  in 
France. 

As  is  now  well  known,  though  it  was  only  suspected  at  the 
time,  thousands  of  these  men  were  daily  coming  and  going 
between  France  and  Britain,  in  the  very  midst  of  the  war ; 
and  they  were  always  sure  to  find  at  the  house  of  Plessis 
kind  and  civil  treatment,  perfect  security,  and  the  most  accu- 
rate intelligence  which  could  be  procured  of  all  that  was 
taking  place. 

In  cases  of  danger  he  had  a  thousand  ways  of  secreting 
them  or  favouring  their  escape.  If  ever,  as  was  frequently 
the  case,  they  wished  to  communicate  with  some  kind  friend, 
who  was  willing  to  relieve  them,  or  to  frighten  some  timid 
enemy  upon  whom  they  had  some  hold,  Plessis  could  gene- 
rally find  them  the  means  ;  and  in  cases  where  some  one  in 
danger  required  to  be  brought  off  speedily  and  secretly, 
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Plessis  had  often  been  known  to  spend  very  large  sums,  and 
risk  even  life  itself,  rather  than  suffer  an  entei-prise  to  fail  in 
■which  he  had  taken  a  part. 

The  Duke  of  Shrewsbury  and  Trumbull,  while  they  w^ere 
secretaries  of  state,  employed  Plessis  actively,  and  over- 
looked not  a  few  little  peccadilloes  for  the  sake  of  the  intelli- 
gence they  obtained ;  and  Torcy,  though  he  had  been  known 
to  vow  more  than  once  that  he  would  hang  him  if  he  set  his  foot 
in  France,  held  two  or  three  long  conferences  with  him  at 
Versailles,  and  dismissed  him  with  a  present  of  several  thou- 
sand livres. 

His  apparel  was  very  peculiar,  as  he  generally  wore  above 
his  ordinary  dress  a  large  long  waisted  red  coat,  hooked 
round  his  neck  at  the  collar,  somewhat  in  the  manner  of  a 
cloak,  without  his  arms  being  thrust  into  the  sleeves;  his 
shoes  were  very  high  in  the  instep,  and  buckled  with  a  small 
buckle  over  the  fi-ont;  but  as  he  was  a  little  man,  and  of  a 
somewhat  aspiring  disposition,  the  heels  of  those  shoes  were 
enormously  high,  sufficient  to  raise  him  nearly  two  inches 
fi-om  the  ground,  and  make  his  foot  in  external  appearance 
very  like  that  of  a  calf  or  a  Chinese  lady.  Indeed,  in  body 
and  in  mind  likewise,  he  was  upon  tiptoes  the  whole  day 
long. 

His  entrance  into  the  room  where  the  lady  was,  roused  her 
at  once  from  the  reverie  into  which  she  had  fallen  ;  and  taking 
up  the  letter  from  the  ground,  she  turned  to  see  who  it  was 
that  came  in. 

"  Madam,"  he  said,  speaking  in  French,  which,  be  it 
remarked,  was  the  language  used  between  them  during  the 
whole  conversation,  "  were  it  not  better  for  you  to  retire  to 
rest  ?  You  spoil  your  complexion,  you  impair  your  beauty, 
by  these  long  vigils." 

"  Beauty  !"  she  said,  with  something  of  a  scoff.  "  But 
why  should  I  retire,  as  you  call  it,  to  rest,  Plessis .?  You 
mean  to  say,  retire  to  think  more  deeply  still,  in  darkness  as 
well  as  in  solitude." 

"  Madam,"  replied  Plessis,  "  you  take  these  things  too 
heavily.  But  the  truth  is,  I  have  a  fair  company  coming  here, 
by  whom  you  might  not  w^cll  like  to  be  seen.  Far  be  it  fi-om 
me,  if  you  think  otherwise,  to  disturb  you  in  })ossession  of 
the  a])artments.  But  they  come  here  at  midnight  to  consult, 
it  would  seem,  upon  business  of  importance ;  whereof  I  know 
nothing,  indeed,  but  which  I  know  requires  secrecy  and 
care." 

"  Business  of  importance !"  said  the  lady,  sqmewhat  scorn- 


THE   king's   highway.  137 

fully — "  to  seat  a  bigoted  dotard  on  the  throne  of  England ! 
That  is  what  they  come  to  consult  about,  Are  they  not 
some  of  those  whom  I  saw  yesterday  morning  from  the 
window?  that  dark  Sir  George  Barkley,  who  used  to  walk 
through  the  halls  of  St.  Germain's,  in  gloomy  silence,  till 
the  profane  courtiers  called  him  the  shadow  of  the  cloud? 
and  that  sanguinary  Charnock,  whom  I  once  heard  conferring 
with  the  banished  queen,  and  vowing  that  there  was  no  way 
but  one  of  dealing  with  usurpers,  and  that  was  by  the  dagger  ? 
If  these  are  your  guests,  Plessis,  I  know  the  business  that 
they  come  for  full  well." 

"  I  neither  know,  beautiful  lady,"  I'eplied  Plessis,  "  nor  do 
I  seek  to  know.  So  pray  tell  me  nothing  thereof.  Many  a 
grown  man  in  his  day  has  been  hanged  for  knowing  too 
much,  and  nobody  but  a  schoolboy  was  ever  punished  for 
knowing  too  little.  These  gentlemen  come  about  their  own 
business.  I  meddle  not  with  it ;  and  I  must  not  shame  my 
hospitality  so  much  as  to  say,  '  Good  gentlemen,  you  shall 
not  meet  at  my  house  !'  " 

"  You  are  a  wise  and  prudent  man,  Plessis,"  replied  the 
lady :  "  bid  the  girl  take  a  light  to  my  chamber ;  I  will  go 
there  and  muse — not  that  I  fear  their  seeing  me ;  but  the 
Lady  Helen,  perhaps,  might  wish  it  otherwise." 

With  a  bow  down  to  the  very  ground,  Plessis  retired,  and 
the  lady  paused  for  a  minute  or  two  longer,  leaning  upon  a 
small  table  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  and  apparently  think- 
ing over  what  had  passed. 

"  It  is  a  strange  thing,"  she  said  to  herself,  after  a  mo- 
ment, "  a  most  strange  thing,  that  the  customs  of  the  world, 
and  what  we  call  honour,  so  often  requires  us  to  do  those 
tilings  that  every  principle  of  right  and  justice,  truth  and 
religion,  commands  us  not  to  do.  God's  word  tells  us  not 
to  murder,  yet  men  daily  do  it,  and  women  think  them  all 
the  nobler  for  trading  in  blood.  If  we  violate  the  law,  and 
do  what  is  really  wicked,  we  risk  punishment  on  earth,  and 
incur  punishment  hereafter ;  yet  if  we  do  strictly  what 
honesty  and  justice  tells  us,  in  all  cases,  how  many  instances 
would  be  found,  where  men  would  shun  us,  and  where  our 
own  hearts  would  condemn  us  also.  Here  I  have  it  in  my 
power  to  stop  the  effusion  of  much  blood,  to  prevent  the 
commission  of  many  crimes,  to  strangle,  perhaps,  a  civil  war 
in  its  birth,  merely  by  discovering  the  presence  of  these  men 
in  a  land  from  which  they  are  exiled — I  have  it  in  my  power 
thereby  to  spare  even  themselves  from  evil  acts  and  certain 
punishment:  and  yet  my  lips  must  be   sealed,   lest   men 
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should  say  I  dealt  treacherously  with  them.  Tis  a  hard- 
dealing  world,  and  I  have  suffered  too  much  already  by 
despising  it,  to  despise  it  any  more." 

As  she  thus  came  to  the  conclusion,  which  every  woman, 
perhaps,  will  come  to  sooner  or  later,  she  turned  and  left 
the  room ;  and  while  her  foot  was  still  upon  the  staircase, 
there  came  a  sound  of  many  horses'  feet  from  the  small 
paved  esplanade  in  front  of  the  house. 

"  Av,  there  they  are,"  murmured  the  lady  in  a  low  voice 
— "  the  men  who  would  use  any  treacherous  art  whatever  to 
accomplish  their  own  purpose,  and  who  would  yet  call  any 
one  traitor  who  divulged  their  schemes.  Would  to  God  that 
Helen  would  come  back !  I  am  weary  of  all  this,  and  sick 
at  heart,  as  well  I  may  be." 

A  sound  in  the  hall  below  made  her  quicken  her  footsteps ; 
and  in  two  or  three  minutes  more  the  room  she  had  just 
quitted  was  occupied  by  five  or  six  tenants  of  a  very  dif- 
ferent character  and  appearance  from  herself. 


CHAPTER  XVHI. 

The  first  person  that  entered  the  room  after  the  lady  quitted 
it  was  Monsieur  Plessis  himself,  who,  with  a  light  in  his  hand, 
came  quickly  on  before  the  rest,  and  gave  a  rapid  glance 
round,  as  if  to  insure  that  no  little  articles  belonging  to  its 
last  tenant  remained  scattered  about,  to  betray  the  fact  of 
her  dwelling  in  his  house. 

He  was  followed  soon  after  by  a  tall,  thin,  gloomy-looking 
jjcrsonage,  dressed  in  dark  clothing,  and  somewhat  heavily 
armed,  for  a  period  of  internal  peace.  His  complexion  was 
saturnine,  his  features  sharp  and  angular,  his  eyes  keen  and 
sunk  deep  under  the  overhanging  brows  ;  and  across  one 
cheek,  not  far  below  the  eye,  was  a  deep  gash,  which  drew 
down  the  inner  corners  of  the  eyelid,  and  gave  a  still  more 
sinister  expression  to  the  countenance  than  it  originally  pos- 
sessed. He  was  followed  by  two  others,  both  of  whom  were 
much  younger  men  than  himself.  One  was  gaily  dressed, 
and  had  a  fat  and  somewhat  heavy  countenance,  which 
indeed  seemed  unmeaning,  till  suddenly  a  quick  fierce  glance 
of  the  eye  and  a  movement  of  the  large  massy  lower  jaw, 
like  that  which  is  seen  in  the  jaws  of  a  dog  eager  to  bite, 
showed  that  under  that   dull  exterior  there  were  passions 
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strong  and  quick,  and  a  spirit  not  so  slow  and  heavy  as  a 
casual  observer  might  imagine. 

Besides  these,  there  were  one  or  two  other  persons  whose 
dress  denoted  them  of  some  rank  and  station  in  society, 
though  those  who  had  seen  them  in  other  circumstances 
might  now  have  remarked  that  various  devices  had  been  em- 
ployed to  disguise  their  persons  in  some  degree. 

One  of  these,  however,  has  been  before  introduced  to  the 
reader,  being  no  other  than  that  Sir  John  Fenwick  whom  we 
have  more  than  once  had  occasion  to  mention.  He  was  now 
no  longer  dressed  with  the  somewhat  affected  neatness  and 
coxcombry  which  had  marked  his  appearance  in  London, 
but,  on  the  contrary,  was  clad  in  garments  comparatively 
coarse,  and  bore  the  aspect  of  a  military  man  no  longer  in 
active  service,  and  enduring  some  reverses.  He  also  was 
heavily  armed,  though  many  of  the  others  there  present  bore 
apparently  nothing  but  the  ordinary  sword  which  was  carried 
by  every  gentleman  in  that  day. 

The  first  of  the  personages  we  have  mentioned  approached 
with  a  slow  step  towards  the  fire,  saying  to  Plessis  as  he  ad- 
vanced, "  So  the  Colonel  has  not  come,  I  see  ?" 

"  No,  Sir  George,"  replied  Plessis  with  a  lowly  inclination 
of  the  head,  "  he  has  not  arrived  yet ;  but  I  had  a  mes- 
senger from  him  at  noon  to-day,  saying  that  he  would  be 
here  to-night." 

"  Ha !"  exclaimed  Sir  George  Barkley,  "  that  is  more  than 
I  expected — But  he  will  not  come,  he  will  not  come  !  Make 
us  a  bowl  of  punch,  good  Plessis — make  us  a  bowl  of  punch 
—  the  night  is  very  cold. — But  he  will  not  come,  I  feel  very 
sure  he  will  not  come." 

"  I  think  I  hear  his  horse's  feet  even  now,"  replied  Plessis 
— "  at  all  events,  there  is  some  one  arrived," 

"  Keep  him  some  minutes  down  below%  good  Plessis," 
exclaimed  Sir  George  Barkley  hastily.  "  Run  down  and 
meet  him.  Make  up  some  story,  and  delay  him  as  long  as 
possible ;  for  I  have  got  something  to  consult  with  these 
gentlemen  upon  before  we  see  him." 

Plessis  hastened  away ;  and  as  soon  as  the  door  was 
closed,  Barkley  turned  to  the  gaily  dressed  man  we  have 
mentioned,  saying,  "  Chamock,  tell  Sir  John  Friend  and 
Captain  Rookwood  what  we  were  saying  as  we  came  along ; 
and  all  that  has  happened  in  London." 

The  dull  countenance  of  Chamock  was  lighted  up  in  a 
moment  by  one  of  those  quick  looks  we  have  mentioned. 
"  Listen,  Parkyns,  too,"  he  said,  "  for  you  have  not  heard 
the  whole." 
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"  Be  quick,  be  quick,  Charnock,"  said  Sir  George  Barkley. 

"  Well,  thus  it  is  then,  gentlemen,"  said  Charnock — 
"  matters  do  not  go  so  favourably  as  we  could  have  wished. 
Sir  John  Fenwick,  here,  the  most  active  of  us  all,  had  got 
the  Duke  of  Gaveston  to  join  us  heartily,  to  concin-  in  the 
rising,  or,  at  all  events,  to  hear  all  that  we  propose,  with 
a  promise  of  perfect  secrecy  ;  but  most  unfortunately,  at  the 
meeting  at  the  Old  King's  Head,  some  one  unwisely  suffered 
it  to  slip  out  that  we  were  to  have  thirty  thousand  French 
troops,  forgetting  that  what  is  good  to  tell  the  lower  classes 
and  those  who  are  timid  and  fearfiU  of  not  having  means 
enough,  does  not  do  to  be  told  to  the  bold  and  high-minded, 
who  are  apt  to  be  foolishly  confident.  The  Duke  cried  out 
at  that,  and  vowed  that  if  his  opinion  were  to  have  any 
weight,  or  if  his  co-operation  was  of  any  import,  not  a 
foreign  soldier  should  come  into  the  land.  This  was  bad 
enough ;  but  we  might  have  smoothed  that  down,  had  not 
Lowick  chanced  to  hint  the  plan  for  getting  rid  of  this 
Prince  of  Orange  as  the  first  step.  Thereupon  both  the 
Duke  and  the  Earl  of  Aylesbury,  who  were  present,  flew  out 
like  fire;  and  the  Duke,  vowing  he  w'ould  hear  no  more, 
took  up  his  hat  and  sword  and  walked  away,  in  spite  of  all 
that  could  be  said.  The  Earl,  for  his  part,  stayed  the  busi- 
ness out,  saying,  that  he  would  have  nothing  to  do  with  the 
affair,  but  that  he  remained  to  show  us  that  he  would  not 
betray  anything." 

"  That  is  to  say,"  exclaimed  one  of  the  others,  "  that  the 
Duke  will  betray  all." 

"  Not  exactly,"  said  Sir  John  Fenwick,  with  a  grim  smile. 
"  Wc  have  taken  care  of  that,  and  perhaps  may  compel  the 
Duke  to  join  us  whether  he  likes  it  or  not,  when  once  the 
matter's  done.  However,  Sir  George  and  I  have  determined 
that  it  is  absolutely  necessary  and  needful  for  us  all  to  un- 
derstand, that  we,  who  take  the  deeper  part  in  the  matter, 
must  keep  our  own  counsel  better  for  the  future.  Of  course, 
we  must  still  endeavour  to  enrol  as  many  names  as  possible  ; 
but  to  all  ordinary  supporters  we  must  tell  nothing  more, 
than  that  the  general  rising  is  to  take  place,  and  that  we 
have  the  most  perfect  certainty  of  success  by  means  which 
we  cannot  divulge." 

"  You  will  remark,  gentlemen,"  said  Sir  George  Barkley, 
"  that  the  assistance  of  the  French  troops  is  to  be  mentioned 
to  no  one  at  all,  without  the  general  consent  of  the  persons 
liere  ])resent." 

"  And  the  execution,  or  putting  to  death,  or  call  it  what 
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you  will,  of  the  Prince  of  Orange,"  added  Cliarnock,  "  is  to 
be  told  to  nobody  on  any  account  Avhatever.  We  have  quite 
sufficient  hands  to  do  it  ourselves  without  any  more  help  ; 
and  if  you  and  your  men  will  take  care  of  the  guards,  I  will 
undertake  the  pistoling  work  with  my  own  hand." 

"  But  the  Colonel,"  said  one  of  the  others,  "  you  forgot  to 
mention  about  the  Colonel,  Charnock." 

"  Why,  that  is  the  worst  spot  in  the  whole  business,"  said 
Sir  George  Barkley.  "  No  one  expected  his  stomach  to  be 
queasy ;  but  by  heavens  he's  worse  than  either  the  Duke  or 
the  Earl.  He  did  not  so  much  seem  to  dislike  the  idea  of 
foreign  troops — though  that  did  not  please  him — but  one 
would  have  thought  him  a  madman  to  hear  how  he  talked 
about  that  very  necessary  first  step,  the  getting  rid  of  the 
usurjaer.  He  said,  not  only  that  he  would  have  nothing  to 
do  with  it,  but  that  it  should  not  be  done ;  and  he  used  very 
high  and  threatening  language  even  towards  me — at  present 
his  Majesty's  representative.  He  used  words  most  injurious 
to  us  all,  and  which  I  would  have  resented  to  the  death  if  it 
had  not  been  for  consideration  of  the  high  cause  in  which 
w^e  are  all  here  engaged." 

"  What  did  he  say  ?  What  did  he  say  ?"  demanded  two 
or  three  voices. 

"  In  the  first  instance,"  answered  Sir  George  Barkley, 
"  he  would  not  come  to  the  last  meeting  at  the  King's  Head ; 
and  his  first  question,  when  I  went  to  seek  him,  was,  whether 
the  King  knew  of  what  we  were  about  to  do  ?  I  said,  cer- 
tainly not;  that  I  had  a  general  commission,  which  was 
quite  enough,  and  that  we  had  not  told  the  King  of  an  act 
which  was  very  necessary,  but  might  not  be  pleasant  for  him 
to  hear.  With  that  he  tossed  up  his  head  and  laughed,  in 
his  way,  saying  that  he  thought  so  ;  and  that  the  King  did 
not  know  what  bloody-minded  villains  he  had  got  in  his 
service. — Bloody  minded  villains  was  the  word. —  It  is  rather 
impudent,  too,  and  somewhat  strange,  that  he,  of  all  men, 
should  talk  thus — he  who,  for  many  a  year  now,  has  lived  by 
taking  toll  upon  the  King's  Highway." 

"  Ay ;  but  I  must  say,  Sir  George,"  replied  one  of  the 
others,  "  he  has  always  been  very  paiticular.  I,  who  have 
been  with  him  now  these  many  years,  can  answer  for  it,  that 
in  all  that  time  he  has  never  taken  a  gold  piece  from  any 
one  but  the  King's  enemies,  nor  I  either :  and  he  vows  that 
the  King's  commission  which  he  still  has,  justifies  him  in 
stripping  them." 

"  Ay,  so  it  does,"  replied  Sir  George  Barkley,  "  and  the 
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King's  commission,  too,  justifies  us  in  killing  them.  This 
gentleman  only  makes  nice  distinctions  when  it  suits  him. 
However,  we  are  taking  means  to  get  all  his  people  away 
from  him.  Byerly  won't  be  such  a  stickler,  no  doubt,  and 
five  or  six  of  the  others  we  can  bribe,'' 

"  Ay,  but  will  he  not  betray  us?"  said  Sir  William  Parkyns. 

"  I  think  not,"  said  Sir  George  Barkley ;  and  unwittingly 
he  paid  the  person  he  spoke  of  the  highest  compliment  in 
his  power,  saying,  "  I  rather  fancy  the  same  sort  of  humour 
that  prevents  him  from  going  on  in  the  business  with  us  will 
keep  him  from  betraying  what  he  knows.  But  we  shall  soon 
see  that;  and  now  having  said  all  we  have  to  say,  you  had 
better  go  down,  Fenwick,  and  see  if  he  be  come  or  not." 

During  the  time  that  this  conversation  had  been  going  on, 
there  had  been  various  sounds  of  different  descriptions  in  the 
house ;  and  when  Sir  John  Fenwick  rose  and  opened  the  door 
to  seek  the  person  last  spoken  of,  he  was  met  face  to  face  by 
Monsieur  Plessis,  and  a  maid-servant,  carrying  an  immense 
bowl  of  punch,  at  that  time  the  favourite  beverage  of  a  great 
part  of  the  English  nation. 

"  Was  that  the  Colonel?"  demanded  Fenwick,  as  soon  as 
he  beheld  Plessis. 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  Frenchman ;  "  but  he  is  busy  about  his 
horses  and  things,  and  said  he  would  be  up  immediately." 

"  Has  he  got  anybody  with  him  ?"  demanded  Sir  John 
Fenwick  in  a  low  voice,  for  Plessis  had  left  the  door  partly 
open  behind  him. 

"  Only  two,"  rejoined  the  other. 

"  Put  down  the  punch,  Plessis,"  said  Sir  George  Barkley 
— "■  run  down  and  see  if  you  cannot  stop  the  others  from 
coming  up  with  him." 

Before  Plessis  could  do  as  he  was  bid,  however,  the  door 
was  flung  farther  open,  and  our  old  acquaintance  Green 
entered  the  room  alone.  He  was  dressed  as  upon  the  first 
occasion  of  his  meeting  with  Wilton  Brown,  except  that  he 
had  a  sort  of  cloak  cast  over  his  other  garments,  and  a  much 
heavier  sword  by  his  side.  Plessis,  who  did  not  seem  very 
nmch  to  like  the  aspect  of  affairs,  made  his  exit  with  all  speed, 
and  closed  the  door;  and  Green,  with  a  firm  step  and  a 
somewhat  frowning  brow,  advanced  to  the  table,  saying,  "  I 
give  you  good  evening,  gentlemen." 

Sir  John  Fenwick,  who  was  nearest  to  him,  held  out  his 
hand  as  to  an  old  friend;  but  Green  thrust  his  hands  behind 
his  back,  and  made  him  a  low  bow,  saying,  "  I  must  do 
nothing,  Sir  John,  that  may  make  you  believe  me  your  com- 
rade when  I  am  not." 
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"  Nay,  nay,  Colonel,"  said  Sir  John  Fenwick,  still  holding 
out  his  hand  to  him,  "  at  least  as  your  friend  of  twenty  years' 
standing." 

"  That  as  you  please,  sir,"  replied  Green,  giving  him  his 
hand  coldly. 

"  We  have  requested  your  presence  here,  Colonel,"  said 
Charnock,  "  to  speak  over  various  matters " 

"  Mr.  Charnock,"  interrupted  Green,  "  I  have  nothing  to 
do  with  you.  It  is  with  this  gentleman  1  wish  to  have  a  word 
or  two  more  than  we  could  have  the  other  afternoon,"  and  he 
walked  directly  up  to  Sir  George  Barkley. 

"  Well,  sir,  what  is  it  that  you  want  with  me  ?"  said  Sir 
George.  "  I  hope  you  have  thought  better  of  what  you  said 
that  night." 

"  Thought,  sir,"  answered  Green,  "  has  only  served  to 
confirm  everything  that  I  then  felt.  In  the  first  place.  Sir 
George  Barkley,  you  have  dealt  with  me  in  this  business 
uncandidly ;  and  if  I  had  not  had  better  information  than  that 
which  you  gave  me,  pretending  to  be  a  friend,  I  should  have 
been  smuggled  into  a  transaction  which  I  abhor  and  detest." 

"  How  mean  you,  sir?  How  mean  you.?  I  was  perfectly 
candid  with  you,"  said  Sir  George  Barkley. 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha !"  exclaimed  Green,  laughing  scornfully. 
"  Perfectly  candid !  Yes,  when  you  could  not  be  other- 
wise. You  told  me,  sir,  that  you  Avanted  my  assistance  with 
ten  men  well  armed  for  a  service  of  great  honour  and  danger; 
but  until  I  put  the  question  straightforward  to  you — having 
already  obtained  a  knowledge  of  your  proceedings — you  did 
not  tell  me  that  the  service  you  required  was  the  cold-blooded 
murder  of  William,  wrongly  called  King  of  England." 

"  That,  sir,  was  to  be  explained  to  you  afterwards,"  said 
Sir  George  Barkley. 

"  Afterwards!"  exclaimed  Green:  "ay,  sir, how  soon  after- 
wards.? After  the  deed  was  done,  ha?  or  after  I  was  so  far 
committed  that  I  could  not  retract?  And  let  me  ask  you, 
why  it  was  that  I  was  not  to  be  informed  till  afterwards,  when 
every  other  person  here  present  knew  it  long  before — I,  who 
remained  by  the  bloody  waters  of  the  Boyne  when  you  acted 
as  the  King's  running  footman,  and  heralded  him  back  to 
France  ?  Nay,  nay,  you  shall  hear  me  out,  sk,  now.  I  be- 
lieve not  that  you  would  ever  have  told  me,  had  it  not  been 
that  this  intercepted  letter  fell  into  my  hands,  and  informed 
me  of  all  your  proceedings,  when  you  thought  I  knew  them 
not." 

And  as  he  spoke  he  held  the  letter  out  before  him,  and 
struck  his  hand  fiercely  upon  the  paper. 
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The  others  looked  round,  each  in  his  neighbour's  face, 
with  a  doubtful,  and  disconcerted  look,  and  Green  went  on 
before  any  one  could  answer. 

"  Why  Vas  all  this.  Sir  George  Barkley  ?"  he  said.  "  Why 
was  this  concealment.''  I  will  tell  you  why:  because  you 
dared  not  for  your  life  propose  such  a  thing  to  me,  till  you 
thought  I  was  so  far  committed  that  I  could  not  escape  you; 
and  if  I  had  not  asked  you  myself  the  question,  I  should 
never  have  heard  the  truth  till  this  day." 

Dark  and  darker  shades  of  passion  had  come  over  the 
countenance  of  Sir  George  Barkley  while  Green  had  been 
speaking;  and  he,  Charnock,  and  one  of  the  others,  during 
the  latter  part  of  their  new  companion's  somewhat  vituperative 
address,  had  been  exchanging  looks  very  significant  and 
menacing.  At  length,  however.  Sir  G  eorge  Barkley  exclaimed, 
"  Come,  come.  Colonel — this  language  is  too  much.  You 
have  been  asking  questions  and  answering  them  yourself. 
We  have  now  one  or  two  to  ask  you,  and  we  hope  you  will 
answer  them  as  much  to  our  satisfaction  as  you  have  answered 
the  others  to  your  own.'' 

"What  are  your  questions,  sir.^"'  demanded  Green,  fixing 
his  eye  upon  him  sternly.  "Let  me  hear  them,  and  if  it  suits 
me  I  will  reply ;  if  not,  you  must  do  without  an  answer." 

"  To  one  question,  at  least,"  replied  Sir  George  Barkley, 
"  to  one  question,  at  least,  we  must  compel  an  answer !" 

"  Compel !"  exclaimed  Green,  "  compel !"  and  he  took  a 
step  back  towards  the  door. 

"  Look  to  the  door,  Fenwick !''  exclaimed  Sir  George 
Barkley.  "  Parkyns,  help  Sir  John !  I  should  be  sorry  to 
take  severe  measures  with  you,  Colonel;  but  before  you  stir  a 
step  from  this  room  you  must  pledge  yourself  by  all  you  hold 
sacred  that  you  will  not  betray  us." 

Green  heard  him  to  an  end  without  any  fiirthcr  movement 
than  the  step  back  which  he  had  taken,  and  which  placed 
him  in  such  a  position  that  he  could  front  either  Barkley  and 
the  rest  on  the  one  side,  or  those  who  were  at  the  door  upon 
the  other,  without  the  possibility  of  any  one  coming  upon  him 
from  behind  without  being  seen.  The  moment  the  other  had 
done,  however,  he  shook  back  the  cloak  from  his  shoulders, 
and  took  from  the  broad  horseman's  girdle  which  girt  him 
round  the  middle,  a  pistol,  the  barrel  of  which  was  fully 
eighteen  inches  long,  while  its  counterpart  appeared  on  the 
other  side  of  the  ])elt,  in  which  also  were  two  more  weapons 
of  the  same  kind,  but  of  less  dimensions.  He  leaned  the 
muzzle  calmly  upon  his  hand  for  a  moment,  and  looking 
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tranquilly  in  the  face  of  Sir  John  Fenwick  he  said,  in  a  quiet 
tone,  "  Sir  John  Fenwick,  you  are  in  my  way.  You  will  do 
wisely  to  retire  from  the  door,  and  take  your  friend  with 
you." 

"  Rush  upon  him!"  cried  a  man  named  Cranburnc;  and 
as  he  spoke  he  sprang  forward  himself,  while  Sir  George 
Barkley  and  the  rest  came  somewhat  more  slowly  after. 
The  pistol  was  in  a  moment  transferred  to  Green's  left  hand, 
and  with  a  back-handed  blow  of  the  right,  which  seemed  in 
fact  but  a  mere  touch,  Cranburne  was  laid  prostrate  on  the 
ground,  with  his  Avhole  face  and  neck  SAAdmming  in  blood 
from  his  mouth  and  nose.  In  his  fall  he  nearly  knocked 
down  Sir  George  Barkley,  who  took  it  as  a  signal  for  retreat 
towards  the  fire-place,  and  at  the  same  moment  Green,  who 
had  not  moved  a  step  from  the  spot  where  he  stood,  repeated 
in  a  louder  voice,  "  You  are  in  my  way.  Sir  John  Fenwick ! 
Move  from  the  door  !"  and  at  the  same  instant,  in  the  silence 
which  had  followed  the  overthrow  of  Cranburne,  the  ringing 
sound  occasioned  by  a  pistol  being  suddenly  cocked  made 
itself  distinctly  heard. 

"  Move,  move.  Sir  John  Fenwick !"  cried  one  of  the  others, 
a  Captain  Porter — "this  is  all  very  silly:  we  risk  a  great 
deal  more  by  making  a  fi'acas  here,  than  in  trusting  to  the 
honour  of  a  gentleman,  such  as  the  Colonel." 

Sir  John  Fenwick  did  not  require  two  recommendations 
to  follow  this  suggestion,  but  he  and  Parkyns  drew  back 
simultaneously,  leaving  the  way  free  for  Green  to  go  out. 
He  advanced,  in  consequence,  as  if  to  take  advantage  of  this 
movement;  but  before  he  quitted  the  room,  he  turned  and 
fronted  the  party  assembled. 

"  Sir  George  Barkley,"  he  said,  looking  at  him  with  a 
scornful  smile,  "  you  are,  all  of  you,  afraid  of  my  telling 
what  I  know ;  but  now  that  the  way  is  clear,  I  will  so  far  re- 
lieve you  as  to  say,  that  nothing  which  any  of  you  have  told 
me  shall  ever  pass  my  lips  again.  The  knowledge  that  I 
have  gained  or  may  gain  by  other  means  is  my  own  property, 
with  which  I  shall  do  as  1  like;  but  there  are  one  or  two 
pieces  of  information  which  I  carry  under  my  doublet,  and 
which  you  may  not  be  sorry  to  hear.  As  for  you.  Sir  George 
Barkley,  the  secret  I  have  to  reveal  to  you  is,  that  you  are  a 
white-livered  coward.  This  I  shall  tell  to  nobody  but  yourself 
— Ha,  ha,  ha ! — because  your  friends  know  it  already,  and  to 
your  enemies  you  will  never  do  any  harm.  Fenwick,  you  are 
just  sufficient  of  a  fool  to  get  yourself  into  a  scrape,  and  suf- 
ficient of  a  knave  to  drag  your  friends  in  too,  in  the  hopes  of 
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getting  out  yourself.  Sir  William  Parkyns  and  Sir  John 
Friend,  knights  and  gentlemen  of  good  repute,  with  full 
purses  and  with  cmjitv  heads,  you  are  paving  a  golden  road 
to  the  gallows.  Charnock,  you  are  a  butcher;  but  depend 
upon  it,  you  were  not  made  to  slaughter  any  better  beast 
than  a  bullock.  The  rest  of  you,  gentlemen,  good  night. 
As  for  you.  Porter,  I  wish  you  were  out  of  this  business. 
It  ou  are  too  honest  a  man  to  be  in  it ;  but  take  care  that  you 
do  not  make  a  knave  of  yourself  in  trying  to  shake  yoiu'self 
free  from  a  cloak  that  you  should  never  have  put  on." 

It  may  easily  be  conceived  that  this  speech  was  not  parti- 
cularly palatable  to  any  of  the  parties  present.  Bitt  Sir 
George  Barkley  was  the  only  one  who  answered,  and  he  only 
did  it  by  a  sneer. 

"  Oh !  we  know  very  well,"  he  said,  "  my  good  Colonel, 
that  you  can  turn  your  coat  as  well  as  any  man.  We  have 
heard  of  certain  visits  to  Kensington,  and  interviews  with  the 
usurper;  and,  doubtless,  we  shall  soon  see  a  long  list  of  our 
names  furnished  by  you,  and  stuck  up  against  Whitehall." 

"  He  who  insinuates  a  falsehood,  sir,"  replied  Green, 
turning  sharply  upon  him,  "  is  worse  than  he  who  tells  a  lie, 
for  a  lie  is  a  bolder  sort  of  cowardice  than  a  covered  false- 
hood. I  have  never  been  but  once  to  Kensington  in  my  life, 
and  that  was  to  see  Bentinck,  Lord  Portland — whom  I  did 
not  see.  William  of  Nassau  I  have  never  spoken  to  in  my 
life,  and  never  seen,  that  I  know  of,  except  once  through  a 
pocket-glass,  upon  the  banks  of  the  Boync.  All  that  you 
have  said,  sir,  you  know  to  be  false;  and  as  to  my  giving  a 
list  of  your  names,  that  you  know  to  be  false  also.  What  I 
may  do  to  prevent  evil  actions  I  do  not  know,  and  shall  hold 
it  over  your  heads.  But  of  one  thing  you  may  be  quite  sure, 
that  no  man's  name  would  ever  be  compromised  by  me, 
however  much  he  may  deserve  it." 

Thus  saying,  he  turned  upon  his  heel  and  quitted  the 
room,  still  holding  the  pistol  in  his  hand.  After  closing  the 
door,  he  paused  for  an  instant  and  meditated,  then  thrust  the 
pistol  back  into  his  belt,  and  walked  along  one  of  the  many 
passages  of  the  house,  with  the  intricacies  of  which  he 
seemed  perfectly  well  acquainted. 

The  scene  of  dismay  and  confusion,  however,  which  he 
left  behind  is  almost  indescribable.  Every  person  talked 
at  once,  some  addressing  the  general  number,  not  one  of 
whf)m  was  attending;  some  speaking  vehemently  to  another 
individual,  who  in  turn  was  speaking  as  vehemently  to  some 
one   else.     The   great  majority  of  those  present,  however, 
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seemed  perfectly  convinced  that  their  late  companion  would 
betray  them,  or,  at  all  events,  take  such  measures  for  frustrat- 
ing their  schemes,  as  to  render  it  perilous  in  the  extreme  to 
proceed  in  them.  Sir  John  Friend  was  for  giving  it  all  up  at 
once,  and  Parkyns  seemed  much  of  the  same  opinion. 
Rookwood,  Fenwick,  and  others  hesitated,  but  evidently 
leaned  to  the  safer  course. 

Sir  George  Barkley  and  Charnock  were  the  only  persons 
who,  on  the  contrary,  maintained  the  necessity  and  the  pro- 
priety of  abandoning  none  of  their  intentions.  To  this, 
indeed,  after  great  efforts,  they  brought  back  the  judgment 
of  the  rest;  but  it  required  all  their  skill  and  art  to  accom- 
plish that  object.  In  regard  to  the  general  question  of  pro- 
ceeding, they  urged,  at  first,  that  they  might  as  well  go  on, 
though  cautiously,  inasmuch  as  they  were  all  committed  to  such 
a  degree,  that  they  could  not  be  more  so,  let  them  do  what 
they  would.  They  were  already  amenable  to  the  law  of  high 
treason,  which  was  sure  not  to  be  mitigated  towards  them, 
and  therefore  they  had  nothing  farther  to  fear  but  discovery. 
This  having  been  conceded,  and  fear  beginning  to  wear 
away,  after  a  little  consideration,  it  was  easily  shown  to 
some  of  those  present  who  proposed  to  abandon  the  idea  of 
calling  in  foreign  ti'oops,  in  the  hope  of  bringing  Ijack  the 
Duke  and  the  Earl  of  Aylesbury,  with  others,  to  their  party, 
that  their  great  hope  of  security  lay  in  the  actual  presence  of 
those  foreign  troops,  who  would,  at  all  events,  enable  them 
to  effect  their  escape,  even  if  they  did  not  insure  them  suc- 
cess in  their  design.  The  assassination  was  the  next  thing 
touched  upon:  but  here  Sir  George  Barkley  argued,  that 
what  had  occurred  should  only  be  considered  as  a  motive 
for  urging  on  their  proceedings  with  the  utmost  rapidity. 

"  Let  us  leave  it  to  be  understood,"  he  said,  "  by  the  great 
multitude  of  King  James's  loyal  subjects,  that  the  matter  of 
aid  from  France  is  a  thing  yet  to  be  considered  of.  In  re- 
gard to  the  death  of  the  usurper,  whatever  it  may  be  necessary 
to  say  to  others,  none  of  us  here  present  can  doubt  that  it  is 
absolutely  necessary  to  our  success.  The  whole  of  the  in- 
formation possessed  by  the  man  who  has  just  left  us  is  evi- 
dently gained  from  a  letter  which  I  wrote  to  Sir  John  Hub- 
bard in  the  north,  which  has  somehow  unfortunately  fallen 
into  his  hands.  In  that  letter,  however,  1  stated  that  the 
usurj3er's  life  would  come  to  an  end  in  April  next,  as  we 
at  first  proposed.  If  the  man  have  any  design  of  betray- 
ing us " 

"  No,  no,  he  will  not  betray  us,"  said  several  voices  ;  "  he 
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has  pledged  himself  not  to  disclose  our  names ;  and  when  his 
word  is  once  given,  it  is  sure." 

"  But,"  said  Sir  JohnFenwick,  "  he  straight-forwardly  said 
that  he  would  frustrate  our  scheme,  and  in  so  doing,  it  is  a 
thousand  chances  to  one  that  he  causes  the  whole  to  be 
discovered."  ^ 

"  Then  the  way,"  exclaimed  Sir  George  Barkley,  "  the 
only  way  is  to  proceed  in  the  business  at  once.  This  letter 
to  Hubbard  is  what  he  goes  upon :  he  has  no  suspicion  of 
our  being  ready  to  accomplish  the  thing  at  once.  Let  us  then 
take  him  by  surprise  ;  and  while  he  is  waiting  to  see  what 
April  will  produce,  let  us,  I  say,  within  this  very  week,  exe- 
cute boldly  that  which  we  have  boldly  undertaken.  We  can 
easily  have  sharp  spies  kept  constantly  watching  this  good 
friend  of  ours  in  the  green  doublet,  who  seems  to  fancy  him- 
self a  second-hand  sort  of  Robin  Hood.  Half  of  his  people  are 
mine  already,  and  the  other  half  Avill  be  so  soon.  Let  the 
thing  be  done  before  the  year  be  a  week  older ;  and  let  us 
to-morrow  night  meet  at  Mrs.  Mountjoy's  in  St.  James's- 
street,  and  send  over  to  hurry  the  preparations  in  France. 
Gentlemen,  it  is  time  for  action.  Here  several  months  have 
slipped  by,  and  nothing  is  done.  It  is  high  time  to  do  some- 
thing, lest  men  should  say  we  promised  much  and  performed 
little." 

Gradually  all  those  who  were  present  came  round  to  the 
opinion  of  Sir  George  Barkley,  and  everything  was  arranged 
as  he  had  proposed  it.  Some  farther  time  was  then  spent  in 
desultory  conversation ;  and  it  seemed  as  if  every  one  lin- 
gered, under  the  idea  that  they  were  all  to  go  away  together. 
Sir  George  Barkley,  however,  and  Fenwick,  seemed  some- 
what uneasy,  and  whispered  together  for  a  moment  or  two  ; 
and  at  length  the  latter  said,  "  It  may  be  better,  gentlemen, 
for  us  to  go  away  by  two  or  three  at  a  time.  You,  Parkyns, 
with  Sir  .John  Friend,  had  better  take  along  the  upper  road ; 
three  others  can  take  the  low  road  by  the  waterside ;  and 
Sir  George  with  Charnock  and  myself  will  Avait  here  till  you 
are  safely  on  your  way." 

This  proposal  was  instantly  agreed  to ;  but  still  some  of 
the  gentlemen  lingered,  evidently  to  the  discomposure  of  Sir 
George  Barkley,  who  at  length  gave  them  another  hint  that 
it  was  time  to  depart. 

"  By  Heaven  !"  he  exclaimed,  as  soon  as  they  were  all 
gone,  "  I  thought  they  would  have  hung  drivelling  on  here 
till  the  boat  came  down.  'J'he  tide  served  at  ten  o'clock,  and 
before  one  they  must  be  off  the  end  of  the  garden.  How  far 
is  it  from  Erith  ?" 
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"  Oh,  certainly  not  four  hours'  sail,"  answered  Chamock. 
"  But  had  I  not  better  now  write  the  letter  we  talked  of  to  the 
Duke  ?  I  can  conceal  my  own  hand  well  enough,  and  then 
if  Fenwick  is  asked  anything  about  it,  he  can  swear  most 
positively  that  it  is  not  his  writing." 

"  Oh !  I  care  nothing  about  it,"  replied  Fenwick.  "  The 
foolish  old  man  cannot  betray  me  without  betraying  himself; 
and  you  Avill  see  he  will  soon  come  round.  In  the  meantime, 
however,  I  will  go  down  and  talk  to  old  Plessis  about  the 
ship.  I  should  think  it  could  be  got  ready  two  days  sooner 
easily ;  and  as  this  that  we  have  in  view  is  a  great  object,  we 
must  not  mind  paying  a  few  pounds  for  speed." 

Thus  saying,  he  left  the  room  ;  and  Charnock,  taking  paper 
out  of  a  drawer,  proceeded  to  write  a  letter  according  to  the 
suggestions  of  Sir  George  Barkley.  Presently  after,  there 
was  a  sound  of  several  voices  speaking,  which  apparently 
proceeded  from  some  persons  approaching  the  front  of  the 
house.  Both  Sir  George  Barkley  and  Charnock  started  up, 
the  first  exclaiming,  "  Hark  !  there  they  are  !" 

"  Yes,"  exclaimed  Charnock,  "  there's  a  woman's  voice, 
sure  enough  !  Why  the  devil  don't  they  stop  her  talking  so 
loud?" 

"  You  write  out  the  letter,  Charnock,"  said  Sir  George. 
"  I  must  go  down  and  see  that  all  is  right." 

Charnock  nodded  his  head,  and  the  other  left  the  room. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

When  Wilton  Brown  reached  the  house  of  the  Earl  of 
Byerdale,  he  found  that  nobleman,  the  Duke  of  Gaveston, 
and  Lord  Sherbrooke,  sitting  together  in  the  most  amicable 
manner  that  it  is  possible  to  conceive.  The  countenance  of 
the  Duke  was  certainly  very  much  distressed  and  agitated ; 
but  making  allowance  for  the  different  characters  of  the  two 
men.  Lord  Byerdale  himself  did  not  seem  to  be  less  distressed. 
Lord  Sherbrooke,  too,  was  looking  very  grave,  and  was 
thoughtfully  scribbling  unmeaning  lines  with  a  pen  and  ink 
on  some  quires  of  paper  before  him. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Brown,  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you,"  exclaimed 
the  Duke. 

"  My  dear  Wilton,"  said  the  Earl,  addressing  him  by  a 
title  which  he  had  never  given  him  in  his  life  before,  "  we  are 
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particularly  in  need  of  your  advice  and  assistance.  I  know 
not  whether  Sherbi-ooke,  in  his  note,  told  you  the  event  that 
has  occurred." 

"  He  did  so,  to  my  great  grief  and  sui-prise,  my  lord,"  re- 
plied Wilton.  "  How  I  can  be  of  any  assistance  I  do  not 
know  ;  but  I  need  not  say  that  I  will  do  anything  on  earth 
that  I  can  to  aid  my  lord  duke  and  your  lordship." 

"  The  truth  is,"  replied  Lord  Byerdale,  "  that  I  am  as 
greatly  concei'ned  as  his  grace  :  it  having  happened  most  un- 
fortunately, this  very  morning — I  am  sorry,  through  Sher- 
brooke's  own  fault — that  Lady  Laura  found  herself  compelled 
to  break  off  the  proposed  alliance  between  our  two  families, 
which  was  one  of  my  brightest  day-dreams.  The  Duke 
knows  well,  indeed,  that  however  high  I  may  consider  the 
honour  which  1  had  at  one  time  in  prospect,  I  am  perfectly 
incapable  of  taking  any  unjustifiable  means,  especially  of 
such  a  rash  and  desperate  nature,  to  secure  even  an  alliance 
such  as  his.  But  other  people  —  the  slanderous  world  at 
large — may  insinuate  that  I  have  had  some  share  in  this  busi- 
ness ;  and  therefore  it  is  absolutely  necessaiy  for  me  to  use 
every  exertion  for  the  purpose  of  discovering  whither  the 
young  lady  has  been  carried.  At  the  same  time,  the  circum- 
stances in  which  we  are  placed  must,  in  a  gi*eat  degree,  pre- 
vent Sherbrooke  from  taking  that  active  part  in  the  business 
which  I  know  he  could  wish  to  do,  and  I  therefore  must  cast 
the  burden  upon  you,  of  aiding  the  Duke,  on  my  part,  with 
every  exertion  to  trace  out  the  whole  of  this  mysterious  bu- 
siness, and,  if  possible,  to  restore  the  young  lady  to  her 
father." 

The  Earl  spoke  rapidly  and  eagerly,  as  if  he  feared  to  be 
interrupted,  and  wished,  in  the  first  instance,  to  give  the 
matter  that  tmn  which  seemed  best  to  him. 

"  1  am  very  anxious,  too,  Mr.  Brown,"  said  the  Duke,  "  to 
have  your  assistance  in  this  matter,  for  I  am  sure,  you  well 
know  I  place  great  confidence  in  you." 

Wilton  bowed  his  head,  not  exactly  perceiving  the  cause  of 
this  great  confidence  at  the  moment,  but  still  well  pleased 
that  it  should  be  so. 

"  May  I  ask,"  he  said,  in  as  calm  a  voice  as  he  could  com- 
mand, for  his  own  heart  was  too  much  interested  in  the  sub- 
ject to  suffer  him  to  speak  altogether  tranquilly — "  may  I  ask 
what  are  the  particulars  of  this  terrible  affair,  for  Lord  Sher- 
brooke's  note  was  very  brief.?  He  merely  told  me  the  Lady 
Laura  had  disappeared ;  but  he  told  me  not  where  she  had 
last  been  seen." 
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"  She  was  last  seen  walking  on  the  teiTace  in  the  garden," 
said  the  Duke,  "just  as  it  was  becoming  dusk.  The  after- 
noon was  cold,  and  I  thought  of  sending  for  her ;  but  she 
had  been  a  good  deal  agitated  and  anxious  during  the  day, 
and  I  did  not  much  like  to  disturb  her  thoughts." 

"  On  which  terrace  .'"  demanded  Wilton,  eagerly. 

"  On  the  low  terrace  near  the  water,"  replied  the  Duke. 

"  Good  God  !"  exclaimed  Wilton,  clasping  his  hands,  "  can 
she  have  fallen  into  the  river  r"  and  the  horrible  image  pre- 
sented to  his  mind  made  his  cheek  turn  as  pale  as  ashes.  In 
a  moment  after,  however,  it  became  red  again,  for  he  marked 
the  eye  of  the  Earl  upon  him,  while  the  slightest  possible 
smile  crept  round  the  corners  of  that  nobleman's  mouth. 

"  My  apprehensions,  at  first,  were  the  same  as  yoiu*s,  my 
young  fi'iend,"  replied  the  Duke.  "  1  was  busy  with  other 
things,  when  one  of  the  servants  came  to  tell  me  that  they 
thought  they  had  heard  a  scream,  and  that  their  young  lady 
Avas  not  upon  the  terrace,  though  she  had  not  returned  to  the 
house.  We  went  down  instantly  with  lights,  for  it  was  now 
dark ;  and  my  apprehensions  of  one  terrible  kind  were  in- 
stantly changed  into  others,  by  finding  the  large  footmarks  of 
men  in  the  gravel,  part  of  which  was  beaten  up,  as  if  there 
had  been  a  struggle.  The  footsteps,  also,  could  be  traced 
down  the  stone  steps  of  the  landing-jDlace,  where  my  own 
barge  lies,  and  there  was  evidently  the  mark  of  a  foot,  loaded 
with  gravel,  on  the  gunwale  of  the  boat  itself,  showing  that 
somebody  had  stepped  upon  it  to  get  into  another  boat." 

This  intelligence  greatly  relieved  the  mind  of  Wilton  ;  and 
at  the  same  time.  Lord  Sherbrooke,  who  had  not  yet  spoken 
a  word,  looked  up,  saying,  "  The  Duke  thinks,  Wilton,  that 
it  will  be  better  for  you  to  go  home  with  him,  and  endeavour 
to  trace  this  business  out  from  the  spot  itself.  One  of  the 
messengers  will  be  sent  to  you  immediately  with  a  warrant, 
under  my  father's  hand,*  to  assist  you  in  apprehending  any 
of  the  participators  in  this  business.  Do  you  think  anything 
can  be  done  to-night  r" 

Wilton  was  accustomed  to  read  his  friend's  countenance 
with  some  attention,  and,  from  his  whole  tone  and  manner, 
he  gathered  that  Lord  Sherbrooke  was  somewhat  anxious  to 
bring  the  conference  to  an  end. 

"  Perhaps   something  may  be   done  to-night,"  he  replied, 

*  It  may  be  as  well  to  remark  here,  that  much  of  the  business  which  is  now 
entirely  entrusted  to  police  magistrates  was  then  carried  on  by  the  secretaries  of 
state  and  high  official  persons  ;  and  a  "  secretary's  warrant"  was  an  instrument 
of  very  dangerous  and  extensive  power. 
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"  especially  if  no   inquiry  has  yet  been  made  amongst  the 
watermen  upon  the  river." 

"  None,"  replied  the  Duke,  "  none  !  To  say  the  truth,  I 
was  so  confounded  and  confused,  that  I  came  away  here 
instantly — for  advice  and  assistance,"  he  added ;  but  there 
was  a  pause  between  the  words,  which  left  his  real  views 
somewhat  doubtful.  The  rest  of  the  business  was  speedily 
arranged.  The  Duke's  coach  was  at  the  door,  and  Wilton 
proceeded  into  the  Earl's  library  to  write  a  note  to  his  own 
servant,  containing  various  directions.  He  was  followed  in 
a  minute  or  two  by  Lord  Sherbrooke,  who  seemed  looking 
for  something  in  haste. 

"  Where  are  the  blank  warrants,  Wilton  ? "  he  said  :  "  my 
father  will  sign  one  at  once." 

As  he  spoke,  however,  he  bent  down  his  head  over  Wilton's 
shoulder,  and  then  added,  "  Get  away  as  fast  as  you  can,  or 
you  will  betray  yourself  to  the  keen  eyes  that  are  upon  you. 
Go  with  the  Duke,  rescue  the  girl,  and  the  game  is  before 
you.  I,  too,  will  exert  myself  to  find  her,  but  with  different 
views,  and  you  shall  have  the  benefit  of  it." 

"  Sherbrooke,  Sherbrooke,"  said  Wilton,  "  what  madness 
is  it  that  you  would  put  into  my  head?" 

"  It  is  in  your  heart  already,  Wilton,"  replied  Lord  Sher- 
brooke. "  But  after  all,  it  is  no  madness,  Wilton ;  for  I  have 
this  very  night  heard  my  father  acknowledge  to  the  Duke 
that  he  knows  who  you  really  are  ;  that  the  blood  in  your 
veins  is  as  good  as  that  of  any  one  in  the  kingdom  ;  and  that 
your  family  is  more  ancient  than  that  of  the  Duke  himself, 
only  that  on  account  of  some  of  the  late  troubles  and  changes 
it  has  been  judged  necessary  to  keep  you,  for  a  time,  in  the 
shade.  Thus,  you  see,  it  is  no  madness — Nay,  nay,  collect 
your  thoughts,  Wilton. — Where  are  these  cursed  warrants  ? 
I  say  the  game  is  before  you. — There  is  my  father's  voice 
calling.  He  has  an  intuitive  perception  that  I  am  spoiling 
his  plans.  Look  to  Sir  John  Fenwick,  Wilton— look  to  Sir 
John  Fenwick.  I  suspect  him  strongly.  Hark  how  that 
patient  and  dignified  father  of  mine  is  making  the  bell  of  the 
saloon  knock  its  head  against  the  wall !  By  heavens,  there's 
his  step  !  Fold  up  your  note  quickly  !  Where  can  these 
cursed  warrants  be  ? — My  lord,"  he  continued,  turning  to 
his  father,  who  entered  at  that  moment,  "  before  you  sent  me 
for  the  warrants,  you  should  have  given  me  a  warrant  to  dis- 
cover and  take  them  up,  for  I  can  neither  do  one  nor  the 
other." 

The  wan-ants  were  soon  found,  however ;  the  Earl  signed 
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one  and  filled  up  the  blanks  :  one  of  the  ordinary  Messengers 
of  State  was  sent  for,  in  order  to  follow  Wilton  and  the  Duke 
as  soon  as  possible  ;  and  the  young  gentleman,  taking  his 
place  in  the  carriage,  was  soon  uj^on  the  way  to  Beaufort 
House,  conversing  over  the  events  that  had  occurred. 

What  between  agitation,  grief,  and  apprehension,  the  Duke 
was  all  kindness  and  condescension  towards  his  young  com- 
panion. He  seemed,  indeed,  to  cast  himself  entirely  upon 
Wilton  for  support  and  assistance  ;  and  it  speedily  became 
apparent  that  his  suspicions  also  pointed  in  the  direction  of 
Sir  John  Fenwick,  and  the  rash  and  violent  men  with  whom 
he  was  engaged. 

"  I  could  explain  myself  on  this  subject,"  said  the  Duke, 
*'  to  no  one  but  you,  my  dear  young  friend,  as  you  are  the 
only  person  acquainted  with  the  fact  of  my  having  been  at 
that  unfortunate  meeting,  except,  indeed,  the  people  them- 
selves. Of  course  I  could  not  say  a  word  upon  the  subject* 
to  Lord  Byerdale  or  Lord  Sherbrooke  ;  but  in  you  I  can 
confide,  and  on  your  judgment  and  activity  I  rely  entirely 
for  the  recovery  of  my  poor  girl." 

"  1  will  do  my  best,  my  loi'd,"  replied  Wilton,  "  and  trust 
I  shall  be  successful.  Perhaps  I  may  have  more  cause  for 
anticipating  a  fortunate  result  than  even  your  grace,  as  I 
have  means  of  instantly  ascertaining  whether  the  persons  to 
whom  you  have  alluded  have  any  share  in  this  matter  or 
not ;  means  which  I  must  beg  leave  to  keep  secret,  but 
which  I  shall  not  fail  to  employ  at  once." 

"  Oh,  I  was  sure,"  replied  the  Duke,  "  that  if  there  was  a 
man  in  England  could  do  it,  you  would  be  the  person.  I 
know  your  activity  and  your  courage  too  well,  not  to  have 
every  confidence  in  you." 

The  coachman  had  received  orders  to  drive  quick  ;  and 
the  hour  of  nine  was  just  striking  on  the  bell  of  an  old  clock 
at  Chelsea  when  the  carriage  drove  into  the  court-yard. 
Wilton  sjjrang  out  after  the  Duke  ;  but  he  did  not  enter  the 
house. 

"  1  will  but  go  to  make  some  inquiries,"  he  said,  "  and 
join  your  grace  in  half  an  hour.  I  may  learn  something  to- 
night, and  under  these  circumstances  it  is  right  to  lose  no 
time.  I  should  be  well  pleased,  however,  to  have  a  cloak,  if 
one  of  your  grace's  servants  could  bring  me  either  a  common 
riding  cloak  or  a  roquelaure." 

One  was  immediately  procured  ;  and,  somewhat  to  the 
surprise  and  admiration  of  the  Duke,  who  was,  as  the  reader 
may  have  perceived,  one  of  those  people  that  are  expressively 
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deuominated  sloio  men,  he  set  off  instantly  to  pursue  his 
search,  animated  by  feehngs  which  had  now  acquired  even  a 
deeper  interest  than  ever,  and  by  hopes  of  the  extraordinary 
circumstances  in  which  he  was  placed  proving  the  means  of 
attaining  an  object  well  worth  the  exertion  of  every  energy 
and  every  thought. 

It  was  a  fine  frosty  night,  with  the  stars  twinkling  over 
head,  but  no  moon,  so  that  his  way  amongst  the  narrow  lanes 
which  surrounded  Beaufort  House  at  that  time,  was  not  very 
easily  found.  As  he  walked  on,  he  heard  a  sharp  whistle 
before  him,  but  it  produced  nothing,  though  he  proposed  to 
himself  to  stand  upon  the  defensive,  judging  from  one  or  two 
little  signs  and  symptoms  which  he  had  seen,  that  the  Green 
Dragon  might  protect  under  the  shadow  of  its  wings  many 
persons  of  a  far  more  fierce  and  dangerous  description  than 
it  had  itself  proved,  either  as  an  adversary  of  St.  George,  or 
as  an  inhabitant  of  the  marshes  near  Wantley. 

He  walked  on  fast,  and  a  glimmering  light  in  the  direction 
from  which  he  had  heard  the  sound  proceed  at  length  led 
him  to  the  hospitable  door  of  the  Green  Dragon.  One  sign 
of  hospitality,  indeed,  it  wanted.  It  stood  not  open  for  the 
entrance  of  every  one  who  sought  admission  ;  and  a  pre- 
cautionary minute  or  two  was  suffered  to  pass  before  Wilton 
obtained  one  glance  of  the  interior. 

At  length,  however,  a  small  iron  bolt,  which  prevented  any 
impertinent  intrusion  into  the  penetralia  of  the  Green  Dragon, 
was  drawn  back,  and  the  lusty  form  of  the  landlord  made  its 
appearance  in  the  passage.  He  instantly  recognised  Wilton, 
whose  person,  indeed,  was  not  very  easily  forgotten ;  and 
laying  his  finger  on  the  side  of  his  nose,  with  a  look  of  much 
sagacity,  he  led  Wilton  into  a  little  room  which  seemed  to 
be  his  own  peculiar  abode. 

"  The  Colonel  is  out,  sir,"  he  said,  as  soon  as  the  door 
was  closed ;  "  and  there  are  things  going  on  I  do  not 
much  like." 

Wilton's  mind,  full  of  the  thought  of  Lady  Laura,  instantly 
connected  the  landlord's  words  with  the  fact  of  her  dis- 
appearance, but  refrained  from  asking  any  direct  question 
regarding  the  lady.  "  Indeed,  landlord,"  he  said,  "  I  am 
sorry  to  hear  that.     What  has  happened  ? " 

"  Why,  sir,"  answered  the  landlord,  "  nothing  particular ; 
but  only  I  wish  the  Colonel  was  here — that  is  all.  I  do 
not  like  to  see  tampering  with  a  gentleman's  friends.  You 
understand,  sir — I  wish  the  Colonel  was  here." 

"  But,  landlord,"  said  Wilton,  "  can  he  not  be  found  }     I 


THE   king's   highway.  155 

wish  he  were  here,  too,  and  if  you  know  where  he  is,  I  might 
seek  him.      1  have  something  important  to  say  to  him." 

"  Bless  you,  sir,"  replied  the  hmdlord,  "  he's  half-way  to 
Rochester  by  this  time.  He  went  well  nigh  two  hours  ago, 
and  he  is  not  a  man  to  lose  time  by  the  way.  Y  ou'll  not  see 
him  before  to-morrow  night,  and  then,  may  be,  it  will  be  too 
late.  I'd  tell  you,  sir,  upon  my  life,"  he  continued,  "  if  you 
could  find  him,  for  he  bade  me  always  do  so ;  but  you  will 
not  meet  with  him  on  this  side  of  Gravesend  till  to-morrow 
night,  when  he  will  most  likely  be  at  the  Nag's  Head  in  St. 
James's  Street  about  the  present  blessed  hour.  I've  known 
him  a  long  time  now,  sir,  and  I  will  say  I  never  saw  such 
another  gentleman  on  the  vaij,  though  there  is  Mr.  Byerly 
and  many  others  that  are  all  very  gentlemanlike — but  bless 
you,  sir,  they  do  it  nothing  like  the  Colonel,  so  I  do  not  wish 
him  to  be  wronged." 

"  Of  course  not,"  answered  Wilton  ;  "  but  tell  me,  landlord, 
had  he  heard  of  this  unfortunate  business  of  the  lady  being 
carried  off,  before  he  went?" 

"  Lord  bless  you,  no,  sir,"  replied  the  man—"  I  only  heard 
of  it  myself  an  hour  ago.  But  one  of  our  people  was  talking 
with  a  waterman  just  above  there,  and  he  said  that  there  was 
a  covered  barge — like  a  gentleman's  barge — came  down  at  a 
great  rate,  about  six  o'clock ;  and  he  vowed  that  he  heard 
somebody  moaning  and  crying  in  it ;  but  likely  that  is  not 
true,  for  he  never  said  a  word  till  after  he  heard  of  the  Duke's 
young  lady  having  been  whipped  up." 

Wilton  obtained  easily  the  name  and  address  of  the  water- 
man, and  finding  that  there  was  no  chance  whatever  of  gain- 
ing any  further  intelligence  of  Green,  or  any  means  of  com- 
municating with  him  at  an  earlier  period  than  the  following 
night,  he  took  his  leave  of  the  good  host,  and  rose  to 
depart.     The  landlord,  however,  stopped  him  for  a  moment. 

"  Stay  a  bit.  Master  Brown,"  he  said.  "  You  see,  I  rather 
think  there  are  one  or  two  gentlemen  in  the  lane  waiting  just 
to  talk  a  word  with  my  good  Lord  Peterborough,  who  is  likely 
to  pass  by  ;  and  as  the  Colonel  told  me  that  you  were  not 
just  in  that  way  of  business  yourseltl,  you  had  better  take 
the  boy  with  you." 

"  No,  indeed,"  replied  Wilton,  somewhat  bitterly,  "  I  am 
not  exactly,  as  you  say,  in  that  way  of  business  myself.  I 
am  being  taught  to  rob  on  a  larger  scale." 

"  Oh,  sir !"  exclaimed  the  landlord,  not  at  all  understand- 
ing Wilton's  allusion  to  his  political  pursuits,  "  all  these 
gentlemen  keep  the  highway  a  horseback  too.     This  foot- 
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jjadding  is  only  done  just  for  a  bit  of  amusement,  and  be- 
cause the  Colonel  is  out  of  the  way.  He  Avould  be  very 
angry  if  he  knew  it. — But  I  did  not  know  you  were  upon 
the  road  at  all,  sir." 

"  No,  no,"  replied  Wilton,  smiling,  "  I  was  only  joking, 
my  good  friend.  The  sort  of  robbery  I  meant  was  aiding 
kings  and  ministers  to  rob  and  cheat  each  other." 

"  Ay,  ay,  sir !"  said  the  landlord,  now  entering  into  his 
meaning,  and  taking  as  a  good  joke  what  Wilton  had  really 
spoken  in  sadness — "you  should  have  called  it  miching,  sir 
— miching  on  a  great  scale.  Well,  that's  worse  than  t'other. 
Give  me  the  King's  Highway,  I  say  !  only  I'm  too  fat  and 
pursy  now." 

This  said,  he  went  and  called  a  little  boy  well  trained  in 
bearing  foaming  pots  from  place  to  place,  who  soon  con- 
ducted Wilton  back  in  safety  to  the  house  of  the  Duke,  and 
then  undertook  to  send  up  the  waterman  with  all  speed.  By 
this  time  the  Messenger  from  the  Earl  of  Byerdale  had 
arrived  ;  but  although  the  good  gentlemen  called  Messengers, 
in  those  days,  exercised  many  of  the  functions  of  a  Bow- 
street  officer,  and  possessed  all  the  keen  and  cunning  sa- 
gacity of  that  two-legged  race  of  ferrets,  neither  he  nor 
Wilton  could  elicit  any  farther  information  from  the  water- 
man than  that  which  had  been  already  obtained. 

"  I  think,  sir,  I  think,  your  grace,"  said  the  Messenger, 
bowing  low  to  the  statesman's  secretary,  and  still  lower  to 
the  Duke,  "  I  think  that  we  must  give  the  business  up  for 
to-night,  for  we  shall  make  no  more  of  it.  To-morrow 
morning,  as  early  as  you  please,  Mr.  Brown,  I  shall  be  ready 
to  go  down  the  river  with  you,  and  I  think  we  had  better 
have  this  young  man's  boat,  as  he  saw  the  barge  which  he 
thinks  took  the  young  lady  away.  Hark  ye,  my  man,"  he 
continued,  addressing  the  waterman,  "  you've  seen  fifty 
guineas,  haven't  you .?" 

"  Why,  never  in  my  own  hand,  your  honour,"  replied  the 
man,  with  a  grin. 

"  Well,  then,  you'll  see  them  in  your  hand,  and  your  own 
money  too,  if  by  your  information  we  find  out  this  young 
lady ;  so  go  away  now,  and  try  to  discover  any  one  of  your 
comrades  who  knows  something  of  the  matter,  and  come 
with  a  wherry  to  the  Duke's  stairs  to-morrow  morning  as 
soon  as  it  is  daylight." 

"  Ay,  ay,  we'll  find  her,  sir,  I'll  bet  something,"  said  the 
man ;  and  with  this  speech,  the  only  consolatory  one  which 
had  yet  been  made  by  any  of  the  party,  he  left  them. 
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The  Messenger  having  now  done  all  that  he  thought  suf- 
ficient, retired  comfortably  to  repose,  shaking  from  his  mind 
at  once  all  recollection  of  a  business  in  which  his  heart  took 
no  part.  Nothing  on  earth  marks  more  distinctly  that  the 
Spirit  or  the  Soul,  with  all  its  fine  sensibilities  and  qualities, 
both  of  suffering  and  acting,  is  of  distinct  being  from  the 
mere  Intellect,  which  is,  in  fact,  but  the  soul's  prime  minister, 
than  the  manner  in  which  two  people  of  equal  powers  of 
mind  will  act  in  circumstances  where  the  welfare  of  a  third 
person,  dear  to  the  one,  and  not  dear  to  the  other,  is  con- 
cerned. A  sense  of  what  is  right,  some  accidental  duty,  or 
mere  common  philanthropy,  may  often  cause  the  one  to 
exert  all  his  powers  with  the  utmost  activity  to  obtain  the 
object  in  view;  but  the  moment  that  he  has  done  all  that 
seems  possible,  the  soul  tells  the  mind  to  throw  off"  the 
burden  for  the  time  ;  and,  casting  away  all  thought  of  the 
matter,  he  lays  himself  down  comfortably  to  sleep  and  for- 
getfulness.  The  other,  however,  in  whose  bosom  some  more 
deep  interest  exists,  pursues  the  object  also  by  every  means 
that  can  be  suggested  ;  but  when  all  is  done,  and  the  mind 
is  wearied,  the  soul  does  not  suffer  the  intellect  to  repose, 
but,  still  engaged  in  the  pursuit,  calls  the  mind  to  labour 
with  anxious  thought,  even  though  that  thought  may  be 
employed  in  vain. 

For  some  hours  after  the  Messenger  was  sound  asleep, 
and  had  forgotten  the  whole  transaction  in  the  arms  of 
slumber,  Wilton  sat  conversing  with  the  Duke,  and  en- 
deavouring to  di'aw  fi'om  him  even  the  smallest  particulars 
of  all  that  had  taken  place  during  the  last  few  days,  with 
the  hope  of  discovering  some  probable  cause  for  the  event. 
The  Duke,  however,  though  disposed  to  be  communicative 
towards  Wilton  on  most  subjects,  showed  a  shyness  of  ap- 
proaching anything  connected  with  the  meeting  in  Leaden- 
hall-street. 

It  was  evident,  indeed,  that  all  his  suspicions  turned  upon 
Sir  John  Fenwick,  and  he  admitted  that  a  violent  quarrel 
had  occurred  after  the  meeting ;  but  he  showed  so  evident 
an  inclination  to  avoid  entering  into  the  subject  farther,  that 
Wilton  in  common  delicacy  could  not  press  him.  Finding 
it  in  vain  to  seek  any  more  information  in  that  quarter, 
Wilton  at  length  retired  to  rest,  but  sleep  came  not  near  his 
eyelids.  He  now  lay  revolving  all  that  had  occurred,  en- 
deavouring to  extract  from  the  little  that  was  really  known 
some  light,  however  faint,  to  lead  to  farther  discovery.  In 
the  darkness   of  the  night,  imagination,  too,  came  in,  and 
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pictured  a  thousand  vague  but  horrible  probabilities  regarding 
the  fate  of  the  beautiful  gii'l  with  whom  he  had  so  lately 
walked  in  sweet  companionship  on  the  very  terrace  from 
which  it  appeared  that  she  had  been  violently  taken  away. 
Fancy  had  wide  range  to  roam,  both  in  regard  to  the  objects 
of  those  who  had  carried  her  off,  to  the  place  whither  they 
had  borne  her,  and  to  the  probability  of  ever  recovering  her 
or  not.  But  Fancy  stopped  not  there— she  suggested  doubts 
to  Wilton's  mind  as  to  the  fact  of  her  having  been  carried  off 
at  all.  The  teiTible  apprehension  that  she  might,  by  some 
accident,  have  fallen  into  the  river  retmned  upon  him.  The 
feet-marks  upon  the  gravel,  he  thought,  might  very  naturally 
have  been  produced  by  the  servants  in  their  first  search  ;  and 
it  was  not  at  all  improbable  that  some  one  of  them,  thinking 
that  his  young  mistress  had  fallen  into  the  water,  might  have 
placed  his  foot  upon  the  gunwale  of  the  barge  to  lean  for- 
ward for  a  clearer  view  of  the  river  under  the  terrace. 

As  he  thought  of  all  these  things,  and  tortured  his  heart 
with  apprehensions,  the  conviction  came  upon  the  mind  of 
Wilton,  that,  notwithstanding  every  difference  of  station,  and 
the  utter  hopelessness  of  love  in  his  case,  Laura  had  become 
far,  far  dearer  to  him  than  any  other  being  upon  earth ;  had 
produced  in  his  bosom  sensations  such  as  he  had  never 
known  before ;  sensations  which  were  first  discovered  fully 
in  that  hour  of  pain  and  anxiety,  and  which,  alas !  promised 
but  anguish  and  disappointment  for  the  years  to  come. 

There  was,  nevertheless,  something  fascinating  in  the 
conviction,  which,  once  admitted,  he  would  not  willingly 
have  parted  with  ;  and  it  gradually  led  his  thoughts  to  what 
Lord  8herbrooke  had  told  him  concerning  his  own  fate  and 
family.  That  information,  indeed,  brought  him  but  little 
hope  in  the  present  case,  though  we  should  speak  falsely 
were  we  to  assert  that  it  brought  him  no  hope.  The  gleam 
was  faint,  and  doubting  that  it  would  last,  he  tried  volun- 
tarily t(}  extinguish  it  in  his  own  heart.  He  called  to  mind 
how  many  there  were,  whose  families,  engaged  in  the  late 
troubles  during  the  reigns  of  Charles  and  James,  had  never 
been  able  to  raise  themselves  again,  but  had  sunk  into  ob- 
scurity, and  died  in  poverty  and  exile.  He  recollected  how 
many  of  them  and  of  their  children  had  been  driven  to  betake 
themselves  to  the  lowest,  and  even  the  most  criminal  courses  ; 
and  he  bethought  him,  that  if  he  were  the  child  of  any  of 
th(!se.  he  might  think  himself  but  too  fortunate  in  having 
obtained  an  inferior  station  which  gave  him  com])etence  at 
least.     The  cloud  might  never  be  cleared  away  from  his 
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fate ;  and  he  recollected,  that  even  if  it  were  so,  there  was 
but  little  if  any  chance  of  his  obtaining,  with  every  advan- 
tage, that  which  he  had  learned  to  desire  even  without  hope. 

He  knew  that  the  Duke  was  a  proud  man,  proud  of  his 
family,  proud  of  his  wealth,  proud  of  his  daughter,  proud  of 
his  rank,  and  that  he  had  judged  it  even  a  very  great  conde- 
scension to  consent  to  a  marriage  between  his  daughter  and 
the  son  of  the  Earl  of  Byerdale,  a  nobleman  of  immense 
wealth,  vast  influence,  most  ancient  family,  and  one  who, 
from  his  power  in  the  counsels  of  his  sovereign,  might,  in 
fact,  be  considered  the  prime  minister  of  the  day.  He  knew, 
I  say,  that  the  Duke  had  considered  his  consent  as  a  very 
great  condescension  ;  and  he  had  remarked  that  very  night, 
that  Laura's  father,  even  in  the  midst  of  his  grief  and  anxiety, 
had  made  the  Earl  feel,  by  his  whole  tone  and  manner,  that 
in  the  opinion  of  the  Duke  of  Gaveston  there  was  a  vast  dis- 
tinction between  himself  and  the  Earl  of  Byerdale.  What 
chance  was  there,  then,  he  asked  himself,  for  one  without  any 
advantages,  even  were  the  happiest  explanation  to  be  given 
to  the  mysteiy  of  his  own  early  history  ? 

Thus  passed  the  night,  but  before  daylight  on  the  follow- 
ing morning  he  was  up  and  dressed;  and,  accompanied  by 
the  Messenger,  he  went  down  the  river  with  two  watermen ; 
both  of  whom  declared  that  they  had  seen  the  covered  bai-ge 
pass  down  at  the  very  hour  of  Lady  Laura's  disappearance, 
and  had  heard  sounds  as  if  from  the  voice  of  a  person  in 
distress. 

We  shall  not  follow  Wilton  minutely  on  his  search,  as  not 
a  little  of  our  tale  remains  to  be  told.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that 
from  Chelsea  to  Woolwich  he  made  inquiries  at  every  wharf 
and  stairs,  examined  every  boat  in  the  least  like  that  which 
had  been  seen,  and  spoke  with  every  waterman  whoui  he 
judged  likely  to  give  information  ;  but  all  in  vain.  At  that 
time  almost  every  nobleman  and  gentleman  in  London,  as 
well  as  all  merchants,  who  possessed  any  ready  means  of 
access  to  the  Thames,  had  each  a  private  stairs  down  to  the 
river,  with  his  barge,  which  was  neither  more  nor  less  than  a 
large  covered  boat,  somewhat  resembling  a  Venetian  gon- 
dola, but  much  more  roomy  and  comfortable. 

Thus  the  inquiries  of  Wilton  and  the  Messenger  occupied 
a  considerable  space  of  time,  and  the  day  was  far  spent  when 
they  turned  again  at  Woolwich,  and  began  to  row  up  the 
stream.  Wilton,  on  his  part,  felt  inclined  to  land,  and, 
hiring  a  horse,  to  proceed  to  the  Duke's  house  with  greater 
rapidity  ;  but  the  Messenger  shook  his  head,  saying,  "  No, 
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no,  sir ;  that  wont  do.  We  must  go  through  the  same  work 
all  over  again  up  the  river.  There's  quite  a  different  set  of 
people  at  the  water-side  in  the  morning  and  in  the  evening. 
We  are  much  more  likely  to  hear  tidings  this  afternoon  than 
we  were  in  the  early  part  of  the  day." 

Wilton  saw  the  justice  of  the  man's  remark,  and  acquiesced 
readily.  But  he  did  so  only  to  ])rocure  for  himself,  as  it 
turned  out,  a  bitter  and  painful  addition  to  the  apprehensions 
which  already  tonnented  him.  In  passing  London  bridge, 
one  of  the  heavy  barges  used  in  the  conveyance  of  mer- 
chandise was  seen  moored  at  a  little  distance  below  the 
bridge,  and  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  fall.  A  great  num- 
ber of  men  were  in  her,  rolling  up  various  ropes  and 
grappling  irons,  while  a  personage  dressed  as  one  of  the 
city  officers  appeared  at  their  head.  He  was  directing  them 
at  the  moment  to  unmoor  the  barge,  and  bring  her  to  one 
of  the  wharfs  again  ;  but  the  boatmen  of  Wilton's  boat, 
without  any  orders,  immediately  rowed  up  to  the  barge,  and 
the  Messenger  inquired  what  the  officer  and  his  comrades 
were  about. 

The  officer,  who  seemed  to  know  him,  replied  at  once, 
"  Why,  Mr.  Arden,  we  are  dragging  here  to  see  if  we  can  get 
hold  of  the  boat  or  any  of  the  bodies  that  went  down  last 
night." 

"  Ay,  Smith,"  replied  the  Messenger,  "  what  boat  was 
that  ?     I  haven't  heard  of  it." 

"  Why,  some  stupid  fools,"  replied  the  officer,  "  dropping 
down  the  river  in  a  barge  about  half-past  eight  last  night, 
tried  to  shoot  the  arch  at  half  tide,  struck  the  pier,  got 
broadside  on  at  the  fall,  and  of  course  capsized  and  went 
down.  If  it  had  been  a  wherry,  the  boat  would  have  floated, 
but  being  a  covered  barge,  and  all  the  windows  shut,  she 
went  down  in  a  minute,  and  there  she  sticks  ;  but  we  can't 
well  tell  where,  though  I  saw  the  whole  thing  happen  with 
my  own  eyes." 

"  Did  you  see  who  was  in  the  barge  V  demanded  the 
Messenger. 

"  I  saw  there  were  three  men  in  her,"  the  officer  replied, 
"  but  I  couldn't  see  their  faces  or  the  colour  of  their  clothes, 
for  it  was  very  dark  ;  and  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  two  great 
lamps  at  the  jeweller's  on  the  bridge,  I  should  not  have  seen 
so  much  as  I  did.  We  are  going  home  now,  for  we  have  not 
light  to  see ;  but  we  got  up  one  of  the  bodies,  drifted  down 
nearly  half  a  mile  on  the  Southwark  side  there." 

"  Was  it  a  man  or  a  woman  ?"  demanded  Wilton,  eagerly. 
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"  A  man,  sir,"  replied  the  officer.  "  It  turns  out  to  be 
Jones,  the  waterman  by  Fulham." 

Wilton  did  not  speak  for  a  moment,  and  the  Messenger 
was  struck,  and  silent  likewise.  When  they  recovered  a 
little,  however,  they  explained  to  the  officer  briefly  the  object 
of  their  search  upon  the  river,  and  he  was  easily  induced  to 
continue  dragging  at  the  spot  where  he  thought  the  boat  had 
disappeared.  He  was  unsuccessful,  however ;  and,  after 
labouring  for  about  half  an  hour,  the  total  failure  of  light 
compelled  them  to  desist  without  any  farther  discovery. 

Wilton  then  landed  with  the  Messenger  ;  and  Avith  his 
brain  feeling  as  if  on  fire,  and  a  heart  wrung  with  grief,  he 
rode  back,  as  soon  as  horses  could  be  procured,  to  carry  the 
sad  tidings  which  he  had  obtained  to  Laiu'a's  father. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

A  SPIRIT — though  rather  of  a  better  kind  than  that  which 
drags  too  many  of  our  unfortunate  countrymen  into  the 
abodes  of  wickedness  and  corruption,  now  called  Gin 
Palaces,  so  liberally  provided  for  them  in  the  metropolis — 
abodes  licensed  and  patronised  by  the  government  for  the 
temptation  of  the  lower  orders  of  the  populace  to  commit 
and  harden  themselves  in  the  great  besetting  vice  of  this 
country — a  spirit,  I  say,  of  a  better  kind  than  this,  drags  me 
into  a  house  of  public  entertainment,  called  the  Nag's  Head, 
in  St.  James's  Street. 

The  Nag's  Head,  in  St.  James's  Street ! !  ! 

Now,  though  nobody  would  be  in  the  least  sui-prised  to 
have  read  or  heard  of  the  Nag's  Head  in  the  Borough,  yet 
there  is  probably  not  a  single  reader  who  will  see  this  collo- 
cation of  the  "Nag's  Head"  with  "St.  James's  Street" 
without  an  exclamation,  or  at  least  a  feeling  of  surprise,  at 
it  being  possible  there  should  ever  have  been  such  a  thing  in 
St.  James's  Street  at  all — that  is  to  say,  not  a  nag's  head,  either 
horsically  or  hobbyhorsically  speaking,  but  tavernistically  ; 
for  be  it  known  to  all  men,  that  the  Nag's  Head  here  men- 
tioned was  an  inn  or  tavern  actually  in  the  very  middle  of 
the  royal  and  fashionable  sti-eet  called  St.  James's. 

One  might  write  a  whole  chapter  upon  the  variations  and 
mutations  of  the  names  of  inns,  and  inquire  curiously  whether 
their  modification  in   various  places  and   at  various  times 
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depends  merely  upon  fashion,  or  whether  it  is  produced  by 
some  really  existing  but  latent  sympathy  between  peculiar 
names,  as  applied  to  inns,  and  particular  circumstances, 
affecting  localities,  times,  seasons,  and  national  character. 

Having  already  touched  upon  this  subject,  however,  though 
with  but  a  slight  and  allusive  sentence  or  two,  in  reference 
to  our  friend  the  Green  Dragon,  and  being  at  this  moment 
pressed  for  time  and  room,  we  shall  say  no  more  upon  the 
subject  here,  but  enter  at  once  into  the  Nag's  Head,  and 
lead  the  reader  by  the  hand  to  the  door  of  a  certain  large 
apartment,  which,  at  about  half-past  nine  o'clock,  on  the 
night  we  have  just  been  speaking  of,  was  well  nigh  as  full 
as  it  could  hold. 

The  people  whom  it  contained  were  of  various  descriptions, 
but  most  of  them  were  gentlemanly  men  enough  in  their  ap- 
pearance, and  these  were  ranged  round  little  tables  in  parties 
of  five  or  six,  or  sometimes  more.  It  cannot,  indeed,  be  said 
that  their  occupations  were  particularly  edifying.  Dice, 
backgammon-boards,  and  cards  were  spread  on  many  of  the 
tables  ;  punch  smoked  around  with  a  very  fragrant  odour ; 
and  whatever  might  have  been  the  nature  of  the  conversation 
in  general,  the  oaths  and  expletives,  with  which  it  was  inter- 
larded from  time  to  time,  spoke  not  very  well  for  either  the 
morality  or  the  eloquence  of  our  ancestors :  for  such,  indeed, 
I  must  call  these  gentlemen,  forming  as  they  did  part  of  the 
great  ancestral  body  of  a  hundred  and  fifty  years  ago ; 
though  I  devoutly  hope  and  pray  that  none  of  my  own 
immediate  progenitors  happened  to  be  amongst  the  number 
there  assembled.  The  smell  of  punch  and  other  strong 
drink  was,  to  the  atmosphere  of  the  place,  exactly  what  the 
dissolute  and  swaggering  air  of  a  great  number  of  the  persons 
assembled  there  was  to  the  natiu'al  expression  of  the  human 
countenance.  The  noise,  too,  was  very  great;  so  that  the 
ear  of  a  new  comer  required  to  become  accustomed  to  it 
before  he  ^ould  hear  anything  that  was  taking  place. 

Graduijl'^  however,  as  habit  reconciled  the  visitor  to  the 
din,  the  ot^iKs  and  objurgations,  together  with  the  words 
"  cheat,  liar,  knave,"  &c.  &c.,  separated  themselves  from  the 
rest  of  the  conversation,  and  swam  like  a  sort  of  scum  upon 
the  top  of  the  buzz.  Though  all  were  met  there  for  enjoy- 
ment, too,  it  is  worthy  of  remark,  that  many  of  the  counte- 
nances around  bore  strong  marks  of  fierce  and  angr}-  passions, 
disappointment,  hatred,  revenge  ;  and  many  a  flushed  cheek 
and  flashing  eye  told  the  often-told  tale,  that  in  the  amuse- 
ments which  man  devises  for  himself  he  is  almost  always 
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sure  to  mingle  a  sufficient  quantity  of  vice  to  bring  forth  a 
plentiful  return  of  sorrow. 

While  all  this  was  proceeding  in  full  current,  the  door, 
which  opened  with  a  weight  and  pulley,  rattled  and  squeaked 
as  it  was  cast  back,  and  our  often-mentioned  friend  Green — 
or  the  Colonel,  as  he  was  called — entered  the  room.  Giving 
a  casual  glance  around  him,  he  jiroceeded  to  the  other  end 
of  the  saloon,  where  there  was  a  small  table  vacant,  and 
called  in  a  loud  but  slow  voice  for  a  pint  of  claret.  Whether 
this  was  his  habit,  or  whether  it  was  merely  an  accidental 
compliance  with  the  tavern  etiquette  of  taking  something  in 
the  house  which  we  visit,  the  claret  was  brought  to  him 
instantly,  as  if  it  had  been  ready  prepared,  together  with  a 
large  glass  of  the  kind  now  called  a  tumbler,  and  a  single 
biscuit. 

Green  took  no  notice  of  any  one  in  the  room,  for  some 
minutes,  but  ate  the  biscuit  and  drank  the  claret  in  two 
drafts  of  half  a  pint  at  a  time.  When  this  was  done,  he 
gazed  round  him  gravely  and  thoughtfully  ;  after  which  he 
walked  up  to  one  of  the  tables  where  some  people  were 
playing  at  hazard,  and  spoke  a  word  or  two  across  it  to  the 
man  who  was  holding  the  dice-box.  The  man  looked  up 
with  a  frank  smile,  and  for  his  only  reply  nodded  his  head, 
saying,  "  In  five  minutes.  Colonel." 

Green  then  went  on  to  the  next  table,  and  spoke  in  the 
same  low  voice  to  a  person  on  the  left-hand  side,  but  the 
man  looked  down  doggedly,  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and 
said,  "  I  can't  leave  my  game  now.  Colonel.  If  you  had 
told  me  half  an  hour  ago,  it  might  have  been  different.'' 

"  Oh !  you  are  very  busy  in  your  game,  are  you  ? "  said  Green. 
"  And  so  I  suppose  are  you,"  he  added,  turning  to  another 
who  was  sitting  at  the  same  table. 

That  man  answered  also  in  the  same  tone ;  and  Green, 
muttering  to  himself  "  Very  well ! "  went  on  to  two  more 
tables  at  little  distances  from  each  other,  from  one  of  which 
only,  he  received  a  nod  in  answer  to  what  he  said,  with  the 
words,  "  Directly,  Colonel — directly." 

He  was  just  going  on  to  another,  when  the  door  again 
opened,  and  a  tall,  graceful  young  man,  apparenthf  of  one  or 
two  and  twenty  years  of  age,  entered  the  room,  and  advanced 
towards  the  table  which  Green  had  left  vacant.  His  whole 
manner  and  appearance  was  totally  different  from  that  of  the 
persons  by  whom  the  room  had  been  previously  tenanted, 
and  a  number  of  inquiring  eyes  were  naturally  turned  towards 
him.     Green  looked  him  full  in  the  face  without  taking  the 
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slightest  notice ;  nor  did  the  stranger  show  any  sign  of 
remarking  him,  except  by  brushing  against  him  as  he  passed, 
and  then  turning  round  and  begging  his  pardon,  while  at  the 
same  time  he  laid  the  finger  of  his  right  hand  upon  a 
diamond  ring  which  he  wore  upon  the  little  finger  of  the  left. 
He  then  advanced  straight  to  the  vacant  table,  as  we  have 
said,  and  sat  down,  looking  towards  a  drawer  who  stood  at 
the  other  end  of  the  room,  and  saying — 
"  Bring  me  some  claret." 

At  the  same  moment,  Green  advanced  to  the  table,  and 
bowing  his  head  with  the  air  and  grace  of  a  distinguished 
gentleman,  said — 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,  for  saying  that  this  is  my  table  ; 
but  there  is  perfectly  room  at  it  for  us  both,  and  if  you  will 
permit  me  the  honour,  I  will  join  you  in  your  wine.  Shall 
we  say  a  bottle  of  good  Burgundy,  which  will  be  better  than 
cold  claret  on  this  chilly  night  ?  " 

"  With  all  my  heart,"  replied  Wilton  Brown,  for  we  need 
hardly  tell  the  reader  that  it  was  he  who  had  last  entered  the 
room  at  the  Nag's  Head;  and  Green,  turning  to  the  drawer, 
said,  "  This  gentleman  and  I  will  take  a  bottle  of  Burgundy. 
Let  it  be  that  which  the  landlord  knows  of  " 

"  I  understand,  sir — T  understand,"  replied  the  drawer, 
"  last  Monday  night's;"  and  Wilton  and  his  companion  were 
soon  busily  discussing  their  wine,  and  talking  together,  upon 
various  indifferent  things,  in  a  voice  which  could  be  heard  at 
the  neighbouring  tables.  Green  spoke  with  ease  and  grace, 
and  had  altogether  so  much  the  tone  of  a  M'ell-bred  man  of 
the  world,  that  he  might  have  passed  for  such  in  the  highest 
society  in  the  realm.  Wilton  found  the  task  a  more  difficult 
one,  for  his  mind  was  eagerly  bent  upon  other  subjects.  He 
laboured  to  play  his  part  to  the  best,  however;  and  Green, 
laughing,  showed  him  how  to  drink  his  wnne  out  of  goblets, 
as  he  called  it;  so  that  the  matter  was  brought  to  a  conclusion 
sooner  than  he  had  ventured  to  hope. 

As  the  bottle  drew  to  its  close,  Green  took  an  opportunity 
of  saying,  in  a  low  voice,  "  Come  with  me  when  I  go  out." 

Wilton  answered  in  the  same  tone,  "  Must  you  not  make 
some  excuse.''" 

"  Oh,  I  will  show  you  one — I  will  show  you  one !"  exclaimed 
Green,  aloud — "  if  you  have  never  seen  one,  I  will  show  you 
one  within  five  minutes  from  this  time.  I  have  but  to  speak 
a  word  to  some  of  my  friends  at  these  different  tables,  and 
then  you  shall  come  with  me." 

This  was  heard  all  through  the  room;  and  Wilton  seeing 
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that  the  excuse  was  already  made,  said  no  more,  but,  "  Very 
well,  T  am  ready  when  you  like." 

Green  then  rose,  and  went  round  those  to  whom  he  had 
before  spoken,  addressing  each  of  them  again  in  the  same 
order. 

"  I  will  meet  you,  Harry,"  he  said  to  the  first,  who  had  so 
readily  made  an  affirmative  answer,  "  in  three  quarters  of  an 
hour.  Don't  be  longer,  my  good  fellow,  if  you  can  help  it. 
Master  Williamson,"  he  added,  when  he  came  up  to  the 
other,  speaking  in  as  low  a  tone  as  possible,  "  I  think  you 
would  have  given  up  your  game  at  cards,  if  you  had  known 
what  I  had  to  tell  you  and  Davis  there,  opposite." 

There  was  something  dark  and  meaning  in  Green's  look 
as  he  spoke,  a  knitting  of  the  brows,  a  drawing  together  of 
the  eyelids,  and  a  tight  shutting  of  the  mouth  between  every 
three  or  four  words,  which  made  the  man  turn  a  little  white. 
"  Why,  what  is  the  matter.  Colonel?"  he  said,  in  a  much 
civiler  tone  than  before.     "  Cannot  you  tell  me  now?" 

"  Oh,  yes,"  replied  Green,  in  the  same  low  tone,  "  I  can  tell 
you  now,  if  you  like.  It  is  no  great  matter:  only  that  there 
are  warrants  out  against  you  and  Davis;  and  against  Ingram 
there  at  the  other  table,  for  robbing  the  Earl  of  Peterborough 
last  night  in  the  Green  Lane,  behind  Beaufort  House.  They 
have  got  hold  of  Jimmy  Law,  poor  fellow,  already,  and  he 
will  be  hanged  to  a  certainty.  It  was  discovered  who  you 
all  were  by  Harry  Brown,  who  was  one  of  your  party  when 
you  went,  without  my  knowledge,  to  do  business  between 
Gravesend  and  Rochester.  He's  one  of  my  Lord  Peter- 
borough's led  captains  now,  and  was  in  the  carriage  with  him, 
though  you  didn't  see  him  to  know  him.  He  gave  all  your 
names,  and  they  have  sent  down  to  the  Green  Dragon  after 
you,  and  have  also  people  on  the  Rochester  road.  Tell  Davis, 
and  I  will  tell  Ingram ;  for  it  is  better  you  should  all  get  out 
of  the  way  for  awhile." 

This  was  said  in  so  low  a  tone,  that  none  of  those  around 
could  hear  distinctly ;  but  the  worthy  gentleman  to  whom  the 
words  were  addressed  did  not  seem  near  so  cautious  as  the 
Colonel;  for,  after  having  suffered  his  eyes  and  his  mouth  to 
expand  gradually  with  a  look  of  increasing  horror  at  every 
word,  he  started  up  from  the  table  as  Green  concluded,  ex- 
claiming, "  By 1 "  and  dashed  the  cards  down  upon  the 

board  before  him,  scattering  one  half  of  them  over  the  floor. 

Green  gave  him  one  momentary  look  of  sovereign  contempt, 

and  then  proceeded  to  the  opposite  table,  where  he  told  the 

same  story  to  the  personage  named  Ingram,  whose  attention 
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had  been  called  by  the  vehement  excitement  of  his  comrade. 
The  effect  now  produced  seemed  fully  as  deep,  though  not 
quite  so  demonstrative ;  for  Master  Ingram  sat  in  profound 
silence  at  the  table  for  at  least  five  minutes,  with  his  face 
assuming  various  hues  of  purple  and  green,  as  he  revolved 
the  matter  in  his  own  mind. 

It  is  probable,  that  very  seldom  any  three  men,  except  three 
sailors,  have  ever  thought  so  much  of  a  rope  at  the  same  moment ; 
and  before  Green  could  finish  his  tour  round  the  room  and 
rejoin  Wilton,  those  to  whom  he  had  spoken  were  all  hasten- 
ing up  St.  James's  Street  as  fast  as  they  could  go.  Green 
returned  to  the  table  where  he  had  been  seated,  called  the 
drawer  to  receive  the  money  for  the  Burgundy,  and  then  bow- 
ing his  head  to  Wilton,  with  somewhat  of  a  stiff"  air,  he  said, 
"  Now,  sir,  if  you  please,  I  am  ready  to  show  you  the  way ; 

and  as  I  have  not  much  time " 

"  I  am  quite  ready,"  replied  Wilton ;  and  turning  to  the 
door,  he  and  Green  left  the  house  together,  while  those  who 
remained  behind,  immediately  they  were  gone,  gathered  into 
two  or  three  little  knots,  discussing  the  scene  which  had  just 
taken  place. 

In  the  meantime,  Green  led  Wilton  into  St.  James's 
Square,  the  centre  of  which  was  not  at  that  time  enclosed, 
as  now,  by  iron  railings ;  and  walking  to  and  fro  there,  he 
demanded  eagerly  what  was  the  matter,  and  heard  with  sur- 
prise all  that  his  young  companion  had  to  tell  him  of  the 
sudden  disappearance  of  the  Duke's  daughter,  of  which  he 
had  previously  received  no  intelligence. 

We  need  not  recapitulate  the  whole  of  Wilton's  account 
to  the  reader ;  but  will  only  add,  to  that  which  is  already 
known,  one  fact  of  some  importance  with  which  the  young 
gentleman  concluded  the  detail  of  his  inquiries  during  that 
very  day. 

"When  I  arrived  at  Beaufort  House,"  he  said,  "  fully  and 
painfully  impressed  with  the  notion  that  this  poor  young  lady 
was  drowned,  1  was  met  by  the  Duke  at  the  very  door  of  his 
library  with  a  letter  in  his  hand.  His  eyes  were  full  of  tears 
of  joy,  for  the  news  of  aboat  having  been  lost  had,  by  this  time, 
reached  him ;  and  the  letter,  which  was  dated  from  a  distant 
part  of  the  country,  informed  him  of  his  daughter's  safety,  in 
these  words: — 'Lady  Laura  Gaveston  will  be  restored  to 
Beaufort  House  as  soon  as  her  father  can  make  up  his  mind 
to  behave  with  spirit  and  patriotism,  and  follow  out  the  only 
plans  which  can  save  his  country.  This  must  be  done  by 
actions,  not  by  words ;  but  a  positive  engagement  under  his 
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hand  will  be  considered  sufficient.  In  the  meantime,  she 
remains  a  hostage  for  his  good  faith.'  At  the  bottom  was 
written,  in  a  hand  which  he  says  is  that  of  Lady  Laura  her- 
self— '  My  dear  father,  I  am  well ;  but  this  is  all  they  will  let 
me  write." 

"  Whence  was  it  dated  r"  demanded  Green  sharply, 

"  Newbury,"  replied  Wilton ;  "  and  the  letter  was  brought 
by  a  person  who  spoke  with  a  foreign  accent." 

"  This  is  strange,"  said  Green:  "  I  should  think  it  was 
some  of  that  troop  of — I  know  not  well  whether  to  call  them 
villains  or  madmen.  I  should  think  some  of  them  had  done 
this,  were  it  not  that  I  had  seen  them  all — I  may  say  all  the 
principal  ones — last  night,  and  they  certainly  had  not  a 
woman  with  them  then." 

"  The  Duke's  suspicions  turn  principally  upon  Sir  John 
Fenwick,"  said  W^ilton. 

"  It  could  not  well  be  him,"  replied  Green :  "  he  was  there, 
and  none  but  men  with  him.  It  is  veiy  strange !  I  wish  I 
could  see  that  letter.     Perhaps  I  might  recognise  the  hand." 

"  That  is  evidently  feigned,"  answered  Wilton ;  "  but  I 
should  think  the  date  of  Newbury  must  be  false,  too." 

"  To  be  sure,  to  be  sure,"  replied  Green — "  the  exact 
reverse  most  likely.  They  must  have  taken  her  towards  the 
sea,  not  inland — Newbury  ! — More  likely  towards  Rochester 
or  Sheerness ;  yet  I  can't  think  thei'e  was  any  woman  there. 
Yet,  stay  a  minute,  Wilton,"  he  continued,  "  stay  a  minute. 
I  expect  tidings  to-night  from  the  very  house  at  which  I  met 
them  last  night.  There  is  a  chance,  a  bare  chance,  of  there 
being  something  on  this  matter  in  the  letters ;  it  is  worth 
while  to  see,  however.  W^here  can  I  find  you  in  ten  minutes 
from  this  time  : — I  saw  the  boy  waiting  near  the  palace  when 
we  came  out." 

"  I  will  go  into  the  Earl  of  Sunbury's,  on  that  side  of  the 
square,"  replied  Wilton,  "  where  you  see  the  two  lights. 
There  is  nobody  in  it  but  the  old  housekeeper,  but  she  knows 
me  and  will  admit  me." 

"  She  knows  me,  too,"  replied  Green,  drily ;  "  and  I  will 
join  you  there  in  ten  minutes  with  any  intelligence  I  may 
gain." 

Green  left  him  at  once,  with  that  peculiar  sharpness  and 
rapidity  of  movement  which  Wilton  had  always  remarked  in 
him  from  their  first  meeting.  The  young  gentleman,  on  his 
part,  went  over  to  the  house  of  the  Earl  of  Sunbury,  and 
telling  the  old  housekeeper,  and  the  girl  who  opened  the 
door  to  him,  that  a  gentleman  would  soon  be  there  to  speak 
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with  him  on  business,  he  went  up  to  the  saloon,  and  as  soon 
as  he  was  alone,  raised  the  light  that  was  left  with  him,  to 
gaze  upon  the  picture  which  we  have  mentioned  more  than 
once,  and  to  compare  it  by  the  aid  of  memory  with  the  lady 
whom  he  had  seen  but  a  few  days  before.  The  likeness  was 
very  strong,  the  height  was  the  same,  the  features,  examined 
strictly  one  by  one,  presented  exactly  the  same  lines.  The 
complexion,  indeed,  in  the  pictiure,  was  more  brilliant ;  and 
it  was  tliat,  perhaps,  as  well  as  a  certain  roundness,  which 
marked  a  difference  of  age;  but  then  the  expression  was 
precisely  the  same — a  depth,  a  tenderness  even  approaching 
to  melancholy — in  the  picture,  as  in  her  whom  he  had  seen; 
and  though  he  gazed,  and  wondered,  and  wearied  imagina- 
tion for  probabilities,  he  found  none,  but  could  only  end  by 
believing  that,  in  the  facts  connected  with  that  picture,  lay 
the  mvstery  of  his  fate,  and  of  the  link  between  him  and  the 
Earl  of  Sunbury. 

He  was  still  gazing,  when  Green  was  ushered  into  the 
room,  and  setting  down  the  light,  Wilton  turned  to  meet  him. 
There  was  a  dark  and  heavy  fi'own  upon  the  countenance  of 
him  whom  we  have  so  often  heard  called  the  Colonel,  as  he 
entered :  an  expression  of  bitterness  mingled  with  sadness ; 
but,  nevertheless,  he  took  up  the  light,  and  walking  up  to  the 
picture,  gazed  upon  it  for  a  minute  or  two,  as  Wilton  had 
done. 

"  It  is  wonderfully  like,"  he  said,  after  pausing  for  a  moment 
or  two — "  how  beautiful  she  was !"  However,  1  have  no  time 
to  think  of  such  things  now.  I  have  here  tidings  for  you, 
Wilton.  I  know  not  yet  rightly  what  they  are,  for  I  caught 
but  a  glance  of  them ;  and  had  other  things  to  think  of  bitter 
enough,  and  requiring  instant  attention.  Here,  let  us  look 
what  this  epistle  says." 

Setting  down  the  lamp  upon  the  table,  he  opened  the  letter 
and  held  it  to  the  light,  reading  it  attentively,  while  Wilton, 
who  stood  beside  him  did  the  same.  It  was  written  in  fine 
small  hand,  and  in  French ;  but  the  page  at  which  Green  had 
opened  the  sheet,  after  a  few  words  connected  with  a  sentence 
that  had  gone  before,  went  on  as  follows: — I  should  not  have 
sent  this  till  we  were  safe  across,  but  that  circumstances  have 
induced  us  to  delay  our  departure ;  and  you  would  scarcely 
think  that  it  is  I  who  have  urged  Caroline  to  remain  for  yet 
a  little  while :  I,  who  some  days  ago  was  so  fearful  of  remain- 
ing, so  anxious  to  depart.  Nor  is  it  solely  an  inclination  to 
linger  near  that  dear  boy,  although  1  own  the  sight  of  him 
has  been  to  me  like  the  foretaste  of  a  new  existence.     Bless 
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liim  for  me,  ray  friend— bless  him  for  me!  But  I  found  that 
the  dear  wild  girl  who  is  with  me  had  neither  ceased  to  love, 
nor  ceased  entirely  to  hope.  In  the  last  letter  she  received, 
mingled  with  reproaches  for  coming  hither,  there  was  every 
now  and  then  a  burst  of  tenderness  and  affection  which  made 
her  trust,  and  me  almost  believe,  that  all  good  and  honourable 
feeling  is  not  extinct.  She  thinks  that  if  she  could  see  him, 
the  better  angel  might  gain  the  dominion,  and  I  have  not 
only  counselled  her  to  remain  yet  a  little  while,  but  also  even 
to  go  to  London  should  it  be  required.  While  we  were  talking 
over  all  these  things,"  the  letter  proceeded,  "just  after  you 
were  gone,  we  heard  a  fresh  arrival  at  this  house,  and,  as  I 
thought,  a  woman's  voice  speaking  in  tones  of  remonstrance 
and  complaint.  I  have  this  morning  learned  who  it  is,  and 
now  write  in  great  haste  to  ask  you  if  these  things  are  right  in 
any  cause,  or  if  you  can  have  anything  to  do  with  it.  I  will  not 
believe  it,  Lennard — I  will  not  believe  it.  Rash  as  you  have 
been  in  choosing  your  own  fate  — hasty  as  you  have  been  in 
all  things  connected  with  yourself — you  would  not,  I  am  sure, 
countenance  a  thing  that  is  cruel  as  well  as  criminal." 

Green  laughed  bitterly.  "  I  am  forced,"  he  said,  "  to  bear 
much  that  I  would  not  countenance.  But  look  here — she 
goes  on  to  say  that  it  is  the  daughter  of  the  Duke.  '  Young, 
and  beautiful,  and  gentle,'  she  says— that  matches  well,  does 
it  not,  Wilton,  ha? — '  Who  has  been  torn  from  her  father, 
the  Duke  of  Gaveston,  in  this  daring  and  shameful  manner, 
and  brought  hither  by  water  with  the  intention,  as  I  believe, 
of  sending  her  over  to  France  in  the  ship  that  we  have  hired. 
I  have  seen  her  twice,  and  spoken  with  her  for  some  time, 
and  I  beseech  you,  if  it  be  possible,  find  means  of  setting  her 
free.'  —  Ay,  but  how  may  that  be  .^"  continued  Green.  ''If 
they  have  got  her,  and  risk  their  necks  to  have  her,  they  will 
take  care  to  keep  her  sure.  They  have  men  enough  for  that 
purpose,  and  they  have  taken  care  to  render  me  nearly 
powerless." 

"  I  should  have  thought,"  replied  Wilton,  whose  joy  at  the 
discovery  of  where  Laura  really  was  had  instantly  blown  up 
the  flame  of  hope  so  brightly,  that  objects  distant  and  difficult 
to  be  reached  seemed  by  that  light  to  be  close  at  hand — ''  I 
should  have  thought,  from  what  I  have  seen  and  what  I  sus- 
pect, that  you  could  have  commanded  a  sufficient  force  at 
any  moment  to  set  all  opposition  at  defiance,  especially 
when  you  were  engaged  in  a  lawful  and  generous  cause." 

"  I  should  have  thought  so,  too,"  replied  Green,  "  two  days 
ago.    But  times  have  changed,  Wilton,  times  have  changed, 
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and,  like  the  wind  of  a  tropical  climate,  turned  round  in  a 
single  moment.  On  my  soul,  he  continued,  vehemently,  "  one 
would  think  that  men  were  absolutely  insane.  Here  a  set  of 
people,  whose  lives  are  all  in  my  own  hand,  dare  to  tamper 
with  my  friends  and  comrades,  to  bribe  them,  to  hire  them 
away  from  me,  ay,  and  to  do  it  so  openly  that  I  cannot  fail 
to  see  it,  and  that  too,  at  the  very  moment  when  they  know 
that  I  hate  and  abhor  their  proceedings,  and  when  they  have 
just  reason  to  suppose  that  I  will  take  means  to  frustrate 
their  base  and  cowardly  designs,  and  only  waver  between  the 
propriety  of  doing  so,  and  the  wish  not  to  give  them  over  to 
the  death  they  well  deserve." 

"  If  they  have  so  acted,"  replied  Wilton  —  "  if  they  have 
shown  such  base  ingratitude  towards  you,  as  well  as  designs 
dangerous  to  the  country — for  I  will  not  affect  to  doubt  or 
misunderstand  you — why  not  boldly,  and  at  once,  give  them 
up  to  justice?  Understand  me,  I  wish  to  hear  nothing  more 
of  these  men.  I  wish  to  be  perfectly  ignorant  of  their  whole 
proceedings.  T  wish  to  have  no  information  whatsoever, 
except  my  own  suspicions,  for  if  I  had,  I  should  feel  myself 
bound  immediately  to  cause  their  arrest.  But  fi'om  what 
you  have  said  in  regard  to  Sir  John  Fenwick;  from  what  the 
Duke  has  said  on  various  occasions;  and  from  what  I  myself 
have  remarked,  I  am  strongly  inclined  to  believe  that  there 
are  matters  going  on  Avhich  can  but  end  in  ruin  to  those  en- 
gaged in  them,  if  not  in  all  the  horrors  of  a  civil  war." 

"  That  I  should  not  mind — that  I  should  not  mind  !"  cried 
Green — "  let  us  have  a  civil  war;  let  every  man  lay  his  hand 
upon  his  sword  and  betake  him  to  his  standard.  That  is  the 
true,  the  right,  the  only  right  way  to  get  rid  of  an  usurper.  It 
has  been  with  the  very  view  of  that  civil  war  you  talk  of  that 
I  have  banished  myself  from  the  station  in  which  I  was  born, 
that  I  have  walked  by  night  instead  of  by  day,  and  that  1  have 
kept  in  constant  preparation,  throughout  the  whole  of  the 
south  of  England,  the  seeds,  as  it  were,  of  a  future  army. 
And  now  what  have  they  done  }  Not  only  trusted  the  com- 
mand of  all  things  to  others,  but  given  that  command  to  men 
who  would  do,  by  the  basest  and  most  dastardly  means,  that 
which  I  would  do  by  open  force  and  bold  exertion :  men  who 
have  mixed  up  crimes  of  the  blackest  die  with  the  noblest 
aspirations  that  ever  led  on  men  of  honour  to  the  greatest 
deeds;  who  have  soiled  and  sullied,  disgraced  and  degraded, 
the  cause  for  which  1  have  shed  my  blood,  ruined  my  fortune, 
and  seen  all  the  fair  things  of  life  pass  away  like  a  dream. 
By  heavens,  I  could  cry  as  if  I  were  a  girl  or  a  baby,"  and  he 
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dashed  away  a  tear  from  his  eye  which  he  could  not  restrain ; 
"  and  now,"  he  continued,  "  and  now  if  I  do  not  prevent  them 
they  will  put  a  damning  seal  to  all  their  follies  and  crimes, 
which  will  render  that  holy  and  noble  cause  horrible  in  the 
eyes  of  all  men,  which  will  brand  it  for  ever  with  infamy  and 
shame,  and  leave  it  blighted  and  loathsome,  so  that  men  will 
shrink  from  the  very  thought  thereof." 

"  But  why  not  prevent  them?"  cried  Wilton  —  "  why  not 
give  up  such  traitors  and  villains  to  justice  at  once?" 

"Why  not?"  replied  Green;  "because  there  are  men 
amongst  them  who  have  fought  side  by  side  with  me  in  the 
day  of  battle ;  because  there  are  some  foolish  when  others 
are  wicked ;  because  that  there  are  many  who  abhor  their  acts 
as  much  as  I  do,  but  who  would  be  implicated  in  the  conse- 
quences of  their  crimes.  These  are  all  strong  reasons, 
Wilton,  powerful,  mighty  reasons,  and  I  find  now,  alas  ! — I 
find  now,  most  bitterly  —  that  he  who  seeks  even  the  best 
ends,  in  dark  and  tortuous  ways,  is  sure,  sooner  or  later,  to 
involve  himself  in  circumstances  where  he  can  neither  act  nor 
refuse  to  act,  neither  speak  nor  be  silent,  without  a  crime,  a 
danger  and  a  punishment.  In  that  situation  I  have  placed 
myself;  and  I  tell  you  that  even  now,  since  I  have  entered 
this  room,  I  have  determined  to  call  upon  my  own  head 
those  dangers,  if  not  that  fate,  which  the  mistake  I  have  com- 
mitted well  deserves.  T  will  frustrate  these  men's  designs. 
They  shall  not  commit  the  act  they  purpose.  But  yet  I  will 
betray  no  man ;  I  will  give  no  man  up  to  death.  They  shall  not 
wring  it  from  me  ;  but  they  shall  be  sufficiently  warned.  Now, 
however,  let  us  leave  all  this,  and  only  inquire  how  this  girl 
can  be  saved  from  their  hands.  You,  Vv'ilton,  must  be  the 
person  to  rescue  her,  for  I  feel  sure  that  your  fate  and  hers 
are  bound  up  together.  I  feel  sure,  too,"  he  added  with  a 
faint  smile,  "  that  she  would  rather  it  were  your  hand  saved 
her  than  that  of  any  one  else.  I  have  seen  you  together 
more  than  once,  remember.  But  how  it  is  to  be  done  is  the 
question.  My  time  must  be  given  to  other  things,  for  from 
tidings  I  have  received  not  a  moment  is  to  be  lost.  They 
have  taken  such  means  that  I  find  there  are  only  two  whom 
I  can  trust  out  of  very  many  who  were  with  me  near  London. 
I  have  no  time  to  send  either  into  Dorsetshire  or  Sussex,  and 
the  people  there  may  have  been  tampered  with  also.  Besides, 
as  we  cannot  call  in  the  power  of  the  law  upon  our  side,  it 
woidd  need  a  number  to  effect  our  purpose." 

"  But  I  will  call  in  the  power  of  the  law,"  replied  Wilton. 
"  I  have  a  Messenger  with  the  Secretary  of  State's  waiTant 
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at  ray  coraraand ;  and  wherever  this  place  may  be,  I  can  in  a 
moment  raise  such  a  force  in  the  neighbourhood  as  will  enable 
me  to  rescue  her,  and  capture  those  who  have  committed  so 
daring  an  outrage. 

"  Ay,  but  that  is  what  must  not  be,  Wilton,"  replied 
Green.  "  There  is  not  one  of  those  men  whom  you  would 
capture  whose  head  would  be  worth  ten  days'  purchase, 
were  he  within  the  walls  of  Newgate  or  the  Tower.  No,  no ! 
to  that  I  cannot  consent.  Her  freedom  must  be  effected 
somehow,  but  their  liberty  not  lost.  I  must  think  over  it 
this  night.    Where  can  I  find  you  to-morrow  morning  early  ?" 

"  At  my  own  lodgings,"  replied  Wilton,  "  not  four  streets 
off " 

"  No,  no!"  answered  Green;  "I  never  enter  London  in 
the  day.  I  might  risk  much  by  doing  so,  and  must  not  do  it 
except  in  case  of  great  need." 

"  Then  let  it  be  at  Beaufort  House,"  replied  Wilton:  "  I 
sleep  there  to-night.  But  why  should  we  not  settle  and  de- 
termine the  whole  at  once }  Tell  me  but  where  is  this  place 
to  which  they  have  taken  Lady  Laura,  and  I  will  undertake 
to  rescue  her." 

"  You  alone,  Wilton .?"  said  Green. 

"  Aided  by  none  but  the  Messenger,"  replied  Wilton: 
"  armed  with  the  force  of  the  law,  I  fear  not  whom  I 
encounter." 

"  Armed  with  the  force  of  love !"  answered  Green,  after 
looking  at  him  for  a  moment  with  eyes  in  which  affection 
and  admiration  were  equally  evident.  "  You  want  not  the 
spirit  of  your  race ;  and  it  will  carry  you  through.  If  you 
will  promise  me  to  take  none  but  the  Messenger  with  you, 
you  shall  have  some  one  to  guide  you  to  the  house,  and  to 
aid  you  on  my  ])art.  I  need  not  tell  you  what  you  have  to 
do.  Demand  the  young  lady's  liberty  simply  and  straight- 
forwardly ;  say  to  all  those  who  oppose  you,  that  the  task  of 
investigating  what  have  been  the  causes,  and  who  the  perpe- 
trators of  the  outrage  committed,  must  fall  upon  the  Duke ; 
that  you  have  no  authority  to  meddle  with  that  part  of  the 
business.  Say  this,  I  repeat,  and  1  doubt  not  that  you  will 
be  fully  successful.  They  dare  not — 1  am  sure  they  dare 
not — resist  you,  if  you  do  not  attempt  to  arrest  any  of  their 
own  number." 

"  I  promise  you  most  faithfully,"  replied  Wilton,  "  to  act 
as  you  have  said.  I  will  go  with  the  Messenger  and  the  per- 
son you  send  only.  But  where  am  I  to  meet  this  person? 
When,  and  how,  and  where,  am  I  to  find  the  house  }" 
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"  You  would  find  it  with  difficulty,"  replied  Green  ;  "  for 
it  lies  far  off  from  the  high  road,  not  many  miles  from  Ro- 
chester; and  the  lanes  and  woods  about  it  are  not  arranged 
for  the  purpose  of  making  it  easily  discovered.  You  must 
not,  therefore,  attempt  to  find  your  way  alone.  However, 
set  out  early  to-morrow  with  strong  fresh  horses,  and  ride  on 
till  you  come  to  the  village  of  High  Halstow.  Should  you 
reach  that  place  before  nightfall,  remain  there  till  it  turns 
dusk.  As  it  begins  to  become  grey,  ride  out  again,  taking 
the  way  towards  Cowley  Castle.  As  you  go  along  that  road, 
you  will  find  some  one  to  show  you  the  way.  He  will  ask 
you  what  colour  you  are  of.  Answer  him  '  ]3rown,'  but  that 
'  Green'  will  do  as  well.  I  would  be  there  myself  if  I  could; 
but  that,  I  fear,  cannot  be.  Let  me  hear  of  you  and  of  your 
success,  however — though  I  will  not  doubt  your  success ; 
and  now,  are  you  going  back  to  Beaufort  House.''  If  so,  I 
will  bear  you  company  on  the  way." 

Wilton  replied  in  the  affirmative,  and  they  accordingly  left 
the  house  of  the  Earl  of  Sunbury.  Wilton,  however,  had  to 
procure  his  horse ;  and  Green  also  was  delayed,  for  a  mo- 
ment, by  the  same  piece  of  business.  When  all  was  pre- 
pared, he  seemed  to  hesitate  and  pause  before  he  mounted; 
and  while  he  yet  remained  speaking,  with  his  foot  in  the 
stirrup,  a  boy  ran  up,  saying,  "  I  have  just  been  down,  sir, 
and  seen  him  go  in." 

Green  gave  him  a  note  which  he  had  held  in  his  hand 
during  the  whole  conversation  at  Lord  Sunbury's,  saying, 
"  Take  him  that  note  !  Tell  the  servant  to  deliver  it  imme- 
diately. If  Lord  Sherbrooke  asks  who  sent  it,  tell  him  it 
was  the  gentleman  who  wrote  it,  and  who  hopes  to  meet  him 
at  the  appointed  place."  The  boy  ran  off  with  the  note  as 
fast  as  he  could  go,  and  Wilton  and  his  companion  turned 
their  horses'  heads  towards  Chelsea. 

What  he  had  heard  certainly  did  surprise  Wilton  a  good 
deal ;  and  he  did  not  scruple  to  say,  "  You  seem  acquainted 
with  every  one,  I  think,  and  to  have  an  acquaintance  with 
many  of  whom  I  did  not  know  you  had  the  slightest  know- 
ledge." 

"  It  is  so,"  answered  Green,  in  a  grave  and  thoughtful 
tone,  "  and  yet  nothing  wonderful.  It  is  with  a  man  like  me 
as  with  nature,"  he  added  with  a  smile,  "  we  both  work 
secretly.  Things  seem  extraordinary,  strange,  almost  mi- 
raculous, when  beheld  only  in  their  results,  but  when  looked 
at  near,  they  are  found  to  be  brought  about  by  the  simplest 
of  all  possible  means.     You,  having  lived  but  little  in  the 
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world,  and  not  being  one  half  my  age,  yet  know  thousands  of 
people  in  the  highest  ranks  of  life  that  I  do  not  know, 
though  I  have  mingled  with  that  rank  ten  times  as  much  as 
you  have  done :  and  I  know  many  whom  you  would  think 
the  last  to  hold  acquaintance  with  me  in  these  changed 
times.  You  could  go  into  any  thronged  assembly,  a  theatre, 
a  ball-room,  a  house  of  parliament,  and  point  me  out,  by 
hundreds,  people  with  whose  persons  I  am  utterly  unac- 
quainted, and  these  would  be  the  greatest  men  of  the  day. 
But  I  could  lay  my  finger  upon  this  wily  statesman,  or  that 
great  warrior,  or  the  other  stern  philosopher,  and  could  tell 
you  secrets  of  those  men's  bosoms  which  would  astonish  you 
to  hear,  and  make  them  shrink  into  the  ground ; — and  yet 
there  would  be  no  magic  in  all  this." 

Wilton  did  not  answer  him  in  the  same  moralizing  strain, 
but  strove  to  obtain  some  farther  information  in  i-egard  to  his 
proceedings  proposed  for  the  following  day.  But  neither 
upon  that,  nor  upon  the  subject  of  the  note  to  Lord  Sher- 
brooke,  would  Green  speak  another  word,  till,  on  arriving  at 
the  gates  of  Beaufort  House,  he  said — 

"  Remember  High  Halstow." 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

It  was  night,  and  the  large  assembly  of  persons  who  had 
thronged  the  palace  at  Kensington  during  the  day  had  taken 
their  departure.  Silence  had  returned  after  the  noise  and 
bustle  of  the  sunshine  had  subsided;  scarcely  a  sound  was 
heard  throughout  the  whole  building,  except  the  porter  snor- 
ing in  the  hall.  The  King  himself  had  taken  his  frugal 
supper,  and  was  sitting  alone  in  his  cabinet  with  merely  a 
page  at  the  door;  his  courtiers  were  scattered  in  their  dif- 
ferent apartments;  and  his  immediate  attendants  were  wait- 
ing in  the  distant  chambers  where  he  slept,  for  the  hour  of 
his  retiring  to  rest. 

Such  had  been  the  state  of  things  for  some  little  time, 
when  the  great  bell  rang,  and  the  porter  started  up  to  open 
the  door.  A  gentleman  on  horseback  appeared  without, 
accompanied  by  two  others,  apparently  servants  ;  and  the 
principal  personage  demanded,  in  a  tone  of  authority,  "  Is 
the  Earl  of  Portland  in  the  palace?" 

The  porter,  though  not  well  pleased  to  be  roused,  replied, 
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with  every  sort  of  deference  to  the  air  and  manner  of  the 
visitor,  saying  that  the  Earl  was  in  the  palace,  but  he  believed 
was  unwell. 

"  I  am  afraid  I  must  disturb  him,"  said  the  stranger.  "  My 
business  is  of  too  much  importance  to  his  lordship  to  wait 
till  to-morrow  morning." 

The  porter  then  gave  the  speaker  another  look:  the  dress, 
the  demeanour,  the  horses,  the  attendants,  were  all  such 
as  commanded  respect,  although  he  did  not  recollect  the 
stranger's  face.  "  Well,  sir,"  he  said,  "  if  you  will  come  in, 
I  will  have  his  lordship  informed." 

The  stranger  nodded  his  head,  and  turning  to  his  followers, 
bade  them  take  away  the  horses.  "  I  will  walk  back,"  he 
said,  and  then  following  the  porter,  entered  the  palace. 

The  janitor  led  him  onward  through  some  large  folding 
doors  to  a  room  where  two  or  three  servants  were  sitting, 
into  whose  hands  he  delivered  him,  bidding  one  of  them  con- 
duct him  to  the  page  in  waiting.  This  was  speedily  done; 
and  the  page,  on  being  informed  of  the  stranger's  desire, 
again  examined  him  somewhat  curiously,  and  asked  his 
name. 

"  That  matters  not,"  replied  the  stranger.  "  Tell  him 
merely  that  it  is  a  gentleman  to  whom  he  rendered  great 
service  many  years  ago,  and  who  has  now  important  intelli- 
gence to  give  him." 

"  I  fear,  sir,"  replied  the  page,  "  that  my  Lord  Portland 
would  not  like  to  be  disturbed  without  some  clearer  informa- 
tion than  that." 

"  Do  as  you  are  ordered,  sir,"  replied  the  gentleman,  in  a 
tone  of  stern  authority,  which  seemed  not  a  little  to  surprise 
his  hearer.  "  Tell  Lord  Portland  it  is  a  gentleman  whose 
life  he  saved  at  the  battle  of  the  Boyne." 

The  page  retired  with  the  air  of  one  who  would  fain  have 
been  sullen  if  he  had  dared;  and  the  stranger  remained 
standing  with  his  hand  upon  the  table  in  the  middle  of  the 
room,  the  doors  closed  round  him  on  all  sides,  and  no  one 
apparently  near. 

His  first  thought  was  one  not  often  indulged  in  that  place, 
though  by  no  means  an  unnatural  one.  It  was  a  thought,  for 
merely  expressing  which,  not  less  than  twelve  people  were 
once  committed  to  a  severe  and  lengthened  imprisonment 
by  a  king  of  France.  "  How  easy  would  it  now  be,"  the 
stranger  said  mentally,  "  to  kill  a  king,  were  one  so  minded ! 
Now,  God  forbid,"  he  added, "  that  even  the  attempt  of  such 
an  act  should  ever  stain  our  loyalty  to  our  legitimate  sove- 
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reign !  Those  Romans,  those  splendid  but  most  barbarous 
of  barbarians,  were  certainly  the  greatest  cheats  of  their  own 
understandings  that  ever  lived.  There  was  scarcely  a  crime, 
a  vice,  or  a  folly  upon  earth,  that  they  did  not  hug  to  their 
hearts,  when  they  had  once  gilded  it  with  a  r/loriousname" 

Ashe  thus  paused,  moralizing,  he  laid  down  his  hat  upon 
the  table,  and  brushing  back  his  grey  hair  from  his  brow, 
pressed  his  hand  upon  his  forehead  as  if  his  head  ached,  and 
then  dropping  it  again,  mused  for  several  minutes  with  his 
eyes  fixed  upon  the  floor.  He  was  only  roused  from  this 
deep  fit  of  thought  by  the  door  opening  suddenly.  A  gentle- 
man rather  below  the  middle  height,  with  strong  marked 
features,  and  a  keen  but  steadfast  eye,  entered  the  room  Avith 
a  paper  in  his  hand.  His  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the  ground 
as  he  came  in,  and  he  walked  with  a  firm  but  somewhat 
heavy  step,  as  if  his  limbs  did  not  move  very  easily,  though 
he  was  by  no  means  a  man  far  advanced  in  life. 

The  stranger  gazed  at  him  for  a  moment  with  a  look  of 
inquiry,  and  then  advanced  immediately  towards  him,  bow- 
ing with  a  stately  air,  and  saying,  "  My  Lord  of  Portland, 
since  I  last  saw  you,  you  are  somewhat  changed,  but  per- 
haps not  so  much  as  I  am,  and  therefore  I  may  have  to  recall 
myself  to  your  remembrance  ;  especially  as  those  who  confer 
a  benefit  in  a  moment  of  haste  and  tumult,  are  more  likely 
to  forget  the  person  they  obliged,  than  that  person  to  forget 
his  benefactor." 

He  spoke  in  French,  as  it  was  generally  known  that  Lord 
Portland  was  unwilling  to  speak  English,  though  he  under- 
stood it. 

The  other  heard  him  out  in  perfect  silence,  and  without 
the  slightest  change  of  countenance ;  but  looked  him  in  the 
face  attentively,  as  if  endeavouring  to  recollect  his  features. 

"  I  have  seen  you  somewhere  before,"  he  said  at  length, 
"  but  where  I  really  do  not  know.  It  must  have  been  a  long 
time  ago.     Pray  what  do  you  want  ?" 

"  It  is  a  long  time  ago,  my  lord,"  replied  the  visitor,  "  and 
the  place  where  we  met  is  far  distant.  It  was  upon  the  banks 
of  the  Boyne,  just  when  the  battle  was  over." 

"  Oh,  I  think  I  remember  now,"  replied  the  other:  "  did  I 
not  come  up  just  as  one  of  our  people  had  got  his  knee  upon 
yoiu-  throat,  and  was  going  to  fire  his  pistol  into  your  head, 
because  you  would  ask  no  quarter,  while  another  was  wrench- 
ing yourbroken  sword  out  of  your  hand  ?" 

"Vou  did,"  answered  the  stranger,  "you  did:  you  saved 
my  life ;  and  when  I  jumped  up  and  got  to  a  horse,  you 
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would  not  let  them  fire  after  me.     It  was  not  to  be  forgotten, 

my  lord;  but " 

At  that  moment  the  door  was  again  thrown  open,  and  the 
page  re-entered  the  room,  speaking  in  a  somewhat  harsh  and 
authoritative  tone  as  he  came  in,  so  as  to  cut  across  what  the 

stranger  was  about  to  say,  with  "My  Lord  of  Portland ;" 

but  the  gentleman  who  had  entered  just  before  waved  his 
hand,  saying,  in  a  stern  voice,  "  Leave  the  room  !  and  wait 
without." 

The  man  obeyed  immediately,  and  the  other  turning  to 
the  visitor,  added,  "  I  am  at  this  moment  not  very  well,  and 
extremely  busy — even  pressed  for  a  moment,  so  that  I  must 
leave  you  just  now.  If  you  will  sit  down  and  write  what  you 
wish,  it  shall  have  favourable  attention,  or  if  you  would  rather 
say  it,  and  explain  it  more  fully  by  word  of  mouth,  I  will 
send  an  intimate  friend  of  mine  to  you  to  whom  you  can  tell 
what  you  think  proper.  I  will  hear  what  it  is,  and  give 
every  attention  to  it;  but  at  this  moment  it  is  impossible  for 
me  to  remain.  These  papers  in  my  hand  require  instant 
reply,  and  I  was  seeking  for  some  one  to  answer  them  when 
I  came  here." 

"  What  I  have  to  say,"  answered  the  stranger,  "  requires  also 
instant  attention;  that  is  to  say,  it  must  be  told  to  your  lord- 
ship before  to-morrow  morning,  and  I  will  therefore,  if  you 
will  permit  me,  remain  here  till  you  are  ready  to  hear. 
When  once  told  to  you,  the  burden  of  it  will  be  off  my 
shoulders." 

"  I  could  have  wished  to  have  gone  to  bed,"  replied  the 
other,  with  a  faint  smile,  "  without  any  farther  burden  upon 
mine.  But  if  it  so  please  you  to  wait,  do  it ;  but  I  fear  I 
shall  be  long." 

The  visitor,  however,  signified  his  acquiescence  by  bowing 
his  head;  and  the  other  left  him  without  saying  anything 
more. 

"  Somewhat  of  the  insolence  of  office  !"  he  said  to  himself, 
as  his  acquaintance  quitted  the  room:  "however,  I  must  not 
forget  the  obligation ;"  and  seating  himself,  he  fell  into  deep 
thought,  which  seemed  of  a  painful  kind;  for  the  muscles  of 
his  face  moved  with  the  emotions  of  his  mind,  and  one  or 
two  half-uttered  words  escaped  him.  At  length,  he  seemed 
weary  of  his  own  thoughts,  and  turning  round  as  if  to  look 
for  some  occupation  for  his  thoughts,  he  said,  "  It  matters 
not!" 

There  were  no  books  in  the  room,  nor  any  pictures ;  there 
was  nothing  that  could  attract  the  eye  or  amuse  the  mind, 
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except  the  beautiful  forms  of  some  of  the  gilded  panel-frames, 
and  the  spots  of  the  carpet  beneath  his  feet.  The  visitor 
began  to  grow  weary,  and  to  think  that  Lord  Portland  was 
very  long  in  returning. 

At  length,  however,  when  he  had  been  there  about  half  an 
hour,  a  somewhat  younger  man  entered,  splendidly  dressed 
according  to  the  costume  of  the  day,  and  advancing  directly 
towards  the  stranger,  he  said  in  very  good  English — 

"  My  name  is  Keppel,  sir,  and  I  am  directed  to  say  that 
Lord  Portland  will  really  be  hardly  able  to  see  you  to-night, 
as  he  is  anything  but  well;  but  as  it  would  appear  that  what 
you  have  to  say  is  important,  I  wish  to  know  whether  it  is 
important  to  the  King  or  to  the  Earl  himself.  If  to  the 
latter,  the  Earl  will  see  you  at  two  o'clock  to-morrow;  if  to 
the  King,  I  am  directed  to  request  that  you  would  communi- 
cate it  to  me,  by  whom  it  shall  be  most  faithfully  reported, 
both  to  Lord  Portland  and  to  the  King  himself." 

"  Sir,"  replied  the  stranger,  "  the  motive  of  my  coming  is 
on  no  private  business.  It  is  on  business  of  importance  to 
the  state  generally — of  the  very  utmost  importance.  I  had 
wished  to  communicate  it  to  Lord  Portland,  because  that 
gentleman  once  performed  an  act  of  gTeat  kindness  and 
generosity  towards  me,  and  I  wished  to  give  him  the  means 
of  rendering  a  great  service  to  his  master." 

"  The  King  and  Lord  Portland  are  both  indebted  to  you, 
sir,"  replied  Keppel,  better  known  as  the  Earl  of  Albemarle, 
with  a  grave  smile ;  "  but  in  those  circumstances,  as  the 
greatest  favour  to  all  parties,  you  will  be  pleased  to  commu- 
nicate anything  you  have  to  say  to  me.  From  your  whole 
tone  and  demeanour,  I  am  perfectly  sure  that  what  you  have 
to  say  is  none  of  the  unimportant  things  with  which  we  are 
too  often  troubled  here;  and  I  may  therefore  confidently  add, 
that,  after  you  have  given  me  a  knowledge  of  the  business, 
either  the  King  or  Lord  Portland,  as  you  may  think  fit,  will 
see  you  to-morrow." 

"  Well,  sir,"  replied  the  visitor,  "  I  have  no  right  to  stand 
on  ceremony,  especially  at  such  a  moment  as  this.  What  I 
have  to  say  would  have  been  much  more  easily  said  to  Lord 
Portland  himself,  as  he  knows  under  what  circumstances  we 
met,  knows  probably  who  I  am,  and  would  make  allowances 
for  my  peculiar  views.  You  may  think  it  next  to  high  treason 
for  me  to  call  that  Personage,  who  was  not  long  ago  William 
Prince    of    Orange,    by    any    other    name    than    King    of 

England " 

"  Oh  no!  oh  no  !"  said  Keppel  with  a  smile — "  names  are 
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but  names,  my  good  sir;  and  in  this  boisterous  land  of 
England  we  are  accustomed  to  see  things  stripped  of  all 
ornaments.  The  difficulty  you  mention  is  easily  obviated,  by 
calling  him  of  whom  you  just  have  spoken,  '  The  High  Per- 
sonage.'" 

"  Names,  indeed,  are  nothing,"  said  the  other  with  a  smile. 
"  What  I  have  got  to  say,  sir,  is  this,  that  I  have  undoubted 
reason  to  know  that  the  life  of  the  High  Personage  we  refer 
to  is  in  hourly  danger;  that  there  are  persons  in  this  realm 
who  have  not  only  designed  to  kill  him,  but  have  laid  with 
skill  and  accuracy  their  schemes  for  effecting  that  purpose. 
I  have  heard  that  he  is  very  apt — for  I  have  never  seen  the 
royal  hunt — to  go  out  to  the  chase  nearly  alone,  or  rather,  I 
should  say,  very  slightly  attended;  and  I  came  to  tell  Lord 
Portland  that  if  this  were  continued,  that  High  Personage's 
life  could  not  be  counted  upon  from  day  to  day.  Let  him  be 
well  guarded ;  let  there  be  always  some  one  near  him  as  he 
rides;  and,  as  far  as  possible,  let  some  of  his  guards  be  ready 
to  escort  him  home  on  his  return." 

"  Your  information,"  said  Keppel,  "  is  certainly  very  im- 
portant, and  the  precaution  you  recommend  wise  and 
judicious ;  but  yet  I  fear  you  must  give  us  some  more  informa- 
tion to  render  it  at  all  efficient — I  say  this,  not  at  all  from  doubt- 
ing you,  but  because  we  have  had,  especially  of  late,  so  many 
fal.se  reports  of  plots  which  never  existed,  that  the  King  has 
become  careless  and  somewhat  rash.  Nor  would  it  be  pos- 
sible for  either  Lord  Portland  or  myself  to  persuade  him  to 
take  any  precautions  unless  we  had  some  more  definite  in- 
formation. If  you  know  that  such  a  plot  really  exists,  you 
must  also  know  the  names  of  those  who  laid  it." 

"But  those  names  I  will  never  give  up,"  replied  the  other: 
"  it  is  quite  sufficient  for  me,  sir,  to  satisfy  my  own  heart  and 
my  own  conscience,  that  I  have  given  a  full  and  timely  warn- 
ing of  what  is  likely  to  ensue.  It  matters  not  to  me  whether 
that  warning  be  taken  or  not;  I  have  done  what  is  right;  1 
will  tell  no  more.  Lord  Portland  knows  that  I  am  neither 
a  coward,  nor  a  low  born  man.  I  expect  not — I  ask  not  for 
favour,  immunity,  reward,  or  even  thanks.  All  I  do  ask  is, 
in  the  words  of  the  poet,  '  that  Caesar  would  be  a  friend  to 
Caesar.' " 

"  But  you  are  doubtless  aware,"  answered  Keppel,  after  a 
pause,  "  that  by  concealing  the  names,  and  in  any  degree  the 
purposes  of  persons  guilty  of  high  treason,  you  bring  yourself 
under  the  same  condemnation." 

"  I  both  know  the  fact,  sir,"  replied  the  other,  "  and  I  knew 

N  2 
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before  I  came  that  it  might  be  urged  against  me  here ;  but  I 
did  not  think  that  Lord  Portland  would  urge  it.  However 
that  may  be,  I  came  fully  prepared  to  do  what  I  think  right, 
and  as  nothing,  not  even  the  cause  to  which  I  am  most 
attached,  would  induce  me  to  become  an  assassin  or  to  wink 
at  cold-blooded  murder,  so,  sir,  nothing  on  earth  will  induce 
me  to  betray  others  to  the  death  which  1  do  not  fear  myself. 
At  all  events,  the  truth  of  what  I  have  told  may  be  positively 
relied  upon;  and  that  I  ask  no  reward  or  recompence  of  any 
kind,  may  well  be  received  to  show  that  the  warning  I  have 
given  is  not  vain." 

Keppel  again  mused  for  a  moment  or  two,  and  then  said, 
"  Well,  sir,  I  must  not  urge  you  by  any  harsh  menace,  nor 
was  such  my  intention  in  what  I  said.  But  there  are  other 
considerations  which  should  induce  you  to  tell  me  more  than 
you  have  told.  One  is,  the  safety  of  the  Great  Personage 
we  have  mentioned  himself.  It  is  scarcely  possible  for  him 
to  guard  against  the  evil  you  apprehend  in  the  manner  you 
propose.  He  is  by  far  too  fearless  a  man,  as  you  w^ell  know, 
to  shut  himself  up  within  the  walls  of  his  palace,  or  even  to 
conceal  himself  in  his  carriage.  If  he  rides  out,  he  cannot 
always  be  surrounded  by  guards,  nor  can  he  have  a  troop 
galloping  after  him  through  the  hunting  field." 

"  Sir,"  replied  the  stranger,  "  to  you  and  to  his  other  friends 
and  attendants  I  must  leave  the  guardianship  of  his  person — 
I  neither  know  him  nor  his  habits.  I  have  done  what  I  con- 
ceive to  be  my  duty  ;  I  have  done  it  to  the  extreme  limit  of 
what  I  judge  right;  and  neither  fear  nor  favour  will  make  me 
go  one  step  farther." 

"These  scruples  are  very  extraordinary,"  replied  Keppel — 
"  indeed,  1  cannot  understand  them :  but  at  all  events  I  must  beg 
you  to  remain  a  little,  while  I  go  and  speak  to  Lord  Portland 
upon  the  subject.  Perhaps,  if  the  King  himself  were  to  hear 
you,  you  might  say  more." 

"  I  should  say  no  more  to  the  Personage  you  mention," 
replied  the  other,  "  than  I  should  to  Lord  Portland — for  to 
the  one  I  am  obliged,  to  the  other,  not." 

"  Well,  wait  a  few  minutes,"  replied  Keppel,  and  quitted 
the  room. 

The  other  remained  standing  where  the  courtier  had  left 
him,  though  the  thought  crossed  his  mind,  "  My  errand  is 
now  done.  Why  should  I  remain  any  longer  ?  I  should  risk 
less  by  going  now  than  by  lingering." 

But  still  he  stayed  ;  and  in  two  minutes,  or  perhajis  loss, 
the  door  again  opened,  giving  admission,  not  to  Keppel,  but 
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to  the  elder  personage  with  whom  he  had  spoken  before. 
Advancing  into  the  middle  of  the  room,  he  leaned  upon  the 
table,  near  which  the  other  was  standing,  and  said — 

"  Monsiem-  Keppel  has  told  me  all  that  you  have  said, 
and,  moreover,  what  you  have  refused  to  say.  First,  let  me 
tell  you  that  I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for  the  intelligence 
you  have  brought ;  and  next,  let  me  exhort  you  to  make  it 
more  full  and  complete  to  render  it  effectual." 

"  I  have  made  it  as  complete,  my  lord,"  replied  his  visitor, 
"  as  it  is  possible  for  me  to  do  without  betraying  men  who 
were  once  my  friends,  and  who  have  only  lost  my  friendship 
by  such  schemes  as  these.  I  must  not  say  any  more  even  at 
your  request ;  for  I  must  not  take  from  you  the  power  of 
saying,  that  you  saved  the  life  of  a  man  of  honour.  You 
must  contrive  means  to  secure  the  Great  Personage  we  speak 
of,  and  I  doubt  not  you  will  be  able  to  do  so.  I  had  but  one 
object  in  coming  here,  my  lord,  and  that  object  was  not  a 
personal  one ;  it  was  to  tell  you  of  the  danger,  and  thereby 
enable  you  to  guard  against  it;  it  was  to  tell  you,  that  a 
body  of  rash  and  criminal  men  have  conspired  together,  to 
assassinate  a  Personage  who  stands  in  the  way  of  their 
schemes." 

"  Are  there  many  of  them  ?"  demanded  his  companion. 

"  A  great  many,"  he  replied — "  enough  to  render  their 
object  perfectly  secure,  if  means  be  not  taken  to  frus- 
trate it." 

"  But,"  said  the  other,  "  the  men  must  be  mad,  for  many 
of  them  must  be  taken  and  executed  very  soon." 

"  True,"  answered  his  visitor,  "  if  we  were  to  suppose  the 
country  would  remain  quiet  all  the  while.  But  assassination 
might  only  be  the  prelude  to  insurrection  and  to  civil  war, 
and  to  the  restoration  of  our  old  monarchs  to  the  throne." 

"  Such  was  the  purpose,  was  it  ?"  replied  his  companion. 
"  Assassination  is  a  pitiful  help,  and  has  never  yet  been 
called  in  to  aid  a  great  or  good  cause." 

"  Ay,  my  lord,"  replied  his  informant ;  "  but  in  this  instance 
it  is  a  base  adjunct  affixed  to  the  general  scheme  of  insur- 
rection by  a  few  bloody-minded  men,  without  the  knowledge 
of  thousands  who  would  have  joined  the  rising,  and  without 
the  knowledge,  I  am  sure,  of  King  James  himself." 

"  I  really  do  not  see,"  said  the  other,  "  what  should  have 
caused  such  hatred  against  the  person  they  aim  at — the  post 
of  King  of  England  is  no  bed  of  roses ;  and  a  thousand,  a 
thousand-fold  happier  was  he,  as  Stadtholder  of  Holland, 
governing  a  willing  people  and  fighting  the  battles  of  free- 
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dom  throughout  the  world,  than  monarch  of  this  great  king- 
dom, left  without  a  moment's  peace,  by  divisions  and  factions 
in  the  mass  of  the  nation,  which  called  him  to  the  throne, 
and  seeing  union  nowhere  but  in  that  small  minority  of  the 
people  who  oppose  his  authority,  and  even  attempt  his  life. 
His  is  no  happy  fate." 

"  Sir,  there  are  some  men,"  replied  the  other,  "  in  whom 
certain  humom's  and  desires  are  so  strong,  that  the  gratifica- 
tion thereof  is  worth  the  whole  of  the  rest  of  a  life  s  happi- 
ness, and  gratified  ambition  may  be  sufficient  in  this  case  to 
compensate  for  the  sacrifice  of  peace.  I  mean  not  to  speak 
one  word  against  the  master  that  you  serve.  He  has,  as  you 
say,  fought  the  battles  of  liberty  for  many  years :  he  is  a 
brave  and  gallant  soldier,  too,  as  ever  lived :  I  doubt  not  he 
is  a  kind  fi-iend  and  a  good  master " 

"  Stay,  stay,"  replied  the  other,  holding  up  his  hand — 
"  before  you  go  farther,  let  me  tell  you  that  you  are  under  a 
mistake.  I  am  the  personage  of  whom  you  speak — I  am  the 
King.  When  I  prevented  the  soldiers  from  killing  you,  Ben- 
tinck  was  near  me.  He  is  taller  than  I  am :  the  Dutch  guards 
saw  him  before  me,  and  shouted  his  name,  which  led  to  your 
eiTor." 

The  effect  of  these  words  upon  the  other  can  hardly  be 
imagined.  He  turned  pale — he  turned  red ;  but  he  yielded 
to  the  first  impulse  both  of  gratitude  and  respect,  and  with- 
out taking  time  to  think  or  hesitate,  he  bent  his  knee  and 
kissed  the  King's  hand." 

"  Rise,  rise  !"  said  William — "  I  ask  nothing  of  you,  sir, 
but  to  speak  to  me  as  you  would  have  done  if  I  had  really 
been  Lord  Portland.  I  could  not  let  you  go  on  without 
explanation,  for  you  had  said  all  that  could  be  pleasant  to  a 
king's  ears  to  hear;  and  you  seemed  about  to  say  those 
things  which  you  might  not  have  been  well  pleased  to 
remember,  when  you  discovered  my  real  situation." 

"  I  thank  you,  sir,  most  deeply,"  replied  the  other,  "  for 
that  act  of  kindness,  as  well  as  for  that  which  went  before. 
I  have  hitherto,  as  I  need  scarcely  say,  been  a  strenuous  and 
eager  supporter  of  King  James.  I  have  served  him  with  all 
my  ability,  and  had  he  at  any  time  returned  to  this  country, 
Avould  have  served  him  with  my  sword.  That  sword,  sir, 
however,  can  never  now  be  drawn  against  the  man  who  has 
saved  my  life ;  and,  indeed,  though  I  have  known  many 
changes  and  chances,  yet  I  remember  no  one  moment  of  joy 
and  satisfaction  greater  than  this,  when  I  think  that,  spon- 
taneously, I  have  refused  to  take  a  share  in  criminal  designs 
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against  my  benefactor,  though  I  knew  him  not  to  be  so,  and 
have  revealed  the  schemes  against  his  life,  who  generously 
spared  my  own." 

"  I  intended,"  said  the  King,  "  in  the  character  of  Lord 
Portland,  to  press  you  to  farther  explanations ;  but  now  that 
you  know  who  I  am,  I  may  feel  a  greater  difficulty  in  so 
doing.  I  must  leave  it  to  yourself,  then,  to  tell  me  all  that 
you  may  think  necessary  for  my  safety." 

The  other  put  his  hand  to  his  head,  and  for  a  few  minutes 
seemed  embarrassed  and  pained.  "  The  discovery,  sir,"  he 
said,  at  length,  "  alters  my  situation  also ;  and  yet  I  pray  and 
beseech  you,  do  not  press  me  to  perform  an  act  that  is  base 
and  dishonourable  ;  grant  me  but  one  or  two  conditions,  and 
I  will  go  to  the  very  verge  of  what  I  ought  to  do,  towards 
you." 

"  I  will  press  you  to  nothing,  sir,"  replied  William ;  "  what 
are  the  conditions  ?" 

"  First,"  replied  the  other,  "  that  I  may  not  be  asked  to 
name  any  names ;  secondly,  that  I  may  never  be  called  upon 
to  give  any  evidence  upon  this  subject  in  a  court  of  justice." 

"  The  names,  of  course,  are  important,"  said  William,  "  as 
by  having  them  we  are  placed  most  upon  our  guard.  How- 
ever, you  have  come  voluntarily  to  render  me  a  service,  and  I 
will  not  press  hard  upon  you.  The  conditions  you  ask  shall 
be  granted.  The  names  shall  not  be  required  of  you,  and 
you  shall  not  be  called  upon  to  give  evidence.  Call  in 
Keppel !  Arnold  !"  he  added,  raising  his  voice  ;  and  imme- 
diately the  door  was  opened,  and  Keppel  entered,  bowing 
low  as  he  did  so. 

"  I  have  promised  this  gentleman  two  things,  Keppel," 
said  the  King.  "  First,  that  he  shall  not  be  pressed  to  give 
up  the  names  of  the  conspirators;  and,  secondly,  that  he 
shall  not  be  called  upon  to  give  evidence  against  them." 

"  Your  majesty  is  very  gracious,"  replied  Keppel :  "  with- 
out the  names  of  the  persons,  I  scarcely  think " 

William  made  a  sign  with  his  hand,  saying,  "  That  is 
decided.     Now,  sir,  what  more  have  you  to  add  ?" 

"  Merely  this,  sir,"  replied  the  other :  "  it  is  not  much, 
indeed,  but  it  will  enable  you  to  take  greater  measures  for 
your  safety.  The  design  to  assassinate  you  has  existed  some 
time,  but  the  period  for  putting  it  in  execution  was  formerly 
fixed  for  the  month  of  April.  My  opposition  to  the  bloody 
design,  and  to  the  purpose  of  bringing  French  troops  into 
Great  Britain,  has  deranged  all  the  plans  of  these  base  men. 
I  had  fancied  that  such  opposition,  and  the  falling  away  of 
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many  others  on  whom  the  assassins  counted,  would  have 
induced  them  to  abandon  the  whole  design.  Last  night, 
however,  I  received  intelligence  that,  instead  of  so  doing, 
their  purpose  was  but  strengthened,  and  their  design  only 
hastened ;  that  instead  of  April,  the  assassination  was  to  take 
place  whenever  it  could  be  accomplished ;  that  even  to- 
morrow, when  it  is  believed  you  dine  with  the  Lord  Romney, 
if  it  were  found  possible  absolutely  to  surround  the  house  so 
as  to  prevent  escape,  the  deed  was  to  be  attempted  there  ;  or 
as  you  went ;  or  as  you  came  back.  If  none  of  these  occa- 
sions suited,  you  were  to  be  assailed  the  first  time  that  you 
went  out  to  hunt ;  and  dresses  such  as  those  worn  by  many 
of  your  attendants  in  the  chase  are  already  ordered  for  the 
purpose  of  facilitating  the  execution  of  the  murder,  and  the 
escape  of  the  assassins.  It  has  been  calculated,  I  find,  that 
on  the  night  of  next  Saturday  you  are  likely  to  pass  across 
Turnham  Green  towards  ten  o'clock,  and  that  is  one  of  the 
occasions  which  is  to  be  made  use  of,  if  others  fail." 

William  looked  at  Lord  Albemarle,  and  Albemarle  at  the 
King ;  but  the  latter  remained  silent  for  a  minute  or  two,  as 
if  to  give  his  informant  time  to  go  on.  The  other,  however, 
added  nothing  more ;  and  the  King,  after  this  long  pause, 
said,  "  I  must  not  conceal  from  you,  sir,  that  we  have  heard 
something  of  this  matter,  and  may  probably  soon  have 
farther  tidings." 

"  It  is  high  time,  sir,"  replied  the  other,  "  that  you  should 
have  farther  tidings,  for  the  fu'st  attempt  will  certainly  be 
to-morrow  night." 

"  Perhaps  we  have  acted  somewhat  rashly,"  said  Keppel ; 
"  but  to  say  truth,  there  have  been  so  many  reports  of  plots, 
that  we  thought  it  but  right  to  discourage  the  matter ;  his 
Majesty  justly  observing,  that  if  he  were  to  give  attention  to 
everything  of  the  kind,  he  would  have  nothing  to  do  but  to 
examine  into  the  truth  of  stories  composed  for  the  purpose 
of  obtaining  rewards.  We  therefore  gave  this  matter  not  so 
much  attention  as  it  would  seem  to  require." 

"  It  requires  every  attention,  sir,"  replied  their  visitor ; 
"and  fi-om  whomsoever  you  may  have  obtained  the  informa- 
tion, if  possible,  obtain  more  from  him  innnediately.  If  he 
tell  you  what  I  have  told,  he  tells  you  truth ;  and  if  so,  it  is 
probable  that  any  farther  information  he  may  give  will  be 
true  likewise.  Did  I  know  his  name,  perhaps  I  could  say 
more." 

"  Suppose  his  name  were  Johnstone .?"  said  the  King. 

"  I  know  of  none  such,"  replied  the  other,  "  who  could 
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give  you  much  information.  There  are  many  persons,  whom 
men  call  Jacobites,  of  that  name,  and  many  very  gallant 
gentlemen  who  would  sooner  die  than  become  assassins. 
But  none  that  I  know  of,  in  this  business." 

"  What  would  you  say,  then,"  the  King  continued,  "  to 
the  name  of  Williamson,  or  Carter,  or  Porter  ?" 

"  Porter !"  replied  the  other,  gazing  in  the  King's  face — 
"  Porter  ! — I  believe,  sir,"  he  added,  "  you  are  too  generous 
to  attempt  to  wring  from  me  the  names  of  persons  connected 
with  this  business  in  any  underhand  manner  ;  and  therefore 
1  reply  to  you  straightforwardly,  that  if  Captain  Porter 
should  give  you  any  information  upon  this  matter  consistent 
with  the  tidings  that  I  have  given,  or  in  explanation  thereof, 
you  may  believe  him.  He  is  not  a  gentleman  I  either  very 
much  respect  or  esteem  ;  but  I  do  not  believe  that  he  is  one 
who  would  willingly  take  a  part  in  assassination,  or  who 
would  falsify  the  truth  knowingly." 

"  Sir,  you  confirm  my  good  opinion  of  you,"  replied  the 
King:  "we  have  intimation  of  some  of  these  proceedings 
from  Porter,  and  have  had  intimation  from  other  quarters 
also,  but  none  such  as  could  be  relied  upon  till  the  informa- 
tion that  you  have  given  us  to-night.  Porter's,  indeed, 
might  have  proved  more  satisfactory ;  but  he  does  not  bear 
a  good  reputation,  and  it  was  judged  better  to  discourage  the 
thing  altogether.  He  shall  now  be  heard,  and  very  likely 
the  whole  will  be  explained.  On  the  complete  discovery  of 
the  plot,  I  need  hardly  say  that  any  reward  within  reason 
which  you  may  require  shall  be  given  you." 

The  stranger  waved  his  hand  somewhat  indignantly. 
"  There  was  a  man  found,  sir,"  he  said,  "  to  sell  the  blood  of 
Christ  himself  for  thirty  pieces  of  silver;  and  therefore  it 
can  scarcely  be  considered  as  insulting  to  any  of  the  sons  of 
men  to  suppose  that  they  would  follow  that  example.  I, 
however,  do  not  trade  in  such  things,  and  I  require  no 
reward  whatsoever  for  that  which  I  have  done.  I  trust  and 
see  now  that  it  will  prove  effectual,  and  I  am  pei-fectly  satis- 
fied. If  these  men  fall  into  your  hands  by  other  means  than 
mine,  and  incur  the  punishment  they  have  justly  deserved,  I 
have  not  a  word  to  say  for  them,  but  I  have  only  to  beseech 
you,  sir,  to  separate  the  innocent  from  the  guilty ;  to  be 
careful — oh  !  most  carefid,  in  a  moment  of  excitement  and 
just  indignation — not  to  confound  the  two,  and  to  make 
a  just  distinction  between  fair  and  open  enemies  of  your 
government,  and  base  and  treacherous  assassins." 

"  I  shall  strive  to  do  so,  sir,"  answered  the  King, "  and  would 
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always  rather  lean  towards  mercy  than  cruelty.  And  now,  as 
it  grows  late,  I  would  fain  know  your  name,  and  would  gladly 
see  you  again.'' 

"  My  name,  sir,"  replied  the  other,  "  must  either  be  kept 
secret,  or  revealed  to  your  Majesty  alone.  I  have  long  been 
a  nameless  man,  having  lost  all,  and  spent  all,  in  behalf  of 
that  family  opposed  to  your  dynasty." 

"  Who  have,  doubtless,  shown  you  no  gratitude,"  said 
William. 

"  They  have  had  no  means,  sir,"  replied  the  Jacobite, 
"  and  I  have  made  no  demand  upon  them." 

"  It  is  but  right,  however,"  said  the  King,  changing  the 
subject,  "that  I  should  know  your  name.  When  I  inquired 
who  you  were  when  we  last  met — the  only  time,  indeed,  we 
have  met,  till  now — they  gave  me  a  name  which  I  now  see 
must  have  been  a  mistaken  one.  Do  you  object  to  give  it 
before  this  gentleman  ?" 

"  To  give  my  real  name,  sir,"  replied  the  other,  "  I  do. 
But  I  have  no  objection  to  give  it  to  you  yourself  in  private." 

"  Leave  us,  Arnold,"  said  the  King ;  and  Lord  Albemarle 
immediately  quitted  the  presence. 


CHAPTER  XXIL 

The  day  which  we  have  just  seen  terminate  at  Kensington 
we  must  now  conduct  to  a  close  in  another  quarter,  where 
events  very  nearly  as  much  affecting  rhe  peace  and  safety  of 
this  reahn,  and  far  more  affecting  the  peace  of  various  per- 
sonages mentioned  in  this  history  than  the  events  which 
took  place  at  the  palace,  were  going  on  at  the  same  time.  It 
was  a  bright,  clear,  frosty  day,  with  everything  sparkling  in 
the  sunshine,  the  last  dry  leaves  of  the  preceding  year  still 
lingering  in  many  places  on  the  branches  of  the  trees,  and 
clothing  the  form  of  nature  in  the  russet  livery  of  decay. 

Wilton  Brown  was  up  long  before  daylight,  and  ready  to 
set  out  by  the  first  streak  of  dawn  in  the  east.  Not  having 
seen  the  Duke  on  the  preceding  night — as  that  nobleman, 
worn  with  anxiety  and  grief,  had  fallen  ill  and  retired  to  seek 
repose — he  sat  down  and  wrote  him  a  note,  while  waiting 
for  the  Messenger,  informing  him  that  he  had  obtained  in- 
formation concerning  Lady  Laura's  situation,  and  doubted 
not  to  be  enabled  to  set  her  free  in  the  course  of  the  follow- 
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ing  day.  The  Messenger  was  somewhat  later  up  than  him- 
self, and  Wilton  sent  twice  to  hasten  his  movements.  When 
he  did  appear,  he  had  to  be  informed  of  the  young  gentle- 
man's purposes,  and  of  the  information  he  had  obtained  the 
night  before ;  and  this  information  Wilton  could  of  course 
communicate  only  in  part.  When  told  in  this  mysterious 
manner,  however,  and  warned  that  there  might  be  some 
danger  in  the  enterprise  which  they  were  about  to  undertake, 
he  seemed  to  hesitate,  as  if  he  did  not  at  all  approve  of  the 
afiViir.  As  soon  as  Wilton  remarked  this,  he  said,  in  a  stern 
tone,  "  Now,  Mr.  Arden,  are  you  or  are  you  not  willing  to  go 
through  this  business  with  me  ^  If  you  are  not,  let  me  know 
at  once,  that  I  may  send  for  another  messenger  who  has 
more  determination  and  spirit." 

"  That  you  wont  easily  find,"  replied  the  Messenger,  a 
good  deal  hurt.  "  It  was  not  at  any  danger  that  I  hesitated 
at  all,  for  I  never  have  in  my  life,  and  I  Avont  begin  now, 
when  I  dare  say  there  is  not  half  so  much  danger  as  in 
things  that  I  do  every  day, — Did  not  I  apprehend  Tom 
Lambton,  who  fired  two  pistols  at  my  head  ?  No,  no,  it  is 
not  danger ;  but  what  I  thought  was,  that  the  Earl  very 
likely  might  not  like  any  of  these  bargains  about  not  taking 
up  the  folks  that  we  find  there,  and  all  that.  However,  as 
he  told  me  to  obey  your  orders  in  everything,  I  suppose  that 
must  be  sufficient." 

"  It  must,  indeed,"  answered  Wilton;  "  for  I  have  no  time 
to  stop  for  explanations  or  anything  else;  and  if  you  hesi- 
tate, I  must  instantly  send  for  another  messenger." 

"  Oh,  I  shall  not  hesitate,  sir,"  replied  the  Messenger  ; 
"  but  you  must  take  all  the  burden  of  the  business  on  your- 
self. I  shall  do  exactly  as  you  order  me,  neither  more  nor 
less  ;  so  that  if  there  comes  blame  anywhere,  it  must  rest  at 
your  door." 

"  Come,  come,  Arden,"  said  Wilton,  seeing  that  he  was 
likely  to  have  a  lukewarm  companion  where  a  very  ardent 
and  energetic  one  was  much  wanted,  "  you  must  exert  your- 
self now  as  usual,  and  I  am  sure  you  will  do  so.  Let  us  get 
to  our  horses  as  fast  as  possible. 

Wilton  tried  to  soothe  the  Messenger  out  of  his  ill-humour 
as  they  rode  along,  but  he  did  not  succeed  in  any  great 
degree.  The  man  remained  sullen  ;  being  one  of  those  who 
like,  when  clothed  with  a  little  brief  authority,  to  rule  all 
around  them  rather  than  be  directed  by  any.  So  long  as  he 
had  conducted  the  search  himself,  it  had  been  pleasant  enough 
to  him  to  have  one  of  the  minister's  secretaries  with  him,  fol- 
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lowing  his  suggestions,  listening  to  his  advice,  and  showing 
deference  to  his  experience;  but  when  the  young  gentleman 
took  the  business  into  his  own  hands,  conducted  the  whole 
proceedings,  and  did  not  make  him  acquainted  even  with  all 
the  particulars,  his  vanity  was  mortified,  and  he  resolved  to 
assist  as  little  as  possible,  though  he  could  not  refuse  to  act 
according  to  the  directions  which  he  received.  This  deter- 
mination w^as  so  evident,  that,  before  they  had  reached 
Gravesend,  Wilton  felt  cause  to  regret  that  he  had  not  put 
his  threat  in  execution,  and  sent  for  another  messenger. 
His  companion's  horse  must  needs  be  spared,  though  he  was 
strong,  quick,  and  needed  nothing  but  the  spur ;  he  must  be 
fed  here,  he  must  be  watered  there  ;  and  the  young  gentle- 
man began  to  fear  that  delays  which  were  evidently  made  on 
purpose,  might  cause  them  to  be  late  ere  they  arrived  at  the 
place  of  their  destination.  He  had  remarked,  however,  that 
the  Messenger  was  somewhat  proud  of  the  beast  that  carried 
him,  and  he  thought  it  in  no  degree  wrong  to  make  use  of  a 
stratagem  in  order  to  hurry  his  follower's  pace. 

After  looking  at  the  horse  for  some  time  with  a  marking 
and  critical  eye,  he  said,  "  That  is  a  fine,  powerful  horse  of 
yours,  Mr.  Arden.  It  is  a  pity  he's  so  heavy  in  the  shoulder." 

"  Heavy  in  the  shoulder,  Mr.  Brown  !"  said  Arden — "  I 
don't  think  he  can  be  called  that,  sir,  any  how ;  for  a  really 
strong,  serviceable  horse,  he's  as  free  in  the  shoulder  as  any 
horse  in  England." 

"  I  did  not  exactly  mean,"  replied  Wilton,  "  to  say  that  he 
was  heavy ;  I  only  meant  that  he  could  not  be  a  speedy 
horse  with  that  shoulder." 

"  I  don't  know  that,  sir;  I  can't  say  that,"  replied  the  Mes- 
senger, evidently  much  piqued :  "  you  reckon  your  horse  a 
swift  horse,  I  should  think,  Mr.  Brown,  and  yet  I'll  bet  you 
money,  that  at  any  pace  you  like,  for  a  couple  of  miles,  mine 
wont  be  a  yard  behind." 

"  Oh,  trotting  will  do,  trotting  will  do,"  replied  Wilton — 
"  there's  no  such  made  horse  as  mine  in  England.  Let  him 
once  get  to  his  full  pace,  and  he  will  out- trot  any  horse  I 
ever  saw." 

"  Well,  sir,"  replied  his  companion,  "  let  us  put  to  our 
spurs  and  see." 

*'  With  all  ray  heart,"  answered  Wilton,  and  away  they 
accordingly  went,  trotting  as  hard  as  they  could  go  for  the 
next  four  or  five  miles.  Nevertheless,  although  the  scheme 
was  so  far  successful,  Wilton  and  the  Messenger  did  not 
reach  the  village  of  High  Halstow  above  an  hour  before  sun- 
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set.  The  horses  were  by  this  time  tired,  and  the  riders 
somewhat  hungry.  Provisions  were  pi'ocured  in  haste  to 
satisfy  the  appetite  of  the  travellers,  and  the  horses,  too, 
were  fed.  It  was  some  time,  however,  before  the  tired 
animals  would  take  their  food,  and  Wilton  and  his  com- 
panion at  length  determined  to  proceed  on  foot.  Before 
they  did  so,  as  both  were  perfectly  ignorant  of  the  way,  ap- 
plication was  made  to  the  host  for  directions,  and  the  reply, 
"  Why,  there  are  three  roads  you  can  take  I"  somewhat 
jDUzzled  the  inquirers,  especially  when  it  was  followed  by  a 
demand  of  where  they  were  going  exactly. 

"  When  I  know  that,"  said  the  landlord,  "  I  shall  be  able 
to  tell  you  which  is  the  best  road." 

"  Why,  I  asked  the  way  to  Cowley  Castle,"  said  Wilton, 
both  embarrassed  and  annoyed ;  for  the  Messenger  stood 
coolly  by,  without  any  attempt  to  aid  him,  and,  in  truth,  en- 
joying a  little  difficulty. 

"  But  you  are  not  going  to  Cowley  Castle  at  this  time  of 
night,"  said  the  man  :  "why,  the  only  house  there  is  the  great 
house,  and  that  is  empty." 

"  My  good  friend,"  said  W^ilton,  "  I  suppose  the  next  ques- 
tion you  will  ask  me  is,  what  is  my  business  there  ?  I  ask  you 
the  way  to  Cowley  Castle,  and  pray,  if  you  can,  give  me  a 
straightforward  answer." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  replied  the  man,  with  a  deter- 
mined air — "  I  have  given  you  a  straightforward  answer. 
There  are  three  roads,  all  of  them  very  good  ones,  and  there 
is,  besides,  a  footpath." 

As  he  spoke,  he  stared  into  Wilton's  face  with  a  look  half 
dogged,  half  jocular;  but  in  the  end,  he  added, — 

"  Come,  come,  sir — you  might  as  well  tell  me  the  matter 
at  once.  If  you  are  going  to  Master  Plessis's — the  mount- 
seer,  as  we  call  him  here — I'll  put  you  upon  your  road  in  a 
minute  :  I  mean  the  gentleman  that,  folks  think,  has  some 
dealings  with  France." 

It  struck  Wilton,  instantly,  that  this  gentleman,  who  was 
supposed  to  have  dealings  with  France,  must  have  something 
to  do  with  the  detention  of  Laura,  and  he  therefore  replied, 
"  Perhaps  it  may  be  as  you  suppose,  my  good  friend.  At  all 
events,  put  me  upon  the  principal  horse-road  towards  Cowley 
Castle." 

"  Well,  sir,  well,"  replied  the  host,  "  you  have  nothing  to 
do  but  to  turn  to  the  right  when  you  go  out  of  the  door,  and 
then  vou  will  find  a  road  to  the  left ;  then  take  the  first  road 
to  the  right,  which  will  lead   you  straight  down  to  Cowley 
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Church.     Now,  if  you're  going  to  Master  Plessis's,  you  had 
better  not  go  farther  than  that." 

"  That  way  will  not  be  difficult  to  find,"  replied  Wilton  ; 
and  followed  by  the  Messenger,  he  quitted  the  little  inn,  or 
rather  public-house,  for  it  was  no  better,  and  traced  accu- 
rately the  road  the  landlord  had  ])ointed  out. 

''  He  had  better  go  no  farther  than  Cowley  Church,  indeed," 
said  a  man  who  was  sitting  in  the  bar,  as  soon  as  he  was 
gone  ;  "  for  if  he  be  going  to  Master  Plessis's,  he'll  be  half  a 
mile  beyond  the  turning  by  that  time." 

"Jenkin,  Jenkin!"  cried  the  landlord,  not  minding  what 
his  guest  said,  but  addressing  a  boy  who  was  cleaning  some 
pewter  stoups  in  a  kitchen  at  the  end  of  the  passage — "  come 
here,  my  man.  Run  down  by  the  lanes  as  fast  as  you  can 
go,  and  tell  Master  Plessis  that  there  are  two  gentlemen 
coming  to  his  house,  whose  looks  I  don't  like  at  all.  One  is 
a  state  messenger,  if  I'm  not  much  mistaken.  Pve  seen  his 
face  before,  I'm  sure  enough,  and  I  think  it  was  when  Evans 
the  coiner  was  taken  up  at  Stroud.  You  can  get  there  half 
an  hour  before  them,  if  you  run  away  straight  by  the  lanes." 

The  boy  lost  not  a  moment,  very  sure  that  any  one  who 
brought  Monsieur  Plessis  intelligence  of  importance  would 
get  something  at  least  for  his  pains. 

In  the  meantime,  Wilton  and  his  companion  walked  on. 
The  sky  was  clear  above,  but  it  had  already  become  very 
dark,  and  a  doubt  occurred,  both  at  the  first  and  second 
turning,  as  to  whether  they  were  right.  Wilton  and  the  Mes- 
senger had  furnished  themselves  with  pistols,  besides  their 
swords ;  and  the  young  gentleman  paused  for  a  moment  to 
ascertain  that  the  priming  had  not  fallen  out ;  but  nothing 
would  induce  the  Messenger  to  do  so  likewise  ;  for  his  sullen 
mood  had  seized  upon  him  again  more  strongly  than  ever, 
and  he  merely  replied  that  his  pistols  would  do  very  well, 
and  that  it  would  be  lucky  if  Mr.  Brown  were  as  sure  of  his 
way  as  he  was  of  his  pistols. 

"  I  should  like  you  to  give  me  my  orders,  Mr.  Brown,"  he 
added,  in  the  same  dogged  tone,  "  for  I  am  always  glad  to 
know  beforehand  what  it  is  1  am  to  do,  that  I  may  be  ready 
to  do  it." 

"  I  shall  of  course  give  orders,"  replied  Wilton,  somewhat 
sharply,  "  when  they  are  required,  Mr.  Arden.  At  the  pre- 
sent moment,  however,  I  have  only  to  tell  you  that  I  expect 
every  minute  to  meet  a  person  who  will  lead  us  to  the  house 
where  Lady  Laura  is  detained.  At  that  house,  we  shall  have 
to  encounter,  I  understand,  a  number  of  persons  whose  in- 
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terest  and  design  is  to  carry  her  off,  probably  to  the  coast  of 
France.  1  intend  to  demand  her  in  a  peaceable  and  tranquil 
manner,  and  in  case  they  refuse  to  give  her  up,  must  act  ac- 
cording to  circumstances.  I  expect  your  support  on  all  the 
legal  points  of  the  case,  such  as  the  due  notice  of  our  autho- 
rity, et  ccetera ;  and,  in  case  it  should  become  necessary  or 
prudent  either  to  menace  or  to  use  force,  I  will  tell  you  at 
the  time." 

The  Messenger  made  no  reply,  but  sunk  again  into  sullen 
silence ;  and  Wilton  clearly  saw  that  little  help,  and  indsed 
little  advantage,  was  to  be  derived  from  the  presence  of  his 
self-sufficient  attendant,  except  inasmuch  as  the  appearance 
of  such  a  person  in  his  company  was  likely  to  produce  a 
moral  effect  upon  those  to  whom  he  might  be  opposed.  Mes- 
sengers of  state  were  in  those  days  very  awful  people,  and 
employed  in  general  in  the  arrest  of  such  criminals  as  were 
very  unlikely  to  escape  the  axe  if  taken.  Yet  it  seldom  if 
ever  happened  that  any  resistance  was  offered  to  them  ;  and 
we  are  told  that  at  the  appearance  of  a  single  individual  of 
this,  redoubted  species,  it  often  happened  three  or  four 
ti'aitors,  murderers,  spies,  or  pirates,  whose  fate  if  taken  was 
perfectly  certain,  would  seem  to  give  up  all  hope,  and  sur- 
rendering without  resistance,  would  suffer  themselves  to  be  led 
quietly  to  the  shambles. 

Thus  if  Arden  did  but  his  mere  duty,  Wilton  knew  that 
the  effect  of  his  presence  would  be  great ;  but  as  he  walked 
on,  he  began  to  entertain  new  apprehensions.  For  nearly 
two  miles,  no  one  appeared  to  guide  them  to  the  place  of  their 
destination ;  at  length  a  church,  with  some  cottages  gathered 
round  it,  announced  that  they  had  reached  the  little  hamlet 
of  Cowley,  where,  as  several  roads  and  paths  branched  off  in 
different  directions,  he  found  it  advisable  to  follow  the  counsel 
of  the  landlord,  and  not  go  any  farther. 

He  consequently  turned  back  again  ;  but  a  thin  white  fog 
was  now  beginning  to  come  on — a  visitation  to  which  that 
part  of  the  country  near  the  junction  of  the  Thames  and  the 
Medway  is  veiy  often  subject.  The  cloud  rolled  forward, 
and  Wilton  and  the  Messenger  advanced  directly  into  it ;  so 
that  at  length  the  hedge  could  only  be  distinguished  on  one 
side  of  the  road,  and  beyond  it,  on  either  side,  nothing  could 
be  seen  farther  than  the  distance  of  five  or  six  yards. 

The  Messenger  lingered  somewhat  behind,  muttering, 
"  This  is  pleasant ;"  but  ere  long,  as  they  were  approaching 
the  top  of  a  narrow  lane  which  Wilton  had  before  remarked, 
as  they  passed,  he  thought  he  heard  people   speaking  at  a 


192  THE   KINGS   HIGHWAY. 

distance,  and  stopped  to  listen.  The  tones  were  those  of  a 
male  and  a  female  voice  conversing  evidently  with  eagerness, 
though  with  slow  and  measured  words  and  long  pauses. 
Wilton  thought  that  the  sound  of  one  voice  was  familiar  to 
him,  though  the  speaker  was  at  such  a  distance  that  he  could 
not  catch  any  of  the  words. 

Not  doubting  at  all,  however,  that  one  of  the  interlocutors 
was  the  person  who  was  to  guide  him  on  his  way,  Wilton 
paused,  determined  to  wait  till  they  came  up. 

A  loud  "  So  be  it  then  !"  was  at  length  uttered;  and  the 
next  moment  steps  Avere  heard  advancing  rapidly  towards 
him,  and  the  figure  of  a  man  made  its  appearance  through  the 
mist,  first  like  one  of  the  fabled  shades  upon  the  dim  shores 
of  the  gloomy  river,  but  growing  into  solidity  as  it  came  near. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

For  the  right  understanding  of  all  that  is  to  follow — strange 
as  it  may  appear  to  the  reader,  we  are  only  just  at  the  begin- 
ning of  the  story — it  may  be  necessary  to  go  back  to  the 
house  of  Monsieur  Plessis,  and  to  trace  the  events  of  the  past 
day,  till  we  have  brought  them  exactly  down  to  that  precise 
time  Wilton  was  walking,  as  we  have  described,  with  a  mist 
around  him  both  moral  and  physical,  upon  the  road  between 
High  Halstow  and  Cowley.  We  must  even  go  beyond  that, 
and  introduce  the  reader  into  a  lady's  bedchamber,  on  the 
morning  of  that  day,  as  she  was  dressing  herself  after  the 
night's  repose ;  though,  indeed,  repose  it  could  scarcely  be 
called,  for  those  bright  eyes  had  closed  but  for  a  short  period 
during  the  darkness,  and  anxiety  and  grief  had  been  the  com- 
panions of  her  pillow.  Yet  it  is  not  Lady  Laura  of  whom  we 
speak,  but  of  that  gentle-looking  and  beautiful  lady  whom 
we  have  described  as  sitting  in  the  saloon  of  Plessis's  house, 
shortly  before  the  conspirators  assembled  there. 

Without  any  of  tlio  aids  of  dress  or  ornament,  she  was  cer- 
tainly a  very  beautiful  being,  and  as,  sitting  before  the  glass, 
she  drew  out  with  her  taper  fingers  the  glossy  curls  of  her 
rich  dark  hair,  nothing  could  be  more  graceful  than  the  atti- 
tudes into  which  the  whole  form  was  cast.  Often  as  she  did 
so,  she  would  pause  and  meditate,  leaning  her  head  upon  her 
hand  for  a  moment  or  two.  Sometimes  she  would  raise  her 
eyes  imploringly  towards  Heaven,  and  once   those  eyes  be- 
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came  full  of  tears.  She  wiped  them  away  hastily,  however, 
as  if  angry  with  herself  for  giving  way,  and  then  proceeded 
eagerly  with  the  task  of  the  toilet. 

While  she  was  thus  engaged,  some  one  knocked  at  the  door, 
which  she  unlocked,  and  tlie  next  instant,  another  lady,  to 
whom  the  reader  has  been  already  introduced,  entered  the 
chamber.  It  was  the  same  person  whom  we  have  called  the 
Lady  Helen,  in  her  interview  with  Wilton  Brown ;  and  there 
was  still  in  the  expression  of  her  countenance  that  same  look 
of  tender  melancholy  which  is  generally  left  upon  the  face  by 
long  grief  acting  upon  an  amiable  heart.  It  was,  indeed,  less 
the  expression  of  a  settled  gloom  on  her  own  part,  than  of 
sympathy  with  the  sorrows  of  others,  rendered  more  active  by 
sorrows  endured  herself.  On  the  present  occasion  she  had  a 
note  in  her  hand,  which  she  held  out  towards  the  fair  girl 
whom  she  had  interrupted  at  her  toilet,  saying,  with  a  faint 
smile,  "  There,  Caroline — I  hope  it  may  bring  you  good 
news,  dear  girl."  The  other  took  it  eagerly,  and  broke  the 
seal,  with  hands  that  trembled  so  much  that  they  almost  let 
the  paper  drop. 

"  Oh,  Lady  Helen,"  cried  the  younger  lady,  while  the  colour 
came  and  went  in  her  cheek,  and  her  eyes  sparkled,  and  then 
again  nearly  overflowed,  "  we  must,  indeed,  we  must  stay 
over  to-day.  He  says  he  will  come  down  to  see  me  this 
afternoon.  Indeed  we  must  stay  ;  for  it  is  my  last  chance, 
Helen  dear,  my  last  chance  of  happiness  in  life." 

"  We  will  stay,  of  course,  Caroline,"  replied  the  other ; 
"  but  I  trust,  my  poor  girl,  that  if  you  see  him,  you  will  act 
both  Avisely  and  firmly.  Let  him  not  move  you  to  yield  any 
farther  than  you  have  done  ;  let  him  not  move  you,  my  sweet 
Caroline,  to  remain  in  a  degrading  and  painful  state  of 
doubt.  Act  firmly,  and  as  you  proposed  but  yesterday,  in 
order,  at  least,  if  you  do  no  more,  not  to  be,  as  it  were,  an 
accomplice  in  his  ill-treatment  of  yourself." 

"  Oh  no  ! "  replied  the  other — "  oh  no  !  Fear  not,  dear 
lady,  that  I  will  deal  with  him  otherwise  than  firmly.  But 
yet  you  know  he  is  my  husband,  Helen,  and  I  cannot  refuse 
to  obey  his  will,  except  where  he  requires  of  me  a  breach  of 
higher  duties." 

"  Ay,"  replied  the  Lady  Helen.  "  When  he  claims  you 
openly  as  his  wife,  Caroline,  then  he  has  a  right  to  command, 
and  no  one  can  blame  you  for  obeying;  but  he  must  not  take 
the  whole  advantage  of  his  situation  as  your  husband, 
without  giving  you  the  name  and  station,  or  suffering  you  to 
assume  the   character  of  his  wife.     Let   him  now  do  you 
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justice  in  these  respects,  or  else,  dear  Caroline,  leave  him  ! 
fly  from  him  I  strive  to  forget  him!  Look  upon  yom-self  as 
widowed,  and  try  to  bear  your  sorrow  as  an  infliction  fi-om 
the  hand  of  Heaven,  for  having  committed  this  action  without 
your  father's  knowledge  and  consent." 

"  Oh,  Helen ! "  replied  the  other,  mournfully,  "  you  know 
my  father  was  upon  the  bed  of  death  ;  you  know  that  Henry 
was  obliged  to  depart  in  three  weeks  ;  you  know  that  I  loved 
him,  and  that  if  I  had  parted  with  him  then,  without  giving 
him  the  hand  I  had  promised,  it  might  have  been  years 
before  I  saw  him  again  ;  for  then  I  should  have  had  no  title 
to  seek  him  as  his  wife,  and  the  ports  of  France  were  not 
likely  to  be  opened  to  him  again.  Would  you  have  had  me 
agitate  my  father  at  that  moment?  Could  I  refuse  to  be  his, 
under  such  circumstances,  when  I  believed  every  word  that 
he  said,  when  I  thought  that  if  he  departed  without  being 
my  husband,  I  might  not  behold  him  for  many  years  to 
come  ? " 

"  Forgive  me  for  glancing  at  the  past,  poor  child,"  replied 
her  friend — "  I  meant  not  to  imply  a  reproach,  Caroline  ; 
but  all  I  wish  is  to  counsel  you  to  firmness.  Let  not  love 
get  the  better  of  your  judgment.  But  tell  him  your  deter- 
mination at  once,  and  abide  by  it  when  it  is  told.  If  you 
would  ever  obtain  justice  for  yourself,  Caroline,  now  is  the 
moment.  He  himself  will  love  and  respect  you  more  for  it 
hereafter.  He  assigns  no  reason  for  farther  delay  ;  and  his 
letters,  hitherto,  have  certainly  suggested  no  motives  which 
could  lead  either  your  judgment  or  your  affection  to  consent 
to  that  which  is  degrading  to  yourself.  I  have  seen  enough 
of  these  things,  Caroline,  and  1  know  that  they  always  end 
in  misery." 

"  Misery  ! "  replied  the  younger  lady,  "  alas  !  Helen,  what 
have  I  to  expect  but  misery  .?  Oh,  Helen,  it  is  not  that  he 
does  not  openly  acknowledge  our  marriage,  and  forbids  me 
to  proclaim  it — it  is  not  that  which  makes  me  unhappy. 
Heaven  knows,  were  that  all,  I  could  willingly  go  on  with- 
out the  acknowledgment.  I  could  shut  myself  from  the 
d;iy,  devote  mys(>lf  to  him  ;ilone,  foiswciir  rank,  nnd  station, 
and  the  pleasures  of  alllucnce,  for  nothing  but  his  love  ;  so 
long  that,  knowing  I  myself  was  virtuous,  I  also  knew  that 
he  continued  to  love  me  well.  It  is  not  that,  Helen,  it  is  not 
that ;  but  all  which  I  have  heard  assures  me,  that  notwith- 
standing every  vow  of  amendment,  of  changed  life,  of 
constant  affection  towards  me,  he  is  faithless  to  me  in  a 
thousand  instances;    that  his  wish   of  longer   concealment 
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proceeds,  not  from  necessity,  but  from  a  libertine  sj)irit ;  in 
short,  Helen,  that  I  have  been  for  a  week  the  creature  of  his 
pleasure,  but  that  he  never  really  loved  me  ;  that  his  heart 
rested  with  me  for  an  hour,  and  has  now  gone  on  to 
others." 

As  she  spoke,  she  sank  again  into  her  chair,  and  clasping 
her  hands  together  as  they  rested  on  her  knee,  fixed  her 
eyes  upon  the  ground  during  a  moment  or  two  of  bitter 
thought. 

The  other  lady  advanced  toward  her,  and  after  gazing  at 
her  for  a  minute,  she  kissed  her  beautiful  brow  affectionately, 
saying,  "  Nevertheless,  Caroline,  he  does  love  you.  He  is 
a  libertine  by  habit,  Caroline,  I  trust  not  a  libertine  in  heart ; 
and  I  see  in  every  line  that  he  writes  to  you  that  he  loves 
you  still,  and  always  will  love  you.  It  is  my  belief,  dear 
Caroline,  that  if  you  behave  well  to  him  now,  firmly,  though 
kindly,  gently,  though  decidedly ;  if  you  yield  nothing,  either 
to  love,  or  importunity,  or  remonstrance,  but  tell  him  that  you 
now  bid  him  farewell  for  ever  if  he  so  chooses  it,  and  that 
you  will  never  either  see  him,  or  hear  from  him,  or  write  to 
him,  till  he  comes  openly  as  your  husband,  and  gives  you 
the  same  vows  and  assurance  of  future  affection  and  good 
conduct  that  he  did  at  first — it  is  my  firm  conviction,  I  say, 
that  the  love  for  you  which  I  see  is  still  strong  within  him, 
the  only  good  thing  perhaps  in  his  heart,  will  bring  him 
back  to  you  at  last.  Passion  may  lead  him  astray,  folly  may 
get  the  better  of  reason,  evil  habits  may  rule  him  for  a  time ; 
but  the  memory  of  your  sweetness,  and  your  beauty,  and 
your  firmness,  and  your  gentleness,  will  come  back  upon  his 
mind,  even  in  the  society  of  the  gay,  the  light,  and  the  profli- 
gate, and  will  seem  like  a  diamond  beside  false  stones." 

"  Hush,  hush,  hush  ! "  said  the  younger  lady,  blushing 
deeply — "  I  must  not  hear  such  praises,  Helen  :  praises  that 
I  do  not  deserve." 

"  Nay,  my  dear  child,  I  speak  but  what  I  mean,"  replied 
the  Lady  Helen — "  I  say  that  the  recollection  of  you  and 
your  young  fresh  beauty,  and  your  generous  mind,  will  return 
to  his  remembrance,  my  Caroline,  at  all  times  and  in  all  cir- 
cumstances, even  the  most  opposite :  in  the  midst  of  various 
enjoyments,  in  the  heated  revel,  and  in  the  idle  pageant ; 
when  lonely  in  his  chamber,  when  suffering  distress,  or  pain, 
or  illness;  amidst  the  reverses  and  the  strife,  as  well  as  in 
the  prosperity  and  the  vanities,  of  the  world,  he  will  remem- 
ber you  and  love  you  still.  That  memory  will  be  to  him  as 
a  sweet  tune  that  we  have  loved  in  our  youth,  the  recollection 
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of  which  brings  with  it  always  visions  of  the  only  joys  that 
we  have  known  without  alloy.  But  still,  remember,  Caroline, 
that  the  condition  on  which  this  is  to  be  obtained,  the  con- 
dition on  Avhicli  his  recollection  of  you  is  to  be,  as  it  were,  a 
precious  antidote  to  the  evils  of  his  heart,  is,  that  you  now 
act  towards  him  with  firmness  and  with  dignity," 

"  But  suppose,  dear  lady,"  said  the  other,  "  that  he  were 
to  ask  me  to  remain  with  him,  still  concealing  our  mamage. 
Nay,  look  not  terrified — I  am  not  going  to  do  it.  1  have 
told  you  how  I  am  going  to  act,  and,  on  my  honour,  I  will 
keep  to  my  detemiination.  I  only  ask  you  what  you  think 
would  then  be  the  consequences  ? " 

"  Destruction  both  to  you  and  to  him,"  replied  the  Lady 
Helen  :  "  he  would  never  look  upon  you  entirely  as  his 
wife,  he  would  never  treat  you  entirely  as  such.  You  would 
dwell  Avith  him  almost  as  a  concubine. — Forgive  me,  but  it 
must  be  spoken. — He  would  grow  tired  of  your  beauty, 
weary  of  your  society ;  yoiu'  virtues  would  be  lost  upon  him, 
because  he  would  see  that  firmness  was  not  amongst  them, 
and  he  would  not  respect  you  because  you  had  not  respected 
yourself.  There  is  something,  Caroline,  in  the  state  and 
dignity,  if  I  may  so  call  it,  which  surrounds  a  virtuous 
married  woman,  that  has  a  great  effect  upon  her  husband, 
ay,  and  a  great  effect  upon  herself.  There  is  not  one  man, 
Caroline,  out  of  a  million,  who  has  genuine  nobility  of  heart 
enough  to  stand  the  test  of  a  long  concealed  private  marriage. 
I  never  saw  but  one,  Caroline,  and  I  have  mingled  with 
almost  every  scene  of  human  life,  and  seen  the  world  with 
almost  all  its  faces.  However,  here,  there  can  be  no  cause 
which  should  justly  induce  you  to  consent  to  live  with  him 
under  such  circumstances,  and  there  are  a  thousand  causes 
to  ])revent  you  from  so  doing.  If  you  were  to  do  it,  you 
would  lose  your  respect  for  yourself,  and  how  then  could  you 
expect  that  he  would  retain  any  for  you  .? " 

The  conversation  was  some  time  protracted  in  the  same 
tone,  and  nearly  a  whole  hour  was  thus  passed  ere  the 
younger  lady  was  dressed  and  ready  to  accompany  her  friend 
to  breakfast. 

Monsieur  Plessis  was  there  to  do  the  honours  of  his  table, 
treating  his  fair  guests  not  exactly  as  his  equals,  but  yet 
behaving  not  at  all  as  an  Englishman,  under  such  circum- 
stances, could  have  demeaned  himself.  He  was  polite, 
attentive,  deferential ;  but  he  was  still  Monsieur  Plessis  in 
his  own  house.  There  (;an  be  no  doubt  that  all  he  furnished 
lliciii  with  was  amply  paid  for;  but  yet  he  had  an  air  of  con- 
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ferring  a  favour,  and  indeed  felt  that  he  did  so  when  he  re- 
ceived them  into  his  dwelling  at  all.  There  was  thus  an  air 
of  gallantry  mingled  with  his  respectfulness,  a  sweet  smile 
that  bent  his  lips  when  he  pressed  either  of  them  to  their 
food,  a  courteous  and  affable  look  when  he  greeted  them  for 
the  first  time  that  day,  all  of  which  spoke  that  Monsieur 
Plessis  felt  that  he  was  laying  them  under  an  obligation,  and 
wished  to  do  it  in  the  most  graceful  manner  possible.  The 
breakfast  table  was  beautifully  laid  out,  with  damask  linen  of 
the  finest  quality,  and  more  silver  than  was  usually  displayed 
at  that  day  even  in  families  of  distinction.  Both  the  ladies 
seated  themselves ;  and  Plessis  was  proceeding  to  recom- 
mend some  of  the  most  exquisite  chocolate  which  had 
ever  been  brought  from  Portugal — at  least  so  he  assured 
them — when  the  elder  lady  interrupted  its  praises  by 
saying,  "  Had  we  not  better  wait  a  little.  Monsieur  Plessis, 
for  the  young  lady  whom  we  saw  yesterday?" 

Plessis,  however,  put  his  finger  on  his  large  nose,  saying, 
"Her  breakfast  will  be  taken  to  her  in  her  chamber,  Miladi. 
There  are  mysteries  in  all  things,  as  you  well  know.  Now 
here  you  are ;  and  there  are  nine  or  ten  gentlemen  meet  at 
my  house  every  night,  from  whom  I  am  obliged  to  hide  that 
you  are  in  the  place  at  all.  Here  is  this  young  lady,  whom,  it 
seems,  I  should  have  concealed  from  you  in  the  same  way : 
only  I  could  not  refuse  to  let  you  see  her  and  speak  to  her 
yesterday,  in  order  that  you  might  be  kind  to  her  on  board 
the  ship ;  for  she  is  to  go  in  the  ship  with  you,  you  know, 
and  she  seems  quite  helpless,  and  not  accustomed  to  all 
these  things.  When  the  worthy  gentlemen  found  that  the 
ship  was  not  to  sail  last  night,  they  were  in  great  embarrass- 
ment, and  charged  me  strictly  not  to  let  her  see  any  one  till 
the  ship  sailed ;  and  I  find  they  have  put  a  man  to  watch  on 
both  sides  of  the  house,  so  that  no  one  can  go  out  or  come  in 
wdthout  being  seen.  They  told  me  nothing  about  it ;  and 
that  was  uncivil ;  but,  however,  I  must  keep  her  to  her  own 
room  ;  for  the  man  that  they  left  in  the  house,  with  my  con- 
sent, to  keep  guard  over  her,  watches  sharply  also." 

The  elder  lady  said  nothing,  but  the  colour  of  the  younger 
heightened  a  good  deal  at  this  detail,  and  she  stai*ted  up  in- 
dignantly as  soon  as  Plessis  had  finished,  exclaiming,  "  Non- 
sense, sir.  I  never  heard  of  such  a  thing ! — You,  a  man 
of  honour  and  gallantry,"  she  continued,  with  a  gay  smile, 
such  as  had  once  been  common  to  her  countenance,  pass- 
ing over  it  for  a  moment— "you,  a  man  of  honour  and 
gallantry,   Monsieur  Plessis,  consenting  to  see    a  lady  dis- 
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courteously  used  and  maltreated  in  your  house,  and  a  stranger 
put  as  a  spy  upon  you  in  your  own  dwelling.  Fie  !  For  shame  ! 
I  never  heard  of  such  a  thing  !  I  shall  go  immediately  to  her, 
with  your  compliments,  and  ask  her  to  come  to  breakfast. 
And  let  me  see  if  this  spy  upon  you  will  dare  to  stop  me." 

"  Oh  no,  Miladi,"  replied  Plessis,  "  he  is  not  a  spy  upon 
me  ;  but  I  said  myself  I  would  have  nothing  to  do  with  the 
young  lady  being  detained ;  that  it  was  no  part  of  my  busi- 
ness, and  should  not  be  done  by  my  people  ;  that  they  might 
have  the  rooms  at  the  west  corner  of  the  house  if  they  liked, 
but  that  I  would  have  nothing  to  do  with  it.  I  beseech  you, 
dear  lady,"  he  continued,  seeing  Caroline  moving  towards 
the  door  —  "I  beseech  you,  do  not  meddle  ;  for  this  is  a  very 
dangerous  and  bad  business,  and  I  fear  it  will  end  ill. — 
Nay,  nay  !  "  and  springing  towai'ds  the  door,  he  placed  him- 
self between  it  and  the  lady,  bowing  lowly,  with  his  hand 
upon  his  heart,  and  exclaiming,  "  Humbly  on  my  knees  I 
kiss  your  beautiful  feet,  and  beseech  you  not  to  meddle  with 
this  bad  business." 

"  A  very  bad  business,  indeed,"  said  Caroline;  "  and  it  is  for 
that  very  reason  that  I  am  going  to  meddle.  Monsieur  Plessis. 
Do  me  the  favour  of  getting  out  of  my  way.  I  thought  you 
were  a  man  of  gallantry  and  spirit.  Monsieur  Plessis. — I  am 
determined  ;  so  there  is  no  use  in  opposing  me." 

Plessis  shrugged  up  his  shoulders,  bowed  his  head  low, 
and  with  a  look  which  said  as  plainly  as  any  look  could  say, 
"  I  see  there  is  never  any  use  of  opposing  a  woman,"  he 
suffered  the  fair  lady  to  pass  out,  while  her  friend  remained 
sitting  thoughtfully  at  the  table. 

The  lady  whom  we  have  called  Caroline  walked  quietly 
along  one  of  the  comdors  of  the  house  till  she  came  to  a  spot 
where  a  man  in  the  garb  of  a  sailor  was  sitting  on  a  large 
chest,  with  his  elbows  on  his  two  knees,  and  his  chin  on  his 
two  hands,  looking  very  much  wearied  with  his  watch,  and 
swinging  one  of  his  feet  backwards  and  forwards  disconso- 
lately. There  was  a  door  farther  on,  and  towards  it  the  lady 
walked,  but  found  that  it  was  locked,  though  the  key  was  on 
the  outside.  The  sailor  personage  had  started  up  as  she 
passed,  and  then  gazed  at  her  proceedings  with  no  small 
surprise ;  but  as  she  laid  her  hand  upon  the  lock,  he  came 
fonvai'd,  saying,  "  Ma'am,  what  do  you  want  there  ?  " 

"  I  want,"  replied  the  lady,  turning  round,  and  looking  at 
him  from  head  to  foot,  *'  merely  to  call  this  young  lady  to 
breakfast.  Be  so  good  as  to  open  the  door:  the  lock  is 
rather  stiff'." 
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She  spoke  so  completely  with  the  tone  of  calm  authority, 
that  the  man  did  not  even  hesitate,  but  opened  the  door  wide, 
taking  it  for  granted  that  she  had  some  right  to  enter.  The 
lady  was  about  to  go  in  ;  but  suddenly  a  feeling  of  appre- 
hension seized  her,  lest  the  man  should  shut  the  door  and 
lock  it  upon  her  also ;  and  pausing  in  the  doorway,  she 
addressed  Lady  Laiu'a,  who  we  need  scarcely  tell  the  reader 
was  within, — "  I  have  come  to  ask  you,"  she  said,  "  if  you 
will  go  with  me  to  breakfast." 

"  Oh  gladly,  gladly  !  "  cried  the  poor  girl,  darting  forward, 
and  holding  out  her  hands  to  her ;  and  Caroline,  drawing  one 
fair  arm  through  her  own,  led  her  onward  to  the  room  where 
she  had  left  the  Lady  Helen. 

The  man  paused  and  hesitated,  and  then  followed  the  two 
ladies  along  the  passage  ;  but  before  he  was  near  enough  to 
hear  Avhat  was  said,  Caroline  had  wdiispered  to  her  compa- 
nion, "  It  is  already  done  :  I  have  had  an  answer  to  my  note, 
which  went  in  the  same  packet,  so  that  the  place  of  your 
detention  is  now  certainly  known  to  those  who  will  not  fail  to 
send  you  aid." 

The  bright  joy  that  came  up  in  the  eyes  of  Laura  might 
very  well  have  betrayed  to  the  man  who  guarded  her,  had  he 
seen  her  face,  that  she  had  received  more  intelligence  than 
his  employers  could  have  wished.  He  followed,  however,  at 
some  distance,  without  taking  any  notice  ;  and  seeming  to 
think  it  enough  to  w^atch  her  movements,  and  prevent  her 
egi^ess  from  the  house,  he  seated  himself  again  near  the  door 
of  the  chamber  where  breakfast  had  been  prepared,  while 
Laura  and  her  fair  companion  entered  the  room. 

They  found  the  Lady  Helen  and  Monsieur  Plessis  in 
eager  conversation,  the  lady  having  just  annoimced  to  him 
her  intention  of  delaying  their  departure  till  another  day  ; 
and  he,  who  was  in  fact  part  proprietor  of  the  vessel  which 
was  to  Ijear  them  to  France,  and  was  actuated  by  very  different 
views,  urging  her  eagerly  to  follow  her  first  intention  of  sailing 
that  night.  He  made  representations  of  all  sorts  of  dangers 
and  difficulties  which  were  to  arise  fi'om  the  delay ;  the  two 
ladies  were  likely  to  be  arrested  ;  he  was  likely  to  be  ruined  ; 
the  master  of  the  ship  would  sail  without  them ;  and  in  short, 
everything  was  represented  as  about  to  happen  which  could 
induce  them  to  take  their  departure  with  all  speed. 

The  Lady  Helen,  however,  was  resolute.  She  replied  that, 
from  what  she  had  heard  in  London,  she  was  convinced  there 
was  not  the  least  chance  whatsoever  of  their  even  being 
inquired  after,  and  much  less  of  their  being  an'ested  ;  that  his 
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ruin  was  only  likely  to  be  a  consequence  of  the  arrest,  and 
therefore  that  was  disposed  of.  Then  again,  in  regard  to  the 
captain  of  the  vessel  sailing  without  them,  she  said  that  was 
improbable,  inasmuch  as  he  would  thereby  lose  the  large  sum 
he  was  to  receive,  both  for  bringing  them  thither  and  taking 
them  back. 

Now,  though  Monsieur  Plessis  was,  in  his  way,  a  very  cou- 
rageous and  deteraiined  person,  who  in  dealing  with  his  fellow 
men  could  take  his  own  part  very  vigorously,  and,  as  we  have 
shown,  successfully,  yet  he  was  much  feebler  in  the  presence 
of  a  lady,  and  on  the  present  occasion,  with  three  to  one, 
they  certainly  made  him  do  anything  they  liked.  The  con- 
sequence was,  that  Laura  was  permitted  to  spend  a  great 
part  of  that  day  with  the  two  accidental  tenants  of  Monsieur 
Plessis's  house ;  and  not  a  little  comfort,  indeed,  was  that 
permission  to  her. 

It  was  a  moment  when  any  society  would  have  been  a  great 
consolation  and  relief  But  there  was  in  the  two  ladies  with 
whom  she  was  now^  associated  for  the  time  much  more  to  inte- 
rest and  to  please.  The  manners  of  each  were  of  the  highest 
tone;  the  person  of  each  was  highly  pleasing;  and  when 
Laura  turaed  to  the  Lady  Helen,  and  marked  the  gentle  pen- 
siveness  of  her  beautiful  countenance,  listened  to  the  high, 
pure,  noble  words  that  hung  upon  her  lips,  and  marked  the 
deep  feelings  which  existed  beneath  an  exterior  that  people 
sometimes  thought  cold,  the  remembrance  of  her  own 
mother  rose  up  before  her,  and  she  felt  a  sort  of  clinging 
yearning  towards  a  being  who  resembled  her  in  so  many 
respects. 

With  the  younger  lady,  too,  she  had  many  a  thought  and 
many  a  feeling  in  common.  Caroline  was  a  few  years  older 
than  herself,  and  evidently  more  acquainted  with  the  world  ; 
but  there  were  deep  strong  feelings  apparent  in  every  word 
she  uttered  —  a  thoughtfulness  (if  we  may  so  express  om-- 
selves)  which  blended  with  an  air  of  carelessness  —  a  depth 
to  be  seen  even  through  occasional  lightness,  which  was 
only  like  a  profound  river  rippled  by  a  rapid  breeze.  Each 
had  subjects  for  thought ;  each  had  more  or  less  matter  for 
grief  or  apprehension ;  but  each  found  relief  in  the  society 
of  the  other;  and  the  day  passed  over  more  happily  than 
Laura  could  have  imagined  it  would  have  done  in  such 
circumstances. 

Towards  evening,  indeed,  she  became  anxious  and  appre- 
hensive, for  no  attempt  to  deliver  her  had,  apparently,  been 
made,  and  she  had  been  warned  that  she  was  to  embark  for 
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France  that  night.  From  this  apprehension,  however,  the 
Lady  Helen  speedily  relieved  her,  by  assuring  her  that  there 
was  no  other  ship  to  convey  her  but  that  which  was  hired 
to  take  herself  and  her  young  friend  to  France,  and  that  they 
had  determined  upon  putting  ofi"  their  departure  till  the  suc- 
ceeding night. 

About  the  same  hour,  however,  Caroline  became  uneasy 
and  agitated.  She  rose  often ;  she  looked  often  at  her 
watch ;  she  gazed  out  from  the  window  ;  she  turned  her  eyes 
to  the  sky ;  and  in  the  end  she  retired  for  a  time  to  her  own 
chamber,  and  returned  shortly  after,  dressed  for  going  out, 
with  a  short  black  cloak,  richly  trimmed,  cast  over  her  shoul- 
ders, and  a  silk  hood,  stiffened  with  whalebone  and  deeply 
fringed  with  lace,  covering  her  head  and  the  greatest  part  of 
her  face. 

"  Who  are  you  going  to  take  with  you,  my  dear  child,  to 
show  you  the  way  ?  "  said  the  Lady  Helen. 

"  No  one,  sweet  lady,"  replied  the  other.  "  While  you 
were  away  from  me  in  London  I  had  plenty  of  opportunity 
to  explore  every  path  round  this  house,  and  the  place  is  so 
distinctly  marked,  that  neither  he  nor  I  can  mistake  it." 

Lady  Helen  looked  in  her  face  for  a  moment  with  an 
expression  somewhat  sad  as  well  as  inquiring ;  and  her  beau- 
tiful companion,  as  if  comprehending  at  once  what  she  meant, 
advanced  quietly  towards  her,  knelt  on  the  footstool  at  her 
feet,  and  putting  her  two  hands  in  hers,  she  said,  "  I  promise 
you  most  solemnly,  dearest  lady — most  solemnly  and  finnly 
do  I  promise,  not  to  suffer  myself  to  be'  shaken  in  any  one  of 
the  resolutions  which  I  have  taken  with  your  advice." 

"  Thank  you,  my  child,  thank  you,"  cried  the  elder  lady, 
— "  thank  you  for  giving  me  the  prospect,  Caroline,  of  seeing 
you  ultimately  happy.  But  oh,  do  not  be  late,  my  sweet 
child.  Return  to  us  soon.  The  country  is  in  a  distracted 
state — the  hour  is  very  late.  You  see  it  is  already  growing 
dusk." 

"  I  will  return  as  soon  as  I  can,"  replied  Caroline,  and 
left  the  room. 

The  man  who  was  still  on  watch  in  the  passage  looked  at 
her  attentively,  but  said  nothing ;  and  Plessis,  who  was  at 
the  door  speaking  to  two  ship-boys,  said  merely,  "  It  is  very 
cold  and  very  late,  madame.  I  wonder  you  don't  get  cold 
with  such  late  walks." 

She  made  no  reply,  but  went  on :  and  taking  one  or  two 
turns  through  the  tortuous  lanes  in  the  neighbourhood,  ar- 
rived at  a  spot  where  a  small  obelisk,  of  no  very  graceful  form 
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or  great  dimensions,  planted  in  the  middle  of  the  road,  marked 
the  boundary  of  four  distinct  parishes.  She  paused  there  for 
a  moment,  and  leaned  upon  the  landmark,  as  if  fi'om  fatigue, 
weakness,  or  agitation.  The  light  was  now  dim,  but  it  was 
not  yet  dark  ;  and  in  a  moment  or  two  she  saw  a  figure  ap- 
pear suddenly  in  the  lane  before  her. 

It  advanced  rapidly  towards  her,  and  she  pressed  her  hand 
tight  upon  her  heart.  One  might  have  heard  it  throbbing. 
The  gentleman  came  on  with  a  pace  like  lightning,  and  held 
out  his  hand  towards  her.  She  gave  him  her  hand,  but  turned 
away  her  head ;  and  after  gazing  on  her  for  a  moment,  he 
drew  her  gently  to  his  bosom,  saying,  "  One  kiss  at  least,  my 
Caroline." 

She  did  not  refuse  it,  and  he  pressed  her  warmly  to  his 
heart.  There  was  a  moment's  silence,  and  then  his  arms 
relaxed  their  hold,  and  he  exclaimed,  "  Oh  Heaven  !" 

He  then  drew  her  arm  within  his,  and  walked  on  with  her. 

"  Oh,  Caroline,"  he  said  at  length,  "  would  that  you  did 
know  how  I  love  you !" 

"  If  I  did  know,  Sherbrooke,"  she  replied,  "  that  you  really 
did  love  me,  it  would  make  me  far,  far  happier  than  I  am. 
But  how  can  I  believe  it,  Sherbrooke  ?  how  can  I  believe 
it } " 

"  Is  it,"  he  demanded,  "  is  it  because  I  have  asked  you  to 
conceal  our  marriage  a  little  longer  .?  Is  it  for  that  reason  that 
you  doubt  my  love  }  Is  it  for  that  reason  that  you  have  come 
over  to  England,  risking  all  and  everything,  affecting  my 
fate  in  ways  that  you  have  no  idea  of?  Is  it  for  this,  Caro- 
line .?" 

There  was  a  pause  for  several  minutes,  and  at  length  she 
answered, — 

"  Not  entirely.  There  may  have  been  many  reasons, 
Sherbrooke,  joined  therewith.  There  were  many  that  I 
stated  in  my  letters  to  you.  There  were  others  that  you 
might  have  imagined.  Was  it  unnatural  that  I  should  wish 
to  see  my  husband .?  Was  it  unnatural  I  should  believe  that 
he  would  be  glad  to  see  me?  As  I  told  you,  the  circum- 
stances were  changed  ;  my  father  was  dead ;  I  had  none  to 
])rotect  me  in  France;  the  Lady  Helen  was  coming  to 
England.  When  she  was  gone,  I  was  left  quite  alone.  But 
oh,  Sherbrooke,  tell  me,  tell  me,  what  cause  have  I  had  to 
believe  that  you  love  me }  Have  you  not  neglected  me .'' 
Have  you  not  forgotten  me  }     Have  you  not " 

"  Never,  never,  Caroline  ! "  he  cried,  vehemently — "  in  my 
wildest  follies,  in  my  rashest  acts,  I  have  thought  of  you  and 
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loved  you.  1  have  remembered  you  with  affection,  and  with 
grief,  and  with  tenderness.  Memory,  sad  memory,  has  come 
upon  me  in  the  midst  of  the  maddest  efforts  for  gaiety,  and 
cast  me  into  a  fit  of  deep,  anxious,  sorrowful,  repentant,  re- 
morseful thought,  which  I  could  not  shake  off":  it  seemed  as 
if  some  vengeful  spirit  seized  upon  me  for  its  prey,  and 
dinned  in  my  ears  the  name  of  love  and  Caroline,  till  my 
heart  was  nearly  broken." 

"  And  the  moment  after,"  she  said,  "  what  was  it,  Sher- 
brooke,  that  you  did .?  Did  you  sit  down  and  write  to  Caro- 
line, to  her  who  was  giving  every  thought  to  you  }  or  did  you 
Hy  to  the  side  of  some  gay  coquette,  to  dissipate  such  painful 
thoughts  in  her  society .?  or  did  you  fly  to  w^orse,  Sher- 
brooke  ?" 

He  was  silent.  "  Sherbrooke,"  she  added,  after  a  time, 
"  I  wish  not  to  reproach  you.  All  I  wish  is  to  justify  myself, 
and  the  firm  unchangeable  resolution  which  I  have  been 
obliged  to  take.  I  have  always  tried  to  close  my  ears  against 
everything  that  might  make  me  think  less  highly  of  him  I 
love.  But  tales  would  reach  me — tales  most  painful  to  hear ; 
and  at  length  I  was  told  that  you  were  absolutely  on  the  eve 
of  wedding  another." 

"  They  told  you  false !"  exclaimed  Lord  Sherbrooke, 
wildly  and  vehemently — "  whoever  said  so,  lied.  I  have  been 
culpable,  and  am  culpable,  Cai'oline  ;  but  not  to  that  extent. 
I  never  dreamed  of  wedding  her.  Did  I  not  know  it  could 
not  be  ?  But  you  speak  of  j^our  resolutions.  Let  me  know 
what  they  are  at  once  !  To  declare  all,  I  suppose  !  Pub- 
licly to  produce  the  proofs  of  our  marriage  !  To  announce 
to  my  father,  already  exasperated  against  me,  that  in  this, 
too,  I  have  offended  him  !  To  call  down,  even  upon  your 
own  head,  the  revenge  of  a  man  who  has  never  yet,  in  life, 
gone  without  it !     To  tell  all  — all,  in  short .?" 

"  No,  no,  no,  Sherbrooke  !"  she  said — "  I  am  going  to  do 
none  of  all  these  things.  Angry  and  thwarted,  you  do  not 
do  that  justice  to  your  wife  which  you  ought.  You  speak, 
Sherbrooke,  as  if  you  did  not  know  me.  I  will  do  none  of 
these  things.  You  do  not  choose  to  acknowledge  me  as 
your  wife.  You  are  angry  at  my  having  come  to  England. 
I  will  not  announce  our  marriage  till  the  last  moment.  I 
will  not  publish  it  till  my  dying  hour,  unless  I  be  driven  to 
it  by  some  temble  circumstance.  I  will  return  to  France. 
I  will  live  as  the  widow  of  a  man  that  I  have  loved.  But  I 
will  never  see  you  more,  Sherbrooke ;  I  will  never  hear  from 
you  more ;  I  will  never  write  to  you  more ;  till  you  come 


204  THE  king's   highway. 

openly  and  straightforwardly  to  claim  me  as  your  wife  in  the 
face  of  all  the  world.  Whenever  you  declare  me  to  be  your 
wife,  I  will  do  all  the  duties  of  a  wife :  I  will  be  obedient  to 
your  will,  not  alone  from  duty  but  from  love ;  but  till  you  do 
acknowledge  me  as  your  wife,  you  can  plead  no  title  to  such 
submission." 

"  Ah,  Caroline,"  replied  Lord  Sherbrooke,  "  you  speak 
well  and  wisely,  but  coldly  too.  You  can  easily  resign  the 
man  that  you  once  loved.  It  costs  you  but  little  to  give  him 
over  to  his  own  course ;  to  afford  him  no  solace,  no  conso- 
lation, no  advice  ;  to  deprive  him  of  that  communication, 
which,  distant  as  it  was,  might  have  saved  him  from  many 
an  error.  It  costs  you  nothing  to  pronounce  such  words  as 
you  have  spoken,  and  to  sever  our  fate  for  ever." 

"  It  is  you  that  sever  it,"  she  replied,  in  a  sad  and  re- 
proachful tone.  "  Sherbrooke,  Sherbrooke,  you  do  me 
wrong — you  know  you  do  me  wrong — Oh,  how  great  wTong  ! 
Do  you  think  I  have  shed  no  tears }  Do  you  think  my  heart 
has  not  been  wrung  ?  Do  you  think  my  hours  have  not 
passed  in  anguish,  my  days  in  sadness,  and  my  nights  in 
w'ceping }  Oh,  Sherbrooke,  since  you  left  me,  what  has 
been  my  fate  ?  To  watch  for  some  weeks  the  death-bed  of 
a  father,  from  whose  mind  the  light  had  already  departed  ; 
to  sorrow  over  his  tomb  ;  to  watch  the  long  days  for  the 
coming  of  my  husband— of  the  husband  whom  all  had 
doubted,  all  had  condemned,  but  my  own  weak  heart,  whose 
vows  of  amendment  I  had  believed,  to  whose  entreaties  I 
had  yielded,  even  to  that  rashest  of  all  acts,  a  secret  mar- 
riage ;  to  find  him  delay  his  coming  ft'om  day  to  day,  and  to 
see  the  sun  that  rose  upon  me  in  solitary  sadness  go  down 
in  grief;  to  lose  the  hope  that  cheered  me  ;  to  look  for  his 
letters  as  the  next  boon ;  to  read  them  and  to  weep  over 
them ;  to  remain  in  exile,  not  only  from  my  native  land,  but 
also  from  him  to  whom  I  had  given  every  feeling  of  my 
heart,  to  whom  1  had  ^delded  all  that  a  virtuous  Avoman  can 
yield  ;  to  remain  in  a  strange  court,  to  which  I  had  no  longer 
any  tie,  in  which  t  had  no  longer  any  protector  ;  and  every 
time  I  heard  his  name  mentioned,  to  hear  it  connected  with 
some  tale  of  scandal,  or  stigmatized  for  some  new  act  of 
vice ;  and  worse,  worse  than  all,  Sherbrooke,  to  be  sought, 
idly  sought,  by  men  that  I  despised,  or  hated,  or  was  indif- 
ferent to,  and  forbad  to  say  the  words  which  would  have 
ended  their  pursuit  at  once,  '  I  am  already  a  wife.'  Sher- 
brooke, you  have  given  me  months  and  months  of  misery 
already.     I  weep  not  now,  even  with  the  thought  of  parting 
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from  you  for  ever ;  but  it  is,  I  believe,  that  the  fountain  of 
my  tears  is  dried  up  and  exhausted.  Oh,  Sherbrooke,  when 
first  I  knew  you,  who  was  so  blithe  and  joyous  as  myself? 
and  now,  what  have  you  made  me  ?" 

He  was  much  moved,  and  was  about  to  speak ;  but  she 
held  up  her  hand  beseechingly,  and  said,  "  Let  me  go  on — let 
me  go  on.  You  said  it  costs  me  little  to  act  as  1  proposed 
to  act.  Think,  Sherbrooke,  think  what  it  does  really  co.st 
me.  Even  were  I  all  selfishness,  how  bitter  is  the  part  that 
I  have  assigned  myself  to  play !  To  pass  my  time  in  soli- 
tude, without  the  pleasures  of  youth  and  gaiety;  debarring 
myself  from  all  the  advantages  of  an  unmarried  woman,  yet 
without  the  name,  the  blessings,  the  station,  the  dignity,  of  a 
wife  ;  voluntarily  depriving  myself  of  every  sort  of  consola- 
tion, relinquishing  even  hope.  But  if  I  am  not  altogether 
selfish,  Sherbrooke — and  you  have  no  cause  to  say  I  am  so 
— if,  as  you  know  too  well,  there  is  deep,  and  permanent, 
and  pure  and  true  affection  for  you  at  the  bottom  of  my 
heart,  judge  what  the  after-hours  of  life  will  be,  judge  what 
a  long  dreary  lapse  lies  before  me,  between  the  present 
instant  and  the  grave." 

Sherbrooke  was  moved,  and  again  and  again  he  assured 
her  that  he  loved  her  more  than  any  other  being  upon  earth  ; 
and  the  conversation  continued  for  nearly  half  an  hour 
longer.  He  begged  her  to  stay  with  him  in  England,  still 
concealing  their  marriage  ;  he  pressed  her  in  every  way  to 
break  her  resolution  ;  he  urged  her,  if  it  were  but  for  one 
week,  to  remain  with  him,  in  order  to  see  whether  he  could 
not  make  arrangements  to  render  their  marriage  public.  But 
she  remembered  her  resolution,  and  held  to  it  firmly,  and 
even  rejected  that  last  pi'oposal,  feai'ing  consequences  equally 
dangerous  to  herself  and  to  him.  Opposition  began  to  make 
him  angry;  he  entered  not  into  her  reasons;  he  saw  not  the 
strength  of  her  motives  ;  he  spoke  some  harsh  and  unkind 
words,  which  caused  her  to  weep,  and  then  again  he  was 
grieved  at  having  pained  her,  and  kissed  the  tears  away,  and 
urged  and  argued  again.  Still  she  remained  firm,  however, 
and  again  he  became  irritated. 

At  the  end  of  half  an  hour,  both  Caroline  and  her  husband 
heard  the  soimd  of  feet  approaching  them  on  both  sides;  and 
though  it  seemed  that  the  people  who  were  coming  from  the 
du-ection  of  Plessis's  house  walked  lightly  and  with  caution, 
yet  there  were  evidently  many  of  them,  and  Caroline  became 
alarmed  for  her  husband. 

"  The  people  are  coming  from  the  house,  Sherbrooke," 
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she  cried  —  "  they  must  not,  oh,  they  must  not  find  you 
here !" 

"Why  not?"  he  demanded,  sharply. 

"  Oh,  because  they  are  a  dangerous  and  a  desperate  set," 
she  said  — - "  bent,  I  am  sure,  from  what  I  have  heard,  upon 
bloody  and  terrible  schemes.  Me  they  will  let  pass,  but  I 
fear  for  you  —  the  very  name  of  your  fiither  would  be  suffi- 
cient to  destroy  you,  with  them.  We  must  part,  indeed  we 
must  part!" 

"  And  can  you,  Caroline,"  he  demanded,  still  lingering,  but 
speaking  in  a  bitter  and  irritated  tone,  angry  alike  with  him- 
self, and  her,  and  with  the  interruption — "  can  you  hold  to 
your  cold  and  cruel  resolution,  now  ?" 

"  I  can,  I  must,  Sherbrooke,"  she  replied, — "  nothing  shall 
shake  me." 

"  Well,  then,  be  it  so!"  he  answered  sharply;  and  turning 
away,  walked  rapidly  up  the  lane. 

Caroline  stood,  for  a  single  instant,  on  the  spot  where  he 
left  her;  but  then  all  the  feelings  with  which  she  had  strug- 
gled during  the  whole  of  that  painful  conversation  with  her 
husband,  seemed  to  break  loose  upon  her  at  once,  and  over- 
power her.  Her  head  grew  giddy,  a  weary  faintness  seemed 
to  come  over  her  heart,  and  she  sank,  unconscious,  on  the 
ground. 

The  next  moment  six  or  seven  men  came  quickly  up. 

"  Here's  a  woman  murdered !"  cried  one — "  and  the  fellow 
that  did  it  is  off  up  the  lane." 

A  few  hasty  exclamations  of  surprise  and  pity  followed, 
and  then  another  man  exclaimed,  in  a  hasty  and  impatient 
tone,  "  Take  her  up  in  your  anns,  Jim,  and  bring  her  along. 
Perhaps  we  may  find  this  Messenger  the  boy  talked  of,  and 
the  murderer  together;  but  let  us  make  haste,  or  we  shall  lose 
both." 

"  Mind,"  said  another,  speaking  almost  at  the  same  time, 
"  don't  knock  the  Messenger's  brains  out.  We  will  just  take 
and  plant  him  in  the  marsh,  tie  his  arms,  and  put  him  up  to 
the  arm-pits.  The  boys  will  find  him  there,  when  they  come 
to  drive  back  the  cattle. — The  lady  don't  seem  quite  dead,  I 
think." 

"  Bring  her  along !  bring  her  along !"  cried  another  voice  — 
"  we  shall  miss  all,  if  you  are  so  slow ;"  and  thus  speaking, 
th(!  leader  of  the  party  quickened  his  pnce,  while  the  others, 
having  raised  the  lady  from  the  ground,  bore  her  onward 
towards  the  end  of  the  lane. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 

We  have  said  that  Wilton  Brown  paused  and  gazed  through 
the  mist  at  the  figure  of  a  man  advancing  towards  him,  and 
to  the  reader  it  need  not  be  tohl  who  the  person  was  that 
thus  came  forward.  To  Wilton,  however,  the  conviction  was 
brought  more  slowly;  for  though  he  had  heard  the  sound 
of  a  familiar  voice,  yet  it  seemed  so  improbable  that  voice 
should  be  the  voice  of  Lord  Sherbrooke,  that  the  idea  never 
struck  him,  till  the  figure  became  so  distinct  as  not  to  leave 
a  doubt, 

"  Good  God,  Sherbrooke !"  he  exclaimed,  advancing  towards 
him  at  length — "  can  it  be  you  ?" 

"  And  I  may  well  ask,  Wilton,  if  it  be  you,"  said  Lord 
Sherbrooke,  in  a  tone  so  sharp  and  angry,  so  unlike  his  usual 
voice  and  manner  of  speaking,  that  Wilton  drew  back  as- 
tonished, imagining  that  he  had  given  his  friend  some  un- 
known offence.  But  Lord  Sherbrooke  grasped  his  arm, 
exclaiming,  "  Hark !  There  they  are !  They  are  close  upon 
us,  Wilton !  I  have  fallen  in  with  a  nest  of  Jacobites,  I  fancy, 
ready  for  an  outbreak,  and  they  are  after  me.  Have  you  any 
arms?" 

"  Here  are  plenty  of  pistols,  my  lord,"  said  the  Messenger, 
who  knew  him. 

"  Ah,  Arden,  is  that  you  ?"  he  exclaimed.  "  Give  me  a 
pistol !"  and  he  took  one  from  the  Messenger's  hand.  "  Here 
are  three  of  us  now,  Wilton,"  he  exclaimed,  with  a  laugh, 
"  and  one  of  us  a  Messenger:  enough  surely  for  any  dozen 
Jacobites  in  England." 

There  was  something  wild,  hasty,  and  strange  in  Lord 
Sherbrooke's  manner,  which  startled  and  alarmed  Wilton  a 
good  deal. 

"  For  Heaven's  sake,  Sherbrooke,"  he  said,  "  do  nothing 
rashly.     Let  us  see  who  they  are  before  you  act." 

"  Oh,  I  will  do  nothing  rash,"  replied  Sherbrooke.  "  But 
here  they  come  !  just  like  Jacobites,  gabbling  at  every  step. 
Who  goes  there,  my  masters  ?"  he  exclaimed,  at  the  same 
moment.  "  Don't  advance,  don't  advance!  We  are  armed! 
The  first  man  that  advances,  I  shoot  upon  the  spot !" 

"  Those  are  the  men !  those  are  the  men !"  cried  a  loud 
voice  from  the  other  party,  who  were  now  seen  coming  up  in 
a  mass.  "  Rush  upon  them  !  Rush  upon  them,  and  tie  the 
Messenger !" 
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"  Oh,  oh  !"  cried  Arden.  "  They  have  found  me  out,  have 
they  !  Stand  by  me,  my  lord  !  Stand  by  me,  Mr.  Brown  ! 
They  are  rushing  on  !" 

"  Then  here's  for  the  midst  of  them  '."  cried  Lord  Sher- 
brooke ;  and  instantly  levelling  his  pistol,  he  fired,  though 
Wilton  was  in  the  very  act  of  holding  forth  his  hand  to  stop 
him. 

The  moment  the  fatal  flash  had  taken  place,  there  was  a 
reel  back  amongst  the  advancing  party,  though  they  were  at 
several  yards'  distance  when  the  pistol  was  fired.  A  con- 
fusion, a  gathering  together,  a  murmur,  succeeded ;  and  while 
Lord  Sherbrooke  was  in  the  very  act  of  exclaiming,  "  Give 
me  another  pistol,  Arden  !"  there  was  heard,  from  amongst 
the  party  who  had  been  approaching,  a  loud  voice,  exclaiming, 

"  By ,  he  has  shot  the  lady ! — and  she  was  only  fainting, 

after  all.     See  how  the  blood  flow^s  !" 

The  words  were  perfectly  distinct.  Lord  Sherbrooke's 
hand,  which  had  just  seized  the  other  pistol  that  the  Mes- 
senger had  held  out  to  him,  suddenly  let  it  drop  upon  the 
ground.  It  was  not  possible  to  see  the  expression  of  his  face 
fully,  for  his  head  was  turned  away ;  but  Wilton  felt  him  grasp 
his  arm,  as  if  for  support,  trembling  in  every  limb. 

"  Good  God  !  What  have  you  done,  Sherbrooke  ?"  ex- 
claimed his  friend. 

"  I  have  killed  her !  I  have  killed  her  !"  cried  Lord  Sher- 
brooke, gasping  for  breath —  "  I  have  killed  the  dear  unfor- 
tunate girl !"  and  letting  go  Wilton's  arm,  he  rushed  forward 
at  once  into  the  midst  of  the  other  party,  exclaiming,  "  Stand 
back !  Let  me  forward  !  She  is  my  wife  !  Stand  out  of  my 
way  I     How,  in  the  name  of  Heaven,  did  she " 

He  left  off",  without  concluding;  and  nobody  answered. 
But  the  tone  of  bitter  grief  and  agony  in  which  Lord  Sher- 
brooke spoke  w^as  not  to  be  mistaken :  there  was  in  it  the 
ovei-powering  energy  of  passionate  grief;  and  everybody 
made  way  for  him.  In  a  moment  he  had  snatched  the  form 
of  the  unhappy  lady  from  the  man  who  held  her  in  his  arras, 
and  su]jporting  her  himself,  })artly  on  his  knee,  partly  on  his 
bosom,  he  kissed  her  again  and  again  vehemently,  eagerly, 
we  may  almost  say  frantically,  exclaiming,  "  And  I  have  killed 
thee,  my  Caroline  !"  T  have  killed  thee,  my  beloved,  my 
wife',  my  own  dear  wife  !  I  have  killed  thee,  noble,  and  true, 
and  kind  !  Oh,  open  your  eyes,  dear  one,  open  your  eyes  and 
gaze  upon  me  for  a  minute  ! —  She  is  living,  she  is  living !"  he 
added  wildly — "  she  does  open  her  eyes  ! — Quick,  some  one 
call  a  surgeon  ! — A  hundred  guineas  to  the  first  who  brings 
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rae  a  surgeon ! — God  of  Heaven !  how  has  this  happened  ? — 
Oh  yes,  she  is  living,  she  is  reviving ! — Wilton,  for  pity's 
sake,  for  mercy's  sake,  help  me  !" 

Wilton  Brown  had  followed  Lord  Sherbrooke  rapidly ;  for 
a  sudden  apprehension  had  crossed  his  mind  immediately 
the  words  were  pronounced,  "  He  has  shot  the  lady,"  lest  by 
some  accident  Lady  Laura  had  fallen  into  the  hands  of  the 
people  who  were  approaching,  and  that  she  it  was  who  had 
been  wounded  or  killed  by  the  rash  act  of  his  friend. 

The  moment  he  came  up,  however,  he  perceived  that  the 
lady's  face  was  unknown  to  him,  and  he  saw  also  that  the 
men  who  stood  round,  deprived  of  all  power  and  activity  by 
a  horrible  event,  which  they  only  vaguely  comprehended, 
were  anything  but  the  persons  he  had  expected  to  see.  They 
seemed  to  be  almost  all  common  sailors;  and  though  they 
were  in  general  evidently  Englishmen,  they  were  habited 
more  in  the  fashion  of  the  Dutch  seamen  of  that  day.  They 
were  well  armed,  it  is  true,  but  still  they  bore  not  the  slight- 
est appearance  of  being  connected  with  Sir  John  Fenwick 
and  the  party  to  which  he  was  attached ;  and  the  horror  and 
consternation  which  seemed  to  have  taken  possession  of  them 
all,  at  the  injury  which  had  been  inflicted  on  the  unhappy 
lady,  showed  that  they  were  anything  but  feelingless  or 
hardened. 

One  rapid  glance  over  the  scene  before  his  eyes  had  shown 
Wilton  this ;  and  he  now  stood  beside  Lord  Sherbrooke, 
gazing  with  painful  interest  on  a  picture,  the  full  horror  of 
which  he  divined  better  than  the  others  who  sun'ounded 
them. 

Almost  as  Lord  Sherbrooke  spoke,  however,  and  before 
Wilton  could  reply,  the  lady  made  a  slight  movement  of  her 
hand,  and  raised  her  head.  Her  eyes  were  open,  and  she 
turned  to  Lord  Sherbrooke,  gazing  on  his  face  for  a  moment, 
as  if  to  be  certain  who  he  was. 

"Oh,  Sherbrooke,"  she  said  at  length,  in  a  faint  voice,  "  fly, 
fly  !  —  I  was  very  foolish  to  faint.  —  I  am  better  now.  The 
men  will  be  upon  you  in  a  minute — Oh  Heaven,  they  are  all 
round  us  !  Oh  how  weak  it  was  to  faint  and  keep  you  here 
till  they  have  taken  you. — I  am  better  now,"  she  said,  in 
answer  to  a  whispered  inquiry  of  Lord  Sherbrooke,  as  he 
pressed  her  to  his  heart.  "  But  I  must  have  hurt  my 
shoulder  in  falling,  for  it  pains  me  very  much."  And  putting 
her  hand  towards  it,  she  drew  it  suddenly  away,  exclaiming, 
"  Good  Heaven,  it  is  blood  !" 

"  Yes,  dearest— yes,  beloved,"  replied  Lord  Sherbrooke 
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— "  it  is  blood — blood  shed  by  your  husband's  hand;  but 
oh,  inadvertently,  dear  girl.  I  rashly  fired  amongst  the  men 
that  were  pursuing  me,  and  have  killed  the  only  woman 
that  I  ever  loved !"  And  he  struck  liis  hand  vehemently 
against  his  forehead,  with  a  gesture  of  despair  that  could  not 
be  mistaken. 

"  Come,  come,  young  gentleman,"  said  a  man  who  seemed 
the  leader  of  the  bluff'  sailors  around  him,  "  don't  take  on  so. 
Some  one  has  gone  for  a  surgeon.  There's  a  clever  one  at 
Halstow,  I  know^,  and  mayhap  the  young  lady  is  not  so 
much  hmt.  At  all  events,  you  did  not  do  it  to  hurt  her, 
that's  clear  enough ;  and  I  rather  fancy  we've  all  been  in  a 
mistake  together.  For  if  you  were  flying  from  people  look- 
ing out  to  take  you,  you  were  not  the  goods  we  were  after — 
for  we  were  looking  for  people  that  were  coming  to  take  us. 
They  came  down  and  said  that  a  gentleman  had  come  down 
with  a  Messenger  to  look  after  our  little  traffic,  and  have  some 
of  us  up  for  it.  Now  we  intended  to  plant  the  Messenger  in 
the  bog  till  we  had  got  all  things  ready  and  the  ship  off,  and 
it  was  him  and  his  people  we  were  after.  But  come  along — 
bring  down  the  lady  to  Master  Plessis's.  She  will  be  taken 
good  care  of  there,  I  warrant  you.  Here,  Jack  Vanoorst! — 
you're  a  bit  of  a  surgeon  yom'self,  for  you  doctored  my  head 
when  the  Frenchman  broke  my  crown  one  day.  See  if  you 
can't  stop  the  blood,  at  least  till  we  get  the  lady  to  old 
Plessis's,  and  the  sui'geon  comes." 

A  broad-built  elderly  man  advanced,  and,  with  whatever 
materials  could  be  obtained  upon  the  spot,  made  a  sort  of 
bandage  and  cnm])ress  by  tlie  dim  light,  and  applied  it 
dexterously  enough,  while  Caroline  lay  with  her  head  upon 
her  husband's  bosom,  and  her  hand  clasped  in  his. 

Sherbrooke  looked  down  in  her  face  while  this  was  done 
with  agony  depicted  in  his  countenance ;  nor  was  that  agony 
rendered  the  less  by  seeing  a  faint  look  of  happiness  come 
over  her  face  as  she  thus  rested,  and  by  feeling  her  hand 
press  gently  upon  his.  It  all  seemed  to  say,  "  I  could  will- 
ingly die  thus." 

When  the  bandage  had  been  applied.  Lord  Sherbrooke, 
though  he  shook  in  every  limb  with  agitation  and  anxiety, 
took  her  in  his  anns  and  raised  her,  saying  to  the  men, 
"  Now  show  me  the  way." 

But  that  way  was  long.  The  young  nobleman  put  forth 
his  strength  too  much  at  first  in  the  effort  to  carry  her  quickly, 
and  after  bearing  her  on  for  about  a  mile,  he  paused  and 
faltered. 
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"  Let  one  of  our  people  carry  her,"  said  the  captain  of  the 
vessel,  which  was  lying  in  the  river  at  no  great  distance  from 
Plessis's  house — "  there  is  near  a  mile  to  go  yet." 

Lord  Sherbrooke  turned  and  looked  round.  Wilton  was 
close  by  his  side. 

"  Wilton,"  he  said,  "  Wilton,  you  take  her.  With  the  ex- 
ception of  herself,  you  are  my  best  fi'iend.  Gently,  oh 
gently !  She  is  my  wife,  Wilton,  and  I  know  you  will  not 
mind  the  burden." 

"  Pardon  me,  lady,"  said  Wilton,  as  he  took  her  gently 
out  of  Lord  Sherbrooke's  arms,  and  she  raised  her  head  with 
a  faint  look  of  inquiry;  "  it  is  your  husband's  sincere  friend, 
and  I  will  bear  you  as  careftilly  as  if  T  were  your  brother." 

She  made  no  opposition;  but  no  answer,  only  stretching 
forth  her  left  arm,  which  was  the  unwounded  one,  to  Lord 
Sherbrooke :  she  let  her  hand  rest  in  his,  as  if  she  wished 
him  to  retain  it;  and  Wilton  remarked,  but  not  displeased, 
that  she  suffered  not  her  head  to  rest  upon  his  bosom,  as  it 
had  done  upon  that  of  his  friend. 

Considerably  taller,  and  altogether  of  a  more  powerful 
frame  than  Lord  Sherbrooke,  he  bore  her  with  greater  ease; 
but  still  anxiety  made  it  seem  an  age  till  a  glimmering  light 
was  seen  through  the  trees  at  no  great  distance. 

Lord  Sherbrooke  was  then  in  the  act  of  proposing  to  carry 
her  again ;  but  the  good  sailor  who  had  spoken  before  inter- 
fered, saying,  "  No,  no,  let  him  carry  her.  It  will  only  hurt 
her  to  change  so.  There's  the  house  close  by,  and  he's 
stronger  than  you  are ;  and  not  knocked  down  with  fright, 
you  see,  either,  as  you  are,  naturally  enough. — Run  on,  boy, 
run  on,"  he  continued,  somewhat  sharply,  to  a  lad  who  was 
with  them — "  nin  on,  and  tell  old  Plessis  to  get  down  a 
mattress  to  carry  the  lady  up  in." 

The  boy  sped  away  to  execute  this  kind  and  prudent 
order;  and  in  a  few  minutes  more,  the  whole  party  stood 
upon  the  little  stone  esplanade  before  the  dwelling  of  Mon- 
sieur Plessis.  That  worthy  personage  himself  was  down, 
and  already  in  a  state  of  great  anxiety  and  tribulation,  being 
one  of  those  who  have  an  excessive  dislike  to  anything  which 
may  bring  upon  them  too  much  notice  of  any  kind. 

The  mattress,  too,  had  been  brought  down ;  but  when 
W^ilton  gazed  through  the  door,  he  turned  quickly  to  his 
friend,  saying,  "  I  had  better  cany  her  up  at  once,  Sher- 
brooke.    I  can  do  it  easily,  and  it  will  save  her  the  pain  of 
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changing  her  position  more  than  once." 

Without  waiting  for  any  one's  consent,  he  accordingly  began 
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to  mount  the  staircase,  and  had  just  reached  the  bahistrade 
of  the  little  sort  of  square  vestibule  at  top,  when  the  door  of 
an  opposite  room  opened,  and  the  Lady  Helen  stood  before 
him. 

To  Wilton,  Avho  knew  nothing  of  all  the  secrets  of  Plessis's 
house,  which  the  reader  is  already  informed  of,  the  sight  was 
like  that  of  an  apparition;  and  to  the  Lady  Helen  herself, 
the  sight  of  Wilton  bearing  Caroline  in  his  arms,  while  the 
light  of  the  lamp  that  Plessis  carried  before  them  shone  upon 
the  pale  but  still  beautiful  countenance  of  the  poor  girl,  and 
showed  her  dress  and  that  of  Wilton  both  thickly  stained  and 
spotted  with  blood,  was  not  less  astounding. 

"  Oh,  Wilton,  Wilton,"  she  cried — "  what  is  this  .? — Caro- 
line, my  sweet  Caroline,  for  Heaven's  sake  speak !— for 
Heaven's  sake  look  at  me  !" 

The  next  moment,  however,  her  eyes  fell  upon  Lord  Sher- 
brooke ;  his  countenance  also  as  pale  as  death,  his  coat,  and 
collar,  and  face  also  bloody. 

"  Oh  young  man,  young  man,"  she  cried,  "  is  it  you  that 
have  done  this  ?" 

"  Yes,  Lady  Helen,"  he  answered,  rather  bitterly — "  yes, 
after  nearly  killing  her  in  another  way,  it  is  I  who  have  shed 
her  blood.  But  the  first  was  the  criminal  act,  not  the  last. 
The  shot  was  unintentional :  the  wounds  given  by  my  words 
were  the  guilty  ones." 

"  No,  no,  Sherbrooke !"  said  Caroline,  raising  her  head 
faintly,  and  again  stretching  out  her  hand  towards  him — 
"  No,  no,  dear  Henry.     You  love  me ;  that  is  enough  !" 

She  could  speak  no  more ;  and  Plessis,  whose  senses  were 
in  a  state  of  greater  precision  than  those  of  any  other  per- 
son, exclaimed,  eagerly,  "  Don't'^ stand  here  talking  about  it, 
but  carry  the  lady  to  her  bedchamber. — This  way,  young 
gentleman ;  this  way,  this  way  !" 

And  passing  by,  he  led  onward  to  the  room  in  which  the 
unfortunate  lady  had  received  her  husband's  note  that  very 
morning.  Wilton  laid  her  gently  on  the  bed;  and  closing 
her  eyes  for  a  moment,  she  gave  a  slight  shudder,  either  with 
chilliness  or  pain.  But  a  movement  in  the  apartment  caused 
her  to  look  round  again,  and  she  said,  eagerly, "  Do  not  leave 
me,  Sherbrooke !  Do  not  leave  me,  my  husband.  You  must 
stay  with  me  nowy 

"  Leave  you,  my  Caroline !"  he  said,  "  oh  no !  I  will 
never  leave  you  more  !  I  must  atone  for  Avhat  I  have  done. 
Only  ])romise  me,  promise  me,  Caroline,  to  live,  to  forgive, 
and  to  bless  me." 
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"  I  do  forgive  you,  I  do  bless  you,  Sherbrooke,"  she 
answered. 

Before  he  could  reply,  a  gentleman  habited  in  a  riding 
dress,  and  a  large  red  roquelaure,  entered  the  room  hastily, 
threw  off  his  hat  and  cloak,  and  advanced  at  once  with  a 
somewhat  rough  air  to  the  bedside. 

"  What  is  this?"  he  said,  quickly,  but  not  in  an  ungentle 
tone.  "  AVhere  is  the  lady  hurt? — Bring  me  linen  and 
water. — You  may  give  her  a  little  wine  too. — She  is  faint 
from  loss  of  blood;"  and  advancing  to  the  bedside,  he  took 
Caroline's  hand  kindly  in  his  own,  saying,  "  Do  not  be 
alarmed,  my  dear.  These  things  happen  every  day  in  battle ; 
and  women  get  well  better  than  soldiers,  for  they  are  more 
patient  and  resigned.  I  see  where  the  wound  is.  Do  not  be 
afraid ;  and  he  put  his  hand  upon  her  shoulder,  running  it 
round  on  both  sides.  The  moment  he  had  done  so,  he 
looked  about  him  with  a  bright  and  beaming  smile  upon  his 
lip,  and  the  colour  coming  somewhat  up  into  his  cheek. 

"  She  will  do  well,"  he  said — "  let  no  one  alarm  them- 
selves: the  ball  has  passed  upon  the  right  of  the  artery,  and 
I  feel  it  just  above  the  scapula.     She  will  do  well !" 

An  audible  "Thank  God!"  burst  from  every  lip  around; 
and  Caroline  herself,  at  the  sudden  change,  from  the  appre- 
hension of  death  to  the  hope  of  life,  burst  into  silent  tears. 

"  What  are  all  these  men  doing  here  ?"  demanded  the  good 
surgeon,  turning  bluffly  round.  "  Leave  none  but  the  women 
with  me,  and  not  too  many  of  them." 

The  sailors  began  to  move  away  at  this  command,  and 
Wilton  followed;  but  Lord  Sherbrooke  kept  his  place,  say- 
ing, "  I  must  remain !" 

"  And  why  should  you  remain,  sir  ?"  demanded  the  surgeon. 
"  Who  are  you  ?" 

"  I  am  her  husband,  sir,"  replied  Lord  Sherbrooke,  fii-mly 
and  distinctly. 

"  Oh,  sir,  that  makes  a  very  great  difference,"  replied  the 
surgeon.  "  I  make  you  a  very  low  bow,  and  have  nothing 
to  say;  only  I  hope  you  will  behave  quietly  and  rationally, 
and  talk  as  little  as  possible." 

"  I  will  do  everything,  sir,"  replied  Lord  Sherbrooke,  with 
a  somewhat  stately  look — "  I  wiU  do  everything  that  may 
tend  to  promote  the  recovery  of  one  1  love  so  well." 

At  this  moment,  Wilton  was  in  the  doorway :  but  the  Lady 
Helen  laid  her  hand  upon  his  arm,  saying,  "  Wait  for  me  in 
the  neighbouring  room,  Wilton.  I  must  speak  with  you 
before  you  go." 
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Wilton  promised  to  remain,  and  quitted  the  chamber. 
He  found  at  the  top  of  the  stairs  the  greater  part  of  the  sailors 
whom  he  had  seen  before,  and  with  them  Plessis  himself 
and  another  man. 

The  sailors  were  talking  with  Plessis  vehemently;  and 
Wilton  soon  found  that  the  worthy  Frenchman  was  using  all 
his  powers  of  vituperation  in  various  tongues — French  and 
English,  with  a  word  or  two  of  Dutch  every  now  and  then, 
and  some  quaint  specimens  of  Portuguese — to  express  his 
indignation  at  the  sailors  for  the  unlucky  business  in  which 
they  had  engaged. 

The  master  of  the  vessel  was  defending  himself  stoutly, 
saying,  "  Why,  didn't  I  meet*the  boy  from  the  Blackamoor's 
Head  at  the  very  door  of  the  place  here  ?  and  didn't  he  tell 
me  that  there  was  a  man  coming  down  with  a  Messenger  of 
State  to  seize  the  ship  and  the  cargo,  and  you,  and  I,  and 
every  one  else  ?" 

"  Poo  !  nonsense,  nonsense !"  cried  Plessis — "  all  stuff  and 
exaggeration.  No  Messenger,  I  dare  say,  at  all.  So  be  off, 
all  of  you,  as  fast  as  you  can  go  ;  and  get  out  of  the  way,  for 
fear  of  any  inquiries  being  made." 

"  Why  here's  the  young  gentleman  himself !"  cried  the 
master :  "  he  don't  look  like  a  Messenger,  sure  enough.  But 
there  was  another  man  that  ran  away,  he  may  have  been  the 
Messenger." 

The  man  looked  to  Wilton  as  he  spoke,  who  instantly 
replied,  "  You  are  right,  sir.  He  was  a  Messenger;  but 
neither  he  nor  I  came  hither  about  anything  referring  to  you. 
Indeed,  neither  of  us  even  knew  of  your  existence  before  we 
saw  you." 

At  that  moment,  the  stranger  who  was  standing  beside 
Plessis,  and  who  was  very  different  from  the  sailors  in  ap- 
pearance, stepped  forward  to  Wilton,  and  said  in  a  low  tone, 
"  May  I,  sir,  ask  your  name  }" 

The  countersign  that  Green  had  given  him  immediately 
returned  to  Wilton's  memory,  and  he  replied,  "  My  name  is 
Brown,  sir,  but  it  might  as  well  have  been  Green." 

"  Oh  no,  sir,'  replied  the  stranger, in  the  same  tone,  "  every 
man  should  keep  his  right  name,  and  be  in  his  right  place, 
which  is  the  case  with  yourself  in  both  respects  at  pre- 
sent ;"  and  turning  to  Plessis,  he  said,  "  This  is  a  friend  of  the 
Colonel's,  Plessis.  He  sent  me  down  to  meet  him  and  bring 
him  here,  because  he  could  not  come  himself." 

"  Oh,  oh  !"  said  Plessis,  looking  wise,  "  that's  all  right, 
then.     I  saw  that  he  spoke  to  the  Lady  Helen.     Take  him 
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into  the  saloon,  Captain,  and  I'll  come  to  you  in  a  minute, 
as  soon  as  I've  got  the  house  clear,  and  everything  quiet 
again.  I  expect  some  gentlemen  to  meet  here  to-night,  to 
take  their  bowl  of  punch,  you  know." 

"  This  way,  sir,"  said  the  person  whom  the  Frenchman  had 
called  Captain,  turning  to  Wilton,  and  leading  him  on  into 
the  large  room,  which  was  now  quite  vacant.  The  moment 
that  he  was  there,  and  the  door  closed,  the  stranger  came 
close  up  to  him,  saying,  "  Where  is  the  Messenger .?  Had  you 
not  a  Messenger  with  you  ?  I  waited  on  the  road  for  you  three- 
quarters  of  an  hour." 

"  I  rather  think,"  replied  Wilton,  "  that  I  was  misdirected 
by  the  landlord  of  the  inn,  and  a  series  of  unhappy  mistakes 
has  been  the  consequence." 

"  Which  are  not  over  yet,"  exclaimed  the  other  ;  "  for  here 
are  we,  only  two  men,  with  very  likely  a  dozen  or  two  against 
us,  with  no  power  or  authority  to  take  the  lady  from  out  of 
their  hands,  and  with  nothing  but  our  swords  and  pistols." 

"  Oh  no  !"  answered  Wilton — "you  mistake.  I  have  suffi- 
cient authority  both  fi'om  her  father  and  fi'om  the  Secretary 
of  State." 

"  Ay,  but  not  like  the  face  of  a  Messenger !"  replied  the 
other — "  that  is  the  best  authority  in  the  world  with  people 
like  these.  By  Heaven,  the  only  way  that  we  can  act  is  to 
make  a  bold  push  for  it  at  once,  to  get  hold  of  the  young 
lady,  and  carry  her  off  before  these  men  arrive.  Plessis  is 
sending  away  all  the  sailors  :  he'll  not  try  much  to  oppose  us 
himself.  There  is  one  man,  I  see,  at  the  end  of  the  other 
corridor,  but  we  can  surely  manage  him;  and  very  likely  we 
may  get  the  start  of  the  others  by  an  hour  or  so." 

"  Let  us  lose  not  a  moment,"  answered  Wilton.  "  I  will 
send  for  the  Lady  Helen,  who  may  give  us  more  in- 
fonnation." 

"  Let  me  go  and  get  it  from  Plessis  himself,"  replied  the  man 
— "I  will  be  back  in  a  minute.  I  know  how  to  deal  with  the  rogue 
of  a  Frenchman  better  than  you  do.  If  he  comes  back  with 
me,  take  a  high  tone  with  him ;  determination  is  everything." 

Thus  saying,  he  quitted  the  room,  and  for  about  five  minutes 
Wilton  remained  alone  meditating  over  what  had  passed,  if 
that  could  be  called  meditating,  which  was  nothing  but  a  con- 
fused series  of  indistinct  images,  all  out  of  their  proper  form 
and  order. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

The  first  person  that  entered  the  room  was  the  Lady  Helen, 
•who  came  forward  towards  her  young  friend  with  her  eyes 
sparkling  and  a  smile  upon  her  lips. 

"  Oh,  my  dear  boy,"  she  cried,  "  this  has  been  a  terrible 
night,  but  she  is  better :  there  is  every  hope  of  her  doing 
well.  The  ball  has  been  extracted  in  a  moment,  the  bleeding 
has  ceased,  and  the  comfort  of  her  husband's  love  will  be 
more  to  her — far  more  to  her,  than  the  best  balm  physician 
or  surgeon  could  give.  But  now  tell  me,  Wilton,  what  brings 
you  here .?  Did  you  come  with  this  gay  gallant,  or  have  you — 
though  I  trust  and  believe  that  you  have  not — have  you  taken 
any  part  in  the  wild  schemes  of  these  rash,  intemperate, 
and  vicious  men  ?" 

"  I  am  taking  part  in  no  schemes,  dear  lady,"  replied  Wilton 
— "  I  only  come  here  to  frustrate  evU  purposes.  I  came 
furnished  with  authority,  and  accompanied  by  a  Messenger  of 
State,  to  deliver  Lady  Laura  Gaveston,  who,  I  understand,  is 
at  this  very  moment  in  this  house." 

"  That  is  most  strange,"  said  the  Lady  Helen — "  I  wrote 
to — to  him  who — who — whom  you  saw  me  with;  in  short,  to 
tell  him  that  they  had  brought  the  poor  gii'l  here,  never  think- 
ing that  you,  my  boy " 

"  It  was  the  person  you  speak  of,"  interrupted  Wilton, 
"  who  told  me  of  her  being  here.  One  of  his  people  is  in  the 
house  with  me  at  this  present  moment ;  but  the  Messenger 
has  fled  in  the  late  affrav.  I  understand  that  a  number  of 
the  men  who  brought  her  hither  are  to  be  here  to-night :  we 
shall  be  then  but  two  against  many,  if  we  delay;  and  it  is 
absolutely  necessary  that  we  should  find  out  where  the  lady 
is,  and  carry  her  off  at  once." 

"  Oh !  I  will  find  her  in  a  moment,"  replied  the  Lady 
Helen.  "  But  I  know  not  whether  they  will  suffer  her  to  pass 
out  of  her  chamber." 

At  that  moment,  however,  Plessis,  and  the  personage  whom 
he  called  Captain,  entered  the  room  in  eager  conversation. 

"  It  will  be  ruin  and  destruction  to  me,"  cried  Plessis — "  I 
cannot  pennit  it !  I  cannot  hear  of  it !  nor  can  you  manage 
it.  There  are  three  men  here,  one  in  the  house,  and  one  at 
each  gate.     You  are  only  two." 

"  But  we  are  two  men  together,  and  two  strong  men,  too," 
replied  the  Captain,  "  and  they  are  all  separate.  So  I  tell 
you  we  will  do  it." 
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"  Oh,  if  you  choose  to  use  force,  you  may,"  replied  Plessis; 
"  but  the  consequence  be  upon  your  own  head." 

"Come,  come,  Plessis,"  re})lied  the  other — "you  know  you 
don't  like  a  noise  and  a  piece  of  work  more  than  any  one 
else.  Do  the  matter  cunningly,  man,  as  you  are  accustomed 
to  do.  Get  the  fellow  in  the  hall,  there,  down  quietly  out  of 
the  passage  into  the  brandy  cellar —  I  will  follow  him  and  lock 
him  in.     When  that's  done,  all  the  rest  is  easy." 

Plessis  smiled  at  a  trick  exactly  suited  to  his  taste ;  but  he 
hesitated,  nevertheless,  at  putting  it  in  execution,  lest  the  fact 
of  his  having  taken  any  part  therein  should  come  to  the 
knowledge  of  men,  from  whom,  at  different  times,  he  derived 
considerable  advantage.  Present  evils,  however,  are  always 
more  formidable  than  distant  ones,  and  Wilton  bethought 
him  of  trying  what  a  little  intimidation  would  do  with  the 
good  Frenchman. 

"  Listen  to  me,  sir,"  he  said,  in  a  stern  tone.  "  Instantly 
do  what  you  are  told,  or  take  the  consequences.  Here  is  my 
authority  from  the  Secretary  of  State,  to  demand  the  person 
of  this  young  lady  from  the  hands  of  any  one  with  whom  I 
may  find  her.  A  Messenger  came  down  with  me  to  High 
Halstow,  with  a  warrant  for  the  arrest  of  any  person  who  may 
be  found  detaining  her.  It  is,  however,  my  wish  to  do  all 
things  quietly,  if  you  will  allow  me.  The  Duke,  her  father, 
does  not  desire  the  business  to  be  conducted  with  harsh- 
ness  " 

"  A  duke  !"  exclaimed  Plessis,  opening  his  eyes  with  asto- 
nishment. "  A  duke  and  peer !  Why,  they  only  told  me 
that  she  was  the  daughter  of  some  turncoat,  who  would  betray 
them,  they  feared,  if  they  had  not  his  daughter  in  pawn." 

"  They  deceived  you !"  replied  Wilton — "  she  is  the  daughter 
of  the  Duke  of  Gaveston.  But  I  have  no  time  to  discuss 
such  points  with  you.  Instantly  do  what  you  are  told.  Get 
the  man  out  of  the  way  quietly  ;  give  the  lady  up  into  my 
hands,  as  you  are  hereby  formally  required  to  do,  or  I  imme- 
diately quit  the  house,  raise  the  hue  and  cry,  and  in  less 
than  an  hour  this  place  shall  be  surrounded  by  a  hundred 
men." 

Plessis  hesitated  no  longer.  "  Force  majenre  r  he  cried. 
"  Force  majeure  !  No  one  can  resist  that.  What  am  I  to  do? 
I  will  act  exactly  according  to  your  bidding.  You  are  wit- 
ness, madam,  that  I  yield  to  compulsion." 

"  Yes,  Monsieur  Plessis,"  replied  the  Lady  Helen,  "  lawful 
compulsion." 

"  Well,  Plessis,  do   as  I  bid  you,  at  once,"  replied  the 
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Captain.  "  Get  the  man  down  into  the  brandy  cellar,  quickly ! 
— I  saw  the  door  open  as  I  passed — and  either  lock  him  in  or 
let  me  do  it." 

"  You  are  a  tall  man,  and  I  am  a  small  man,"  replied 
Plessis — "  I  have  not  the  gift  of  turning  keys,  Captain.  I'll 
send  him  down,  however ;"  and  taking  a  Venice  glass  fi'om 
the  mantelpiece,  he  went  to  the  little  vestibule  at  the  top  of 
the  stairs,  and  called  to  the  man  who  was  sitting  in  the  cor- 
ridor beyond. 

"  Here,  Harrison,"  he  said — "  I  wish  you'd  go  down  and 
get  the  gentleman  a  glass  of  brandy  out  of  the  cellar.  The 
door's  open.  Make  haste,  and  don't  drink  any — there's  a 
good  fellow." 

The  tone  in  which  Master  Plassis  spoke  showed  that  he 
was  no  bad  actor  when  well  prompted.  The  man,  who  was 
completely  deceived,  came  forward  without  the  slightest  hesi- 
tation, took  the  glass  out  of  his  hand,  and  went  down 
stairs. 

The  moment  he  had  passed,  Plessis  put  in  his  head,  and 
beckoned  with  his  finger  to  the  Captain,  who  ran  down  after 
the  other  in  a  moment,  leaving  the  door  open,  and  Plessis 
listening  beyond,  with  some  slight  apprehension.  That 
apprehension  was  increased,  by  hearing  a  word  or  two 
spoken  sharply,  a  struggle,  and  the  sound  of  glass  falling 
and  being  broken.  Wilton  sprang  out  of  the  room  to  aid  his 
companion ;  but  at  that  moment  there  was  the  sound  of  a 
door  banged  sharply  to,  a  key  turned,  and  he  met  the  Captain 
coming  up  the  stairs  laughing  aloud. 

"  By  Heaven,  the  fellow  had  nearly  bolted,"  he  said. 
"  But  there  he  is  now,  safe  enough,  and  1  dare  say  will  find 
means  to  console  himself  with  Master  Plessis's  brandy  casks. 
He  might  have  made  himself  quite  comfortable  if  he  hadn't 
dropped  the  glass,  like  a  fool. — Now,  Plessis,"  he  continued, 
entering  the  room,  "  go  for  the  lady  as  quick  as  lightning. 
Let  us  lose  no  time,  but  make  sure  of  the  business  while  we 
can ;  and  I  dare  say,  if  you  get  yourself  into  any  little  scrape 
soon — as  indubitably  you  will,  for  you  never  can  expect  to 
die  unhanged — this  gentleman  will  speak  a  good  word  for 
you  to  those  who  can  get  your  neck  out  of  the  noose  before 
it  is  drawn  too  tight.  Come,  make  haste,  man  !  or  we  may  all 
get  into  trouble." 

"  I  will  go,"  said  the  Lady  Helen,  "  I  had  better  go.  It 
will  alarm  her  less,  and  she  has  been  terrified  and  agitated 
too  much  already,  poor  thing." 

Thus  saying,  she  left  them  ;  but  the  lady  returned  alone  in 
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a  moment  after,  saying,  with  some  consternation,  that  the  man 
had  got  the  key  of  the  door  with  him. 

"Oh,  that  is  nothing!"  exclaimed  Plessis,  laughing;  "I 
am  never  without  my  passe-partout ;"  and  producing  a  key 
attached  to  a  large  ring,  from  his  pocket,  he  gave  it  into  the 
hands  of  the  Lady  Helen,  who  returned  to  her  kind  task  once 
more. 

Scarcely  had  she  left  the  room  when  there  came  the  sound 
of  a  man's  step  from  the  passage,  and  Plessis  daited  out. 
The  footfall  which  he  heard  was  that  of  Loi'd  Sherbrooke, 
who  was  seeking  Wilton ;  and  as  soon  as  the  young  noble- 
man saw  him,  he  advanced  towards  him  with  both  his  hands 
extended,  saying, — 

"  Oh,  Wilton,  dear  friend,  this  has  been  a  terrible  night. 
But  it  is  in  the  fiery  furnace  of  such  nights  as  this  that  hard 
hearts  are  melted  and  cast  in  a  new  mould.  I  feel  that  it  is 
so  with  mine.  But  to  the  business  that  makes  me  seek  you," 
he  continued,  in  a  low  tone,  seeing  that  there  was  another 
person  in  the  room,  and  drawing  Wilton  on  one  side. 
"  Listen  to  me  !  Quit  this  house  as  fast  as  possible.  I  find 
you  are  in  a  nest  of  furious  Jacobites,  and  there  may  be  great 
danger  to  you  if  found  here.  I  remain  with  my  poor  Caro- 
line ;  and  far  away  from  all  the  rest,  have  nothing  to  feai-, 
although  the  w^arning  that  she  gave  was  intended  for  me. 
You  speed  aw^ay  to  London  as  fast  as  possible.  But  remem- 
ber, Wilton!  remember:  mention  no  word  of  this  night's 
event  to  my  father.  He  does  not  expect  me  in  town  for 
several  days,  and  I  must  choose  my  own  time  and  manner  to 
give  him  the  history  of  all  this  affair.  He  holds  me  by  a 
chain  you  know  not  of — the  chain  of  my  heavy  debts.  I  am 
at  liberty  but  upon  his  sufferance,  and  one  cold  look  from 
him  to  Jew  or  usurer  would  plunge  me  in  a  debtor's  prison  in 
an  hour.  The  man  who  has  debts  he  cannot  pay,  Wilton,  is 
worse  than  any  ordinary  slave,  for  he  is  a  slave  to  many 
masters.  But  I  must  away,"  he  continued,  in  his  rapid 
manner,  "  for  I  have  left  her  with  no  one  but  the  servant  girl, 
and  I  must  watch  her  till  all  danger  be  past." 

"  I  trust  she  is  better,"  said  Wilton  ;  "  I  trust  there  is  no 
danger." 

"  They  tell  me  not,  they  tell  me  not,  Wilton,"  replied  Lord 
Sherbrooke  ;  "  but  now  that  I  have  been  upon  the  very  eve 
of  losing  a  jewel,  of  which  I  was  but  too  careless  before,  I 
feel  all  its  value,  and  would  fain  hide  it  ti-embling  in  my 
heart,  lest  fate  should  snatch  it  from  me.  Say  nothing  of 
these  things — remember,  say  nothing  of  them." 


220  THE   king's   highway. 

"  But  Arden,  but  Arden,"  said  Wilton,  as  Lord  Sherbrooke 
was  turning  away — "  but  the  Messenger,  Sherbrooke.  May 
he  not  tell  something  ?" 

"  The  cowardly  villain  ran  away  so  soon,"  replied  Lord 
Sherbrooke,  "  he  could  hear  nothing,  and  understand  less. 
He  is  a  cautious  scoundrel,  too,  and  will  hold  his  tongue. 
Yet  you  may  give  him  a  warning,  if  you  see  him,  Wilton." 

"  Here  is  the  lady,  sir,"  said  Plessis,  entering,  and  address- 
ing Wilton.  "  I  will  go  down  stairs  and  see  that  all  is  safe 
below." 

"  He  will  not  let  the  man  out  of  the  cellar  V  demanded 
Wilton,  as  Plessis  departed. 

"  I  have  taken  care  of  that,"  replied  the  Captain,  holding 
up  a  key  ;  "  but  let  us  not  lose  time." 

While  these  few  words  were  passing,  Lady  Helen  and 
Laura  entered,  the  latter,  pale,  agitated,  and  trembling,  less 
with  actual  apprehension  than  from  all  she  had  lately  under- 
gone. At  that  moment,  she  knew  not  with  whom  she  was 
going,  or  what  was  the  manner  of  escape  proposed.  All 
that  the  Lady  Helen  had  told  her  was,  that  somebody  had 
come  to  set  her  free,  and  that  she  must  instantly  prepare  to 
depart.  She  had  paused  but  for  an  instant,  while  the  lady 
who  brought  her  these  glad  tidings  wrapped  round  her  some 
of  the  garments  which  had  been  procured  for  her  journey  to 
France,  by  those  who  had  carried  her  off;  and  all  the  agita- 
tion consequent  upon  a  sudden  revival  of  hopes  that  had 
been  well  nigh  extinguished  was  still  busy  in  her  bosom, 
when,  as  we  have  said,  she  entered  the  room. 

The  first  object,  however,  which  her  eye  fell  upon  was  the 
fine  commanding  form  of  Wilton  Brown.  It  were  scarcely 
fair  to  ask  whether,  in  the  long  and  weary  hours  of  captivity, 
she  had  thought  much  of  him.  But  one  thing  at  least  may 
be  told,  that  with  him,  and  with  a  hurried  and  timid  exami- 
nation of  the  feelings  of  her  own  bosom  regarding  him,  her 
thoughts  had  been  busied  at  the  very  moment  when  she  had 
been  dragged  away  fi'om  her  own  home.  The  sight  of  him, 
however,  now,  was  both  joyful  and  overpowering  to  her  ;  the 
very  idea  of  deliverance  had  been  sufficient  to  agitate  her,  so 
that  she  shook  in  every  limb  as  she  entered  the  room ;  but 
when  she  saw  in  her  deliverer  the  man  whom,  of  all  others, 
she  would  have  chosen  to  protect  her,  manifold  emotions,  of 
a  still  more  agitating  kind,  were  added  to  all  the  rest.  But 
joy — ^joy  and  increased  hope — overcame  all  other  feelings, 
and  stretching  out  her  hands  towards  him,  she  ran  forward 
as  he  advanced  to  meet  her,  and  clung  with  a  look  of  deep 
confidence  and  gladness  to  his  arm. 
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"  Do  not  be  Mghtened,  do  not  be  agitated,"  he  said — "  all 
will  go  quite  well.  Are  you  prepared  to  quit  this  place 
immediately  ?" 

"  Oh  yes,  yes,  instantly !"  she  cried ;  but  then  her  eyes 
turned  upon  Lord  Sherbrooke,  and  the  sight  of  him  in  com- 
pany with  Wilton  seemed  to  cloud  her  happiness ;  for  though 
she  still  looked  up  to  Wilton's  countenance  with  the  same 
affectionate  and  confiding  glance,  yet  there  was  evidently  a 
degree  of  apprehension  in  her  countenance,  when,  for  a 
moment,  she  turned  her  eyes  to  Lord  Sherbrooke.  She 
bowed  her  head  gracefully  to  him,  however,  and  uttered 
some  broken  thanks  to  him  and  to  Wilton,  for  coming  to  her 
deliverance. 

"  Pardon  me,  dear  Lady  Laura,"  replied  Lord  Sherbrooke. 
"  I  must  accept  no  part  of  your  thanks,  for  my  being  here  is 
entirely  accidental,  and  I  cannot  even  offer  to  escort  you  on 
your  departure.  It  is  Wilton  who  has  sought  you  bravely 
and  perseveringly,  and  I  doubt  not  you  will  go  with  him  with 
perfect  confidence." 

"  Anywhere,  anywhere,"  said  Lady  Laura,  with  a  tone  and 
a  look  which  at  another  moment  might  have  called  up  a 
smile  upon  Lord  Sherbrooke's  countenance ;  but  his  own 
heart  was  also  so  full  of  deep  feelings  at  that  time,  that  he 
could  not  look  upon  them  lightly  enough  even  for  a  smile, 
when  he  detected  them  in  another. 

"  I  will  go  down  and  make  sure  that  there  is  no  trickery 
below,"  said  the  man  called  the  Captain ;  "  and  when  I  call 
— Now  !    come  down  with  the  lady,  Mr.  Brown." 

Lord  Sherbrooke  at  the  same  moment  took  leave  of  them, 
and  left  the  room ;  and  Lady  Laura,  without  quitting  her 
position  by  Wilton's  side,  which  she  seemed  to  consider  a 
place  of  sure  refuge  and  support,  held  out  her  hand  to  the 
Lady  Helen,  saying,  "  Oh,  how  can  I  thank  you,  lady,  for  all 
your  kindness  ?  Had  it  not  been  for  you,  I  should  never 
have  obtained  this  deliverance." 

"  I  need  no  thanks,  my  sweet  friend,"  replied  the  lady : 
"  the  only  things  that  give  sunshine  to  the  memories  of  a  sad 
life  are  some  few  acts  of  kindness  and  sympathy  which  I 
have  been  able  to  perform  towards  others.  But  if  you  want 
to  thank  me,"  she  added,  looking  with  a  smile  upon  Wilton, 
"  thank  him,  Lady  Laura,  for  he  is  the  being  dearest  to  me 
upon  earth." 

Lady  Laura  looked  somewhat  surprised ;  but  Wilton  held 
up  his  finger,  thinking  he  heard  their  companion's  call.  It 
was  not  so,  however,  but  only  a  quick  step  upon  the  stairs ; 
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and  the  next  moment  the  Captain  entered,  with  some  marks 
of  agitation  on  his  countenance. 

"  By !"  he  said,  "  there  seems  to  me  to  be  a  whole 

troop  of  horse  before  the  house — such  a  clatter  of  iron-shod 
feet.  I  fear  we  have  the  enemy  upon  us,  and  Plessis  has 
run  to  hide  himself,  frightened  out  of  his  wits.  What  can 
we  do  ?" 

"  Come  all  into  the  lady's  chamber,  or  into  mine,"  said 
Lady  Helen — "  perhaps  they  may  not  think  of  searching  for 
her.  At  all  events,  it  gives  us  a  chance,  if  we  can  but  get 
across  the  vestibule  before  they  come  up.  Quick,  Wilton ! 
come,  quick !"  and  she  was  leading  the  way. 

Before  she  got  to  the  door,  however,  which  the  Captain  had 
closed  behind  him,  the  tramp  of  heavy  boots  was  heard  upon 
the  stairs,  and  a  voice  calling,  "  Plessis !  Plessis  !  Where 
the  devil  are  you?  The  whole  house  seems  to  be  deserted! 
Why,  what  in  Satan's  name  is  here  ?  Here's  blood  all  the 
way  down  the  stairs !  By  Heaven,  it  wouldn't  surprise  me  if 
the  Orangemen  had  got  into  the  house.  We  must  take  care 
that  there  isn't  a  trap.  Give  me  that  lamp,  Cranburne.  You 
had  better  have  your  pistols  ready,  gentlemen.  How  can  we 
manage  now? — Two  of  you  stay  and  guard  each  corridor, 
while  we  go  in  here." 

There  seemed  now  to  take  place  a  low-toned  conversation 
amongst  them,  and  the  Lady  Helen,  with  a  pale  countenance, 
drew  back  towards  Wilton  and  Laura.  The  Captain,  on  his 
part,  unbuttoned  his  coat,  and  drew  out  a  pistol  from  the  belt 
that  he  wore  underneath :  but  Wilton  said,  "  Put  it  up,  my 
good  friend,  put  it  up.  Do  not  let  us  set  any  example  of 
violence.  Where  there  are  nine  or  ten  against  two,  it  is 
somewhat  dangerous  to  begin  the  affray.  We  can  always 
have  recourse  to  resistance  at  last." 

"  Oh,  not  for  my  sake  !  not  for  my  sake  !"  said  Lady 
Laura,  in  a  low  voice.  "  For  Heaven's  sake,  risk  not  your  life 
for  me !" 

"  Let  us  keep  this  deep  window  behind  us,"  said  Wilton, 
speaking  to  his  companion,  "  for  that  will  give  us  some 
advantage,  at  all  events.  Draw  a  little  behind  us,  dear 
Lady  Laura.  We  will  manage  all  things  as  gently  as  we 
can." 

"  Let  me  speak  to  them,  Wilton,"  said  the  Lady  Helen — 
"  from  one  circumstance  or  another,  I  must  know  them  almost 
all." 

As  she  spoke,  the  large  heavy  latch  was  lifted,  and  the  door 
slowly  and  cautiously  opened. 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 


A  PAUSE  of  expectation,  even  if  it  be  but  for  a  minute,  is 
sometimes  the  most  painful  thing  in  the  world ;  and  the  heart 
of  poor  Laura  at  that  moment,  while  the  door  was  being  slowly 
opened,  and  all  their  eyes  were  fixed  eagerly  upon  it,  felt  as 
if  the  blood  were  stayed  in  it  till  it  was  nearly  bursting. 
Wilton,  who  saw  all  that  took  place  more  calmly,  judged  by 
the  careful  opening  of  the  door,  that  there  was  a  good  deal 
of  timidity  in  the  persons  whom  it  hid  from  their  view.  But 
when  it  was  at  length  opened,  the  sight  that  it  presented  was 
not  well  calculated  to  soothe  any  one's  alarm. 

In  the  doorway  itself  were  three  well-armed  men,  with 
each  his  sword  drawn  in  his  hand,  while  behind  these  again 
were  seen  the  faces  of  several  more.  The  countenance  of 
the  first.  Sir  George  Barkley,  which  we  have  already  described, 
was  certainly  not  very  prepossessing,  and  to  the  eyes  of 
Laura,  there  was  not  one  who  had  not  the  countenance  of  an 
assassin.  It  was  evident  that  Sir  George  Barkley  expected 
to  see  a  much  more  formidable  array  than  that  presented  to 
him  and  his  companions,  in  the  persons  of  two  ladies  and 
two  armed  gentlemen,  for  his  eyes  tm'ned  quickly  from  the 
right  to  the  left  round  the  room,  to  assure  himself  that  it 
contained  no  one  else.  There  w^as  a  momentary  pause  at 
the  door ;  but  when  it  was  clear  that  very  little  was  to  be 
apprehended,  the  troop  poured  in  with  much  more  hasty 
and  confident  steps  than  those  with  which  they  had  first 
approached. 

Two  or  three  of  Sir  George  Barkley's  party  were  advancing 
quickly  to  the  spot  where  Wilton  and  the  lady  stood;  but  the 
young  gentleman  held  up  his  right  hand  suddenly,  putting 
his  left  upon  one  of  the  pistols  which  he  carried,  and  saying, 
"  Stand  back,  gentlemen !  I  do  not  permit  men  w4th  swords 
drawn  to  come  too  close  to  me,  till  I  know  their  purpose  — 
Stand  back,  I  say !"  and  he  drew  the  pistol  from  his  belt. 

"  We  mean  you  no  harm,  sir,"  said  Sir  George  Barkley, 
pausing  with  the  rest.  "  But  we  must  know  who  you  are, 
and  what  you  are  doing  here,  and  that  immediately." 

"  Who  I  am,  can  be  of  no  more  consequence  to  you,  sir," 
replied  AVilton,  "than  who  you  are  is  to  me — which,  by  your 
good  leave,  I  would  a  great  deal  rather  not  know,  if  you  will 
sufier  me  to  be  ignorant  thereof; — and  as  to  what  I  am  doing 
here,   I    do  not    see  that   I    am  bound  to    explain   that  to 
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anybody  but  the  master  of  the  house,  or  to  some  person 
authorized  by  law  to  inquire  into  such  particulars." 

"  Mighty  fine,  sir,"  said  the  voice  of  Sir  John  Fenwick,  as 
he  advanced  fi-om  behind — "  Mighty  fine  I  But  this  is  a  mere 
waste  of  time.  In  the  first  place,  what  are  you  doing  with 
that  lady,  who,  as  her  father's  fi-iend,  I  intend  immediately  to 
take  under  my  protection." 

"  Her  father,  sir,"  replied  Wilton,  with  a  contemptuous 
smile,  "judges  that  the  lady  has  been  somewhat  too  long 
under  your  careful  but  somewhat  forcible  protection  already. 
I  beg  leave  to  give  you  notice.  Sir  John  Fenwick,  that  I  am 
fully  authorized  by  the  Duke  of  Gaveston,  Lady  Laura's 
father,  by  a  writing  imder  his  own  hand,  to  seek  for  and 
deliver  her  from  those  who  have  taken  her  away.  I  know 
you  have  been  too  wise  and  piiident  to  suffer  yourself  to  be 
seen  in  this  business  hitherto,  and  if  you  will  take  my  advice, 
you  will  not  meddle  with  it  now. — Stand  back,  sir;  for  as  I 
live,  1  will  shoot  you  through  the  head  if  you  take  one  single 
step  forward;  and  you  know  I  will  keep  my  word!" 

"  But  there  is  more  to  be  inquired  into,  sir,"  exclaimed  Sir 
George  Barkley — "there  is  blood — blood  upon  the  stairs, 
blood " 

"  Hear  me.  Sir  George,"  said  Lady  Helen,  advancing. 
"  You  know  me  well,  and  must  believe  what  I  say." 

"  I  have  the  pleasure  of  recollecting  your  ladyship  very 
well,"  replied  Sir  George ;  "  but  I  thought  that  you  and  Miss 
Villars  had  sailed  back  for  France  by  this  time." 

"  Alas !  Su-  George,"  replied  the  lady — "  poor  Caroline,  I 
fear,  will  not  be  able  to  be  moved.  She  has  met  with  a 
severe  accident  to-night,  and  it  is  her  blood,  poor  child,  that 
you  saw  upon  the  stairs.  This  gentleman  has  had  nothing 
farther  to  do  with  the  matter,  except  inasmuch  as  he  was 
accidentally  present,  and  kindly  carried  her  upstairs  to  the 
room  where  she  now  lies." 

"That  alters  the  case,"  said  Sir  George  Barkley:  "but 
who  is  he  .''  We  have  heard  reports  by  the  way  which  give 
us  alarm.  Will  he  pledge  his  honour,  as  a  gentleman,  never 
to  mention  anything  he  has  seen  this  night — or,  at  least,  not 
for  six  months .?" 

"  On  that  condition,"  demanded  Wilton,  "  will  you  give 
me  perfect  freedom  of  egress  with  this  lady  and  the  gentle- 
man who  is  with  me  ?" 

"  Not  with  the  lady  I"  exclaimed  Sir  George  Barkley, 
sharply ;  and  at  the  same  moment  Sir  John  Fenwick,  Rook- 
wood,  and  Parkyns  all  surrounded  the  Jacobite  leader,  speak- 
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ing  eagerly,  but  in  a  low  tone,  and  evidently  remonstrating 
against  his  permitting  the  departure  of  any  of  the  party.  He 
seemed  puzzled  how  to  act. 

"  Come  out  here  again,"  he  said — "  come  out  here,  where 
we  can  speak  more  at  ease.  They  cannot  get  out  of  this 
room,  if  we  keep  the  door." 

"  Not  without  breaking  their  neck  from  the  window,"  re- 
plied Rookwood. 

"  What  is  that  small  door  there  at  the  side }"  said  Sir 
George  Barkley.     "  Let  some  one  see!" 

"  'Tis  nothing  but  a  cupboard,"  said  Sir  John  Fenwick — 
"  I  examined  it  the  other  night,  for  fear  of  eavesdroppers. 
There  is  no  way  out." 

"  I  shall  consider  your  proposal,  sir,"  said  Sir  George 
Barkley,  turning  to  Wilton :  "  stay  here  quietly.  We  wish 
to  offer  no  violence  to  any  man  ;  we  are  very  harmless  people 
in  our  way." 

A  grim  smile  hung  upon  his  thin  lip  as  he  spoke ;  and 
looking  from  time  to  time  behind  him,  as  if  he  feared  the 
use  which  Wilton  might  make  of  the  pistol  in  his  hand,  he 
left  the  room  with  his  companions.  The  moment  after,  the 
lock  of  the  door  was  heard  to  turn,  and  a  heavy  bar  that 
hung  beside  it  clattered  as  it  was  drawn  across. 

"  A  few  minutes  gained  is  a  great  thing,"  cried  Wilton. 
"  I  have  heard  of  people  defending  themselves  long,  by 
forming  a  sort  of  temporary  bamcade.  A  single  cavalier  in 
the  time  of  Cromwell  kept  at  bay  a  large  force  for  several 
hours.  In  this  deep  window  we  are  defended  on  all  sides 
but  one.  Let  us  do  what  we  can  to  guard  ourselves  on  that 
also." 

The  furniture  was  scanty ;  but  still  the  large  table  in  the 
middle  of  the  room,  and  a  sideboard  which  stood  in  one 
comer,  together  with  chairs  and  various  smaller  articles, 
were  speedily  formed  into  a  little  fortress,  as  it  were,  which 
enclosed  the  opening  of  the  window  in  such  a  manner  as  to 
leave  a  space  open  towards  the  enemy  of  not  more  than  two 
feet  in  width.  Wilton  exerted  himself  to  move  all  these 
without  noise,  and  the  Captain  aided  him  zealously ;  while 
Laura  clung  to  Lady  Helen,  and  hid  her  eyes  upon  her  new 
friend's  bosom,  anticipating  every  moment  the  return  of  the 
other  party,  and  the  commencement  of  a  scene  of  strife  and 
bloodshed. 

It  is  to  the  proceedings  of  those  without  the  room,  however, 
that  we  must  more  particularly  direct  our  attention. 

"  In  the  name  of  Heaven,  Sir  George,"  exclaimed  both 
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Rookvrood  and  Fenwick,  as  soon  as  they  were  on  the  outside 
of  the  door — "  do  not  let  them  go,  on  any  account.  Our 
whole  plan  is  blasted,  and  ourselves  ruined  for  ever,  if  such 
a  thing  is  to  take  place !" 

"  Why,"  continued  Fenwick,  "  this  youth,  this  Wilton 
Brown,  is  secretary  to  the  Earl  of  Byerdale,  a  natural  son 
of  Lord  Sunbury,  it  is  supposed,  brought  up  fi-om  his  infancy 
in  the  most  violent  Orange  principles ;  and  he  will  think  him- 
self justified  in  breaking  his  word  with  us  the  moment  he  is 
out  of  the  house,  and  bringing  upon  us  the  troops  from  Hoo. 
He  knows  me  well  by  sight,  too ;  and  if  he  be  let  loose,  I 
shall  not  consider  my  life  worth  a  moment's  purchase." 

"  Even  if  you  could  trust  him,"  said  Rookwood,  "  there  is 
the  other,  Captain  Byerly  as  they  call  him.  Green's  great 
friend,  who  threw  the  money,  which  Lowick  oftered  him  to 
quit  Green,  in  his  face.  If  the  tidings  we  just  now  heard, 
that  the  matter  has  taken  some  wind,  be  true,  this  fellow 
Byerly  will  bring  down  the  soldiers  upon  us,  and  swear  to 
us  anywhere." 

"  But  what  am  I  to  do  ? "  demanded  Sir  George  Barkley, 
hesitating.  "  W"e  shall  have  bloodshed  and  much  noise, 
depend  ujDon  it." 

"  Leave  them  all,  locked  in,  where  they  are,"  said  Sir 
William  Parkyns — "  they  can  do  no  harm  there.  Let  us 
ourselves,  like  brave  and  determined  men,  carry  into  execu- 
tion at  once  the  resolution  we  have  formed.  Let  us  turn 
our  horses'  heads  towards  London ;  meet  at  Turnham  Green, 
as  was  proposed  ;  and  while  people  are  seeking  for  us  here 
in  vain,  the  usurjjer's  life  will  be  brought  to  an  end,  and  his 
unsteady  government  overthrown  for  ever.  Everything  in 
the  country  will  be  in  confusion  ;  our  friends  will  be  rising 
in  all  quarters; — the  Duke  of  Berwick,  I  know,  was  at  Calais 
yesterday  ; — the  army  can  land  in  two  days ;  and  the  ad- 
vantages of  our  situation  will  all  be  secured  by  one  prompt 
and  decided  blow.  I  say,  leave  them  whei^e  they  are. 
Before  they  can  make  their  escape,  the  whole  thing  will  be 
over,  and  we  shall  be  safe." 

"  Nonsense,  Sir  William,"  cried  Fenwick,  "  nonsense,  I 
say.  Here  is  Plessis,  has  evidently  played  into  their  hands ; 
the  man  we  put  to  guard  the  girl  has  been  bribed  off  his 
post ;  the  window  itself  is  not  so  high  but  that  an  active  man 
might  easily  drop  from  it,  if  he  could  see  clearly  where  to 
light  below ;  ere  noon,  to-morrow,  the  tidings  of  our  assem- 
blies would  reach  Kensington.  William  of  Orange  would 
not  stir  out,  and  the  whole  plan  would  be  fi'ustrated.     We 
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should  be  hunted  down  througli  the  country  like  wild  beasts, 
and  you  would  be  one  of  the  first  to  repent  the  advice  you 
have  given." 

"  But  my  good  friend,  Fenwick,"  said  Sir  George  Barkley, 
"  all  this  is  very  well.  But  still  you  do  not  say  what  is  to 
be  done.  Every  one  objects  to  the  plan  which  is  proposed 
by  another,  and  yet  no  one  proposes  anything  that  is  not 
full  of  dangers." 

"  For  my  part,"  said  Chamock,  who  had  hitherto  scarcely 
spoken  at  all — "  for  my  part,  if  you  were  to  ask  my  opinion, 
I  should  say.  Let  us  walk  in — we  are  here  eleven  or  twelve 
in  all ;  twelve,  I  think — and  just  quietly  make  a  circle  round, 
and  give  them  a  pistol-shot  or  two.  If  people  loill  come 
prying  into  other  persons'  affairs,  and  meddling  with  things 
they  have  no  business  to  concern  themselves  about,  they 
must  take  the  consequences." 

"  Not  in  cold  blood !  not  in  cold  blood ! "  exclaimed 
Rookwood. 

"  And  the  women  ! "  said  Su*  John  Fenwick,  "  Remember 
the  women ! " 

"  I  hope  William  of  Orange  won't  have  a  woman  with  him 
to-morrow,"  said  Charnock,  coolly,  "  or  if  he  has,  that  she'll 
not  be  upon  my  side  of  the  carriage ;  I  would  never  let  a 
woman  stand  in  the  way  when  a  great  deed  was  to  be 
done." 

"  Well,  for  my  part,"  said  Fenwick,  "  1  agree  with  Sir 
William  Parkyns,  that  no  time  is  to  be  lost  in  the  execution 
of  this  business ;  but  I  agree  also  with  Captain  Rookwood, 
that  it  would  be  horrible  to  cut  these  men's  tkroats  in  cold 
blood.  What  I  propose  is  this,  that  we  at  once  demand  that 
they  lay  down  their  anns,  and  that,  pledging  oirr  word  of 
honour  no  evil  shall  happen  to  them,  we  march  them  down 
one  by  one  to  the  boat,  and  ship  them  off  for  France.  It 
will  be  an  affair  of  three  hours  to  get  them  embarked ;  but 
that  will  be  time  well  bestowed.  We  can  then  proceed  to 
the  execution  of  our  scheme  at  once,  and  in  far  greater  safety. 
If  they  make  any  resistance,  the  consequence  be  upon  their 
own  head." 

"  But,"  said  Sir  George  Barkley,  "  depend  upon  it  they 
will  not  go.  There  is  a  determination  in  that  young  fellow's 
look  which  is  not  to  be  mistaken.  He  will  submit  to  no 
power  but  that  of  the  law." 

"  Well,  then,"  said  Sir  John  Fenwick,  "  frighten  him  with 
the  law!  Declare  that  you  will  take  them  all  before  a 
magistrate,  to  give  an  account  of  the  blood  that  has  been 
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shed  here.  There  is  blood  on  his  collai-,  and  his  face  too, 
for  I  saw  it ;  and  the  whole  stairs  is  spotted  with  blood. 
Tell  them  that  both  the  men  must  surrender  and  go  before  a 
magistrate.  The  ladies,  you  can  say,  may  go  where  they 
like,  and  do  what  they  like,  but  the  men  must  surrender. 
Let  half  of  us  go  down  with  the  men,  and  lead  or  force  them 
to  the  ship,  while  the  rest  bring  down  the  two  women  a  few 
minutes  after." 

"  That  is  not  a  bad  plan  at  all,  Fenwick,"  said  Sir  George 
Barkley.  "  Let  us  see  what  can  be  done  by  it.  We  can 
but  come  to  blows  at  last." 

While  the  latter  part  of  this  conversation  had  been  going 
on  between  Fenwick  and  Barkley,  the  Jacobite  called  Char- 
nock  and  a  dull-looking  man  not  unlike  himself,  but  only 
shorter  and  more  broadly  made,  had  been  speaking  together 
in  a  low  voice  behind.  At  first  their  conversation  was 
carried  on  in  a  whisper;  but  at  length  the  man  said  some- 
what louder,  "  Oh,  I'll  do  it  \  That's  the  only  way  to  settle 
it.  You  take  the  one,  and  I'll  take  the  other.  We  don't 
readily  miss  our  mark  either  of  us." 

"  Let  Sir  George  begin  his  story,"  replied  Charnock. 
"  There  must  be  some  talk  at  first,  you  know.  Then  get 
quietly  up  behind  our  timid  friends  here,  and  when  I  give 
a  nod,  we  will  both  fire  at  once." 

"  I  understand,"  answered  the  other.  "  You  had  better 
see  that  your  pistols  are  primed,  Charnock,  and  that  the 
balls  are  not  out,  for  you  rode  at  a  rate  down  that  hill  which 
would  shake  almost  any  ball  into  the  holster." 

"  I  looked  just  now,"  said  Charnock — "  it's  all  right. 
Let  us  keep  pretty  near  Sir  George;"  and  turning  round, 
he  came  nearer  to  Sir  George  Barkley,  who  was  just  finishing 
his  conversation  with  Fenwick,  as  we  have  described. 

W^hile  holding  this  long  consultation,  the  insurgents  had 
not  been  many  jjaces  fi'om  the  door,  and  they  now  turned 
and  re-entered  the  room.  The  state  of  defence  in  which 
Wilton  and  his  companion  had  placed  themselves  showed  a 
degree  of  determination  that  seemed  to  surprise  and  puzzle 
them  a  good  deal ;  for  Sir  George  Barkley  again  paused,  and 
spoke  to  Sir  John  Fenwick,  who  was  close  behind  him. 

"  The  more  reason  for  doing  as  we  ])ropose,"  replied  Sir 
John  to  his  friend's  observation.  "  They  will  not  resist 
going  before  a  magistrate — at  least,  Wilton  Brown  will  not, 
and  we  can  easily  manage  the  other." 

Sir  George  Barkley  then  advanced  another  step,  saying  to 
Wilton,  who,  notwithstanding  the  barrier  he  had  raised,  was 
still  quite  visible  as  far  as  the  waist,  "  We  have  consulted, 


THE  king's  highway.  229 

sii',  on  what  it  is  necessary  to  do  with  you,  and  if  your  own 
account  of  yourselves  be  true,  you  wdll  readily  acquiesce 
in  our  determination.  If  you  resist  it,  you  show  that  you 
know  yourselves  to  be  guilty  of  some  crime,  and  we  must 
deal  with  you  accordingly." 

"Pray,  sir,  what  is  your  determination?"  asked  Wilton. 
"  For  my  part,  I  require  free  permission  to  quit  this  place 
with  this  gentleman  and  Lady  Laura  Gaveston;  and 
nothing  shall  prevent  me  from  so  doing  at  the  risk  of  my 
life." 

"  You  shall  do  so,  sir,"  replied  Sir  George  Barkley,  "  but 
you  shall  go  before  a  magistrate  in  the  first  instance.  Here 
are  evident  marks  of  violence  having  been  committed  upon 
the  person  of  some  one ;  the  staircase,  the  vestibule,  the 
corridors,  are  covered  wuth  blood ;  your  coat,  your  collar, 
your  face,  are  also  bloody;  and  we  feel  ourselves  bound, 
before  we  let  you  depart,  to  have  this  matter  strictly  inquired 
into." 

"  Oh,  go  before  a  magistrate  at  once,"  said  Laura,  in  a  low 
voice :  "  we  have  nothing  to  fear  from  that,  and  they  have 
everything." 

"  Showing  clearly  that  it  is  a  pretence,  dear  lady,"  replied 
Wilton,  in  the  same  low  tone.  "  Keep  behind  the  barricade. 
I  see  one  of  those  men  creeping  up  from  the  door  with  a 
pistol  in  his  hand. — Sir,"  he  continued,  addressing  Sir 
George  Barkley,  "  in  those  circumstances,  the  best  plan  for 
you  to  pursue  will  be  to  bring  a  magistrate  here.  I  neither 
know  who  you  are,  nor  Avhat  are  your  views;  but  I  find  this 
young  lady,  who  has  been  carried  off  from  her  father's  house, 
illegally  brought  hither,  and  detained.  I  know  the  house  to 
be  a  suspected  one  ;  and  although,  as  I  have  before  said,  I 
neither  know  who  you  are,  nor  what  are  your  views,  and  do 
not  by  any  means  wish  to  know,  yet  the  circumstances  in 
which  I  find  you  are  sufficiently  doubtful  to  justify  me  in  re- 
fusing to  quit  this  spot,  and  place  myself  in  yom*  hands,  un- 
less every  man  present  gives  me  his  word  of  honour  as  a 
gentleman  that  I  shall  go  free  whithersoever  I  will.  If, 
therefore,  you  think  a  magistrate  requisite  to  inquire  into 
this  business,  send  for  one.  I  think,  however,  that  you 
would  do  much  better  to  plight  me  your  word  at  once,  and 
let  me  go.  I  know  no  one  but  Sir  John  Fenwick  here: 
therefore  I  can  betray  no  one  but  him ;  and  to  Sir  John 
Fenwick  I  pledge  my  word  that  I  will  not  mention  him." 

It  was  evident  that  Sir  John  Fenwick  put  no  trust  in  such 
assurances,  and  he  was  seen  speaking  vehemently  with  Sir 
George  Barkley.     At  the  same  moment,  however,  a  low  con- 
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versation  was  carried  on  in  a  slow  and  careless  sort  of  man- 
ner by  Charnock  and  the  other,  who  were  just  behind. 

"  I  can't  get  a  shot  at  the  Captain,"  said  Charnock,  calmly. 
"  His  head  is  covered  by  that  table  they've  set  on  end. — 
Stop  a  bit,  stop  a  bit ! " 

"  Better  let  me  settle  this  young  fellow  first,"  said  the 
other,  "  and  then  the  stupid  fools  will  be  obliged  to  make  a 
rush  upon  the  Captain.  When  once  blood  is  drawn,  they 
must  go  on,  you  know." 

"Very  well,"  replied  Charnock,  "I  don't  care" — and 
there  was  the  sudden  click  of  a  pistol-lock  heard  behind. 

"  His  eye  is  upon  you,"  said  Charnock.  "  Make  haste  ! 
He  is  cocking  his  pistol !" 

The  man  instantly  raised  the  weapon  that  was  in  his  hand, 
and  was  in  the  very  act  of  firing  over  the  shoulder  of  Sir 
George  Barkley,  when  his  arm  was  suddenly  knocked  up  by 
a  blow  from  behind,  and  the  ball  passed  through  the  window, 
a  yard  and  a  half  above  Wilton's  head. 

Wilton  instantly  dropped  the  muzzle  of  his  pistol,  without 
returning  the  shot.  But  there  was  a  cause  for  his  so  doing, 
which  none  of  the  conspirators  themselves,  who  were  all 
eagerly  looking  towards  the  spot  where  he  stood,  had  yet 
perceived. 

While  Charnock  and  the  other  had  been  speaking,  a 
young  gentleman  had  suddenly  entered  the  room,  and  push- 
ing rapidly  forward  through  the  group  in  the  doorway,  he 
had  advanced  to  the  front  and  knocked  up  the  hand  of  the 
assassin  just  as  he  was  in  the  very  act  of  firing.  The  new 
comer  was  dressed  in  dark-coloured  clothes,  and  more  in  the 
French  than  in  the  English  costume  of  that  day,  with  a 
curious  sort  of  cravat  of  red  silk  tied  in  a  bow  beneath  the 
chin.  He  wore  his  hat,  which  was  trimmed  with  feathers, 
and  a  large  red  bow  of  ribands,  and  in  his  hand  he  bore 
nothing  but  a  small  cane  with  an  amber  head,  while  his 
person  dis]>layed  no  arms  whatever,  except  a  small  riding 
sword,  which  every  gentleman  wore  in  that  day. 

His  figure  was  tall  and  commanding ;  his  countenance 
open,  noble,  but  somewhat  stern ;  and  there  was  to  be  re- 
marked therein  the  peculiar  expression  which  the  pictures  of 
Vandyke  have  handed  down  to  us  in  the  portraits  of  Charles  I. 
It  was  a  melancholy  expression ;  but  in  Charles  that  melan- 
choly seemed  somewhat  mingled  with  weakness  ;  while  on 
the  stern  l)row  and  tightly-compressed  lips  of  the  young 
stranger,  might  be  read,  by  the  physiognomist,  vigour  and 
deteniiination  almost  approaching  to  obstinacy. 

The  same,  perhaps,  might  have  been  said  of  him  which 
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was  said  by  the  Roman  sculptor  when  he  beheld  the  picture 
of  Charles,  "  That  man  will  not  die  a  natural  death  ;"  and  in 
this  instance,  also,  the  prophecy  would  have  been  correct. 
But  there  was  something  that  might  have  spoken,  too,  of 
death  upon  the  battle-field,  or  in  the  deadly  breach,  or  in 
some  enterprise  where  daring  courage  needed  to  be  sup- 
ported by  unshrinking  pertinacity  and  resolution. 

The  sound  of  the  pistol-shot  fixed  all  eyes,  for  an  instant, 
upon  that  particular  point  in  the  room  towards  which  it  had 
been  fired ;  but  the  moment  that  the  conspirators  beheld  the 
person  who  now  stood  amongst  them,  they  instantly  drew 
back  in  a  circle.  Every  sword  was  thrust  into  its  sheath, 
every  hat  was  taken  off,  while,  with  a  flashing  eye  and 
frowning  brow,  the  young  stranger  turned  to  Sir  George 
Barkley,  exclaiming,  "  What  is  all  this,  sir .?  What  is  this, 
gentlemen  ?     Are  ye  madmen  ?  or  fools?  or  villains  ?" 

"  Those  are  hard  words,  your  grace,"  replied  Sir  George 
Barkley,  "  and  hard  to  stomach." 

"  Not  more  than  those  persons  deserve,  sir,"  replied  the 
stranger,  "  who  betray  the  confidence  of  their  King,  when 
they  know  that  he  is  powerless  to  punish  them." 

"  We  are  serving  our  King,  my  lord  duke,"  replied  Sir 
John  Fenwick,  "  and  not  betraying  his  confidence.  Are  we 
not  here  in  arms,  my  Lord  of  Berwick,  perilling  our  lives, 
prepared  for  any  enterprise,  and  all  on  the  King's  behalf?" 

"  I  say  again,  sir,"  replied  the  Duke  of  Berwick,  "  that 
those  who  abuse  the  trust  reposed  in  them,  so  as  to  ruin 
their  monarch's  honour,  his  character,  and  his  reputation, 
are  tenfold  greater  traitors  than  those  who  have  stripped  him 
of  his  crown.  There  is  but  one  excuse  for  your  conduct, 
that  you  liave  acted  with  mistaken  zeal  rather  than  criminal 
intent.  But  you  have  aggravated  the  guilt  of  your  plans  by 
concealing  them  till  the  last  moment,  not  only  fi-om  your 
King,  but  fi'om  your  Commander-in-chief.  All  here  who 
hold  commissions,  or  at  least  all  but  one  or  two,  hold  them 
under  my  hand  as  generalissimo  of  my  father's  forces.  Those 
commissions  authorize  you  to  raise  men  for  the  service  of 
your  lawful  sovereign,  and  to  kill  or  take  prisoner  his 
enemies  arrayed  in  arms  against  you,  but  to  assassinate  no 
man  ;  and  I  feel  heartily  ashamed  that  any  person  leagued 
in  this  gi'eat  cause  with  me,  should  not  be  able  to  distinguish 
between  war  and  murder.  However,  on  these  subjects  let 
us  speak  no  more  at  present,  for  there  are  matters  even  more 
important  to  be  thought  of.  I  heard  of  this  but  yesterday 
morning,  and  at  the  imminent  peril  of  my  life  have  come  to 
England  to  stop  such  deeds.     I  sought  you  in  London,  Sir 
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George  Barkley,  and  have  followed  you  hither ;  and  from 
what  I  have  heard,  I  have  to  tell  you  that  jour  coming  to 
England  has  been  discovered,  and  that  for  the  last  four  or 
five  days  a  warrant  has  been  out  against  you,  without  your 
knowing  it.  This  I  learned,  beyond  all  doubt,  from  my  Lady 
]\Iiddleton.  There  is  reason,  also,  to  believe  that  your  whole 
designs  are  known,  sirs,  though  it  would  seem  all  your  names 
have  not  yet  been  obtained.  My  advice,  therefore,  is,  that 
you  instandy  disperse  to  different  parts  of  the  coimtrj^  or 
effect  your  escape  to  France.  For  you.  Sir  George,  there  is 
no  chance  but  to  retire  to  France  at  once,  as  the  warrant  is 
out." 

"  It  most  fortunately  happens,"  said  Sir  George  Barkley, 
"  that  a  ship  is  on  the  point  of  sailing,  and  lies  in  the  river 
here,  under  Dutch  colours.  Your  grace  will,  of  coiuse,  go 
back  in  her  ?" 

"  No,  sir,"  replied  the  Duke — "  I  shall  go  as  I  came,  in 
an  open  boat.  But  you  have  no  time  to  lose,  for  I  know 
that  suspicion  is  attached  to  this  spot.  In  the  first  place, 
however,  tell  me,  what  you  have  here.  What  new  outi'age 
is  this  that  I  have  just  seen  attempted.''  If  I  had  not  entered 
at  the  very  moment,  cold  and  cowardly  bloodshed  would 
have  taken  place  five  minutes  ago." 

The  Duke's  eyes  were  fixed  upon  Wilton  as  he  spoke  ; 
and  that  gentleman,  now  seeing  and  understanding  whom 
he  had  to  deal  with,  put  back  the  pistol  into  his  belt,  and 
advanced,  saying, — 

"  My  lord,  it  is  probable  I  owe  my  life  to  your  inter- 
position ;  and  to  you  the  circumstances  in  which  I  am  placed 
will  be  explained  in  a  moment.  In  your  honour  and  in- 
tegrity, I  have  confidence;  but  the  murderous  purpose  which 
you  have  just  disappointed  shows  how  well  I  was  justified  in 
doubting  the  intentions  of  the  men  by  whom  I  was  but  now 
surrounded." 

"  Had  you  given  them  no  offence,  sir  ?"  demanded  the 
Duke  of  Berwick.  "  I  can  scarcely  suppose  that  so  dark  and 
sanguinary  an  act  woidd  have  been  attempted  had  you  not 
given  some  cause.  I  saw  the  pistol  levelled  over  Sir  George 
Barkley's  shoulder,  while  he  seemed  speaking  to  you.  That 
I  considered  a  most  unfair  act,  and  stopped  it.  But  you 
must  surely  have  done  something  to  provoke  such  deeds. — 
Good  heavens  !  the  Lady  Helen  Oswald !"  he  continued,  as 
the  elder  lady  advanced,  with  Laura  clinging  to  her. 
"  Madam,  I  fully  thought  you  were  at  St.  Germain. — Can 
you  tell  us  anything  of  this  strange  affair }" 

"  But  too  much,    my    lord,"    replied  the  lady,  speaking 
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eagerly,  "  but  too  much  for  the  honour  of  these  men,  who 
have  thought  fit  to  violate  every  principle  of  justice  and 
humanity.  This  young  lady  beside  me  has  been  dragged 
from  her  father's  house  by  the  orders  of  some  of  these  gen- 
tlemen here  present,  beyond  all  doubt.  This  young  gentle- 
man has  traced  her  hither,  legally  authorized  to  carry  her 
back  to  her  father;  and  although  he  plighted  his  honour, 
and  I  pledged  my  word  for  him,  that  he  would  do  nothing 
and  say  nothing  to  compromise  any  of  the  persons  here 
present,  they  not  only  refused  to  let  him  depart,  but  have,  as 
you  saw  yourself,  most  treacherously  attempted  to  <ake  his 
life  while  they  were  affecting  to  parley  with  him." 

"  Madam,"  said  the  Duke  of  Berwick,  in  a  sorrowful  tone, 
"  I  am  deeply  grieved  and  pained  b}^  all  that  has  occurred. 
I  confess  I  never  felt  despondency  till  I  discovered  that 
persons,  pretending  to  be  my  father's  friends,  have  made  his 
cause  the  pretext  for  committing  crimes  and  acts  like  these. 
I  have  already  heard  this  young  lady's  story.  All  London 
is  ringing  with  it ;  and  the  Earl  of  Aylesbury  gave  me  this 
morning,  what  is  probably  the  real  explanation  of  the  whole 
business.  We  will  not  enter  upon  it  now,  for  there  is  no 
time  to  be  spared.  I  feel  and  know — and  I  say  it  with  bitter 
regret — that  the  deeds  which  these  gentlemen  have  done, 
and  the  schemes  which  they  have  formed,  will  do  more  to 
injure  the  cause  of  their  legitimate  sovereign  than  the  loss 
of  twenty  pitched  battles.  Sir  George  Barkley,  I  beg  you 
would  make  no  reply.  Provide  for  your  safety,  sir.  Your 
long  services  and  sufferings  are  sufficient  to  make  some 
atonement ;  and  I  will  take  care  to  conceal  from  the  ears  of 
the  King,  as  far  as  possible,  how  you  have  misused  his 
authority.  Sir  John  Fenwick  and  the  rest  of  you  gentlemen 
must  act  as  you  think  fit  in  regard  to  remaining  in  England, 
or  going  to  the  Continent.  But  I  am  inclined  to  recommend 
to  you  the  latter,  as  the  safest  expedient.  You  will  leave  me 
to  deal  with  this  gentleman  and  his  friends;  for  I  need  not 
tell  you  that  I  shall  suffer  no  farther  injury  or  insult  to  be 
offered  to  them.  As  to  the  personage  who  actually  fired  the 
pistol,  I  have  merely  to  tell  him,  that  should  I  ever  meet 
with  him  in  circumstances  where  I  have  the  power  to  act,  I 
will  undoubtedly  punish  him  for  his  conduct  this  night." 

The  conspirators  whispered  for  a  moment  amongst  them- 
selves ;  and  at  length  Sir  William  Parkyns  took  a  step  for- 
ward, saying,  "  Are  we  to  understand  your  grace  that  you 
will  give  us  no  assistance  from  the  French  forces  under  your 
command  ?" 

"  You  are  so   to  understand  me,"  replied   the  Duke   of 
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Berwick,  sternly :  "  I  will  not,  sir,  allude  distinctly  to  the 
schemes  that  you  have  formed.  But  you  are  all  well  aware 
of  them ;  and  I  tell  you  that  I  will  give  no  aid,  support,  or 
countenance  whatsoever,  either  to  such  schemes  or  to  the 
men  who  have  formed  them.  At  the  same  time,  let  me  say, 
that  had  there  been — instead  of  such  schemes — a  general 
rising  against  the  usurper — ay,  or  even  a  partial  rising — 
nay,  had  I  found  twenty  gentlemen  in  arras  who  needed  my 
help  in  the  straightforward,  honest,  upright  intent  of  re-seating 
their  sovereign  on  his  lawful  throne,  I  would  not  have  hesi- 
tated for  a  moment  to  land  the  troops  under  my  command, 
and  to  have  made  a  last  determined  stand  for  honour  and  my 
father's  rights.  As  it  is,  gentlemen,  I  have  nothing  farther 
to  say,  but  take  care  of  yourselves.  I  shall  remain  here 
for  a  coujdIc  of  hours,  and  then  return  with  all  speed  to 
France." 

"  But  does  not  your  grace  run  a  great  risk,"  said  Sir 
George  Barkley,  "  in  remaining  so  long  r" 

"  I  fear  no  risk,  sir,"  said  the  Duke  of  Berwick,  "  in  a 
righteous  cause  ;  and  I  do  not  wish  that  any  man  should  say 
I  was  amongst  the  first  to  fly  after  I  had  warned  others.  You 
have  all  time,  gentlemen,  if  you  make  use  of  it  wisely.  Some, 
I  see,  are  taking  advantage  of  my  caution  already.  Sir  George, 
you  had  better  not  be  left  behind  in  the  race.  You  say  there 
is  a  ship  in  the  river — get  to  her,  and  be  gone  with  all  speed." 

"  But  the  captain  will  not  sail  without  the  Lady  Helen," 
said  the  conspirator,  with  some  hesitation:  "she,  it  seems, 
has  hired  the  vessel,  and  he  refused  this  morning  to  go  with- 
out her." 

"  That  shall  be  no  impediment,"  said  the  lady.  "  You 
may  tell  the  captain  that  I  set  him  free  from  his  engagement, 
and  I  will  give  an  order  to  his  gi*ace  that  the  money  may  be 
paid  which  is  the  man's  due.  I  told  you  before.  Miss  Villars 
had  met  with  a  severe  accident,  and  I  can  neither  quit  her  in 
such  circumstances,  nor  go  till  she  has  recovered." 

"  Will  you  be  kind  enough,  madam,"  replied  Sir  George, 
who  always  had  thoughts  for  his  own  safety,  "  to  write  what 
you  have  said  in  these  tablets  ?     Here  is  a  pencil." 

The  lady  took  the  tablets  and  wrote  ;  and  while  she  did  so, 
two  or  three  more  of  the  conspirators  dropped  quietly  out  of 
the  room.  The  Duke  of  Berwick  at  the  same  time  advanced, 
and  said  a  few  kindly  words  to  Lady  Laura,  and  spoke  for 
a  moment  to  Wilton,  with  a  familiar  smile,  in  regard  to  the 
risk  he  had  run. 

"  To  tell  the  truth,"  he  said,  "  I  was  almost  afraid  that  I 
sliould  myself  meet  with  a  shot  between  you;  for  I  saw  you 
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had  your  pistol  cocked  in  your  hand,  and  expected  that  the 
next  fire  would  have  been  upon  your  side." 

"  I  saw  you  knock  his  arm  up,  sir,"  replied  Wilton ;  "  and 
though  I  Avas  not  aware  of  the  name  of  the  person  who 
entered,  I  was  not  a  little  rejoiced  to  see,  at  least,  one  man 
of  honour  amongst  them." 

"  Alas !  sir,"  replied  the  Duke,  in  a  lower  tone,  "  they  are 
all,  more  or  less,  men  of  honovir;  but  you  must  remember 
that  there  is  a  fanaticism  in  politics  as  well  as  in  religion, 
and  men  will  think  that  a  great  end  will  justify  any  interme- 
diate means.  An  oak,  planted  in  the  sand,  sir,  is  as  soon 
blown  down  as  any  other  tree ;  and  it  is  not  every  heart  that 
is  firm  and  strong  enough  constantly  to  support  the  honour 
that  is  originally  implanted  in  it  against  the  furious  blasts 
of  passion,  interest,  or  ambition.  You  must  remember,  too, 
that  those  who  are  called  Jacobites  in  this  country  have  been 
hunted  somewhat  like  wolves  and  wild  beasts ;  and  nothing 
drives  zeal  into  fanaticism  so  soon  as  persecution." 

"  My  lord,  I  am  now  ready  to  depart,"  said  Sir  George 
Barkley,  approaching,  "  and  doubt  not  to  be  able  to  make 
my  views  and  motives  good  to  my  royal  master." 

''  There  is  none,  sir,  who  will  abhor  your  views  so  much," 
replied  the  Duke  of  Berwick,  proudly,  "  though  he  may 
applaud  your  motives.  But  you  linger,  Sir  George.  Can  I 
do  anything  for  you,  or  for  those  other  gentlemen  by  the 
door?" 

"  Nothing,  your  grace,"  replied  Sir  George  Barkley; 
"  but  we  would  fain  see  you  provide  for  your  own  safety." 

•'  Oh,  no  fear,  no  fear,"  replied  the  Duke.  "  Gentlemen, 
good  night.  I  trust  to  hear,  when  in  another  land,  that  this 
bad  affair  has  ended  without  evil  consequences  to  yourselves. 
To  the  cause  of  your  sovereign  it  may  be  a  gi-eat  detriment ; 
but  I  pray  God  that  no  whisper  of  the  matter  may  get  abroad 
so  as  to  affect  his  honour  or  bring  suspicion  on  his  name. 
Once  more,  good  night !" 

Sir  George  Barkley  bowed  his  head,  and  followed  by  three 
others,  who  had  still  lingered,  quitted  the  room.'' 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

There  came  a  pause  after  the  conspirators  were  gone,  and 
the  Duke  of  Berwick  gazed  down  upon  the  floor  for  a  mo- 
ment or  two,  as  if  thinking  of  what  was  next  to  be  done. 
"  I  shall  be  obliged  to  stop,"  he  said  at  length,  "  for  an 
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hour  or  so,  till  my  horses  can  feed,  for  they  want  refreshment 
sadly.  To  say  the  truth,  I  want  some  myself,  if  I  can  obtain 
it.  I  must  go  down  to  the  stable,  and  see ;  for  though  that  is 
not  exactly  the  place  to  procure  food  for  a  man,  yet,  in  all 
probability,  I  shall  get  it  nowhere  else.  I  found  the  good 
master  of  the  house,  indeed,  who  is  an  old  acquaintance  of 
mine,  hid  in  the  farthest  nook  of  his  own  stable,  terrified  out 
of  his  life,  and  assuring  me  that  there  would  certainly  be 
bloodshed  up  stairs." 

"  I  will  go  down  and  look  for  him,  your  grace,"  replied 
Captain  Byerly,  coming  more  forward  than  he  had  hitherto 
done.  "  You  will  find  no  lack  of  provisions,  depend  upon  it, 
in  Monsieur  Plessis's  house." 

"  One  moment,  sir,"  said  the  Duke,  stopping  him  as  he 
Avas  going:  "  have  I  not  seen  your  face  before.?" 

"  Long  ago,  sir,  long  ago,"  replied  the  Captain.  "  I  had 
the  honour  of  commanding  a  troop,  sir,  in  your  regiment, 
during  all  that  sad  business  in  Ireland  —  Byerly  is  my 
name.'" 

"  I  remember  you  well,  sir,"  said  the  Duke,  "  and  your 
good  services.  Should  we  meet  in  France,  I  may  be  able  to 
repay  them — especially  if  your  views  are  still  of  a  military 
kind." 

Byerly  bowed  his  head,  without  reply,  but  looked  much 
gratified;  and  while  he  proceeded  to  look  for  Plessis,  the 
Duke  once  more  turned  to  the  Lady  Helen. 

"  I  am  sorry,"  he  said,  "  to  hear,  from  your  account, 
madam,  that  an  accident  has  happened  to  Miss  Villars.  I 
have  been  so  long  absent  from  St.  Germain  myself,  that  it  is 
not  very  long  since  I  heard  of  her  father's  death.  May  I  in- 
quire if  she  is  seriously  hurt?  for  1  should  apprehend  that, 
after  what  has  occurred,  persons  holding  our  opinions  would 
run  considerable  risks  in  this  country,  and  be  subjected  to  a 
persecution  even  more  severe  than  heretofore." 

The  Lady  Helen  replied  simply  that  her  young  fi-iend  was 
seriously  hurt,  and  could  not  be  removed;  but  she  avoided 
carefully  all  reference  to  the  nature  of  the  injury  she  had 
received.  The  Duke  then  turned  the  conversation  to  indif- 
ferent subjects,  spoke  cheerfully  and  gaily  with  Lady  Laura 
and  Wilton,  and  showed  that  calm  sort  of  equanimity  in  cir- 
cumstances of  danger  and  difficulty  which  is  partly  a  gift  of 
nature,  and  partly  an  acquisition  wrung  from  many  perils 
iuul  evils  endured.  Ere  long,  Byerly  returned  with  Plessis, 
and  f(jod  and  wine  were  speedily  procured.  The  tables  were 
set  in  order,  and  the  Duke  remained  for  about  a  quarter  of 
an  hour  refreshing  himself;  while  Wilton  and  the  two  ladies 
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continued  to  converse  with  liini,  delaying  their  departure  at 
his  request,  lest  any  of  the  more  unscrupulous  conspirators 
should  still  be  lingering  in  the  neighbourhood. 

Plessis,  however,  was  evidently  uneasy;  and  he  did  not 
scruple  at  length  to  express  his  fear,  that  amongst  all  the 
events  of  that  night,  something  might  have  happened  to  call 
the  attention  of  the  world  at  large  upon  what  was  going  on 
in  his  dwelling. 

Wilton's  apprehensions,  in  regard  to  the  Duke,  were  some- 
what of  the  same  nature;  for  he  remembered  that  Arden,  the 
Messenger,  whom  he  now  knew  to  be  a  thorough  coward, 
had  fled  at  the  beginning  of  the  whole  business,  and  would 
most  likely  return  accompanied  by  as  large  a  force  as  he 
could  raise  in  the  neighbourhood. 

These  fears  he  failed  not  to  communicate  to  the  Duke  of 
Berwick;  but  that  nobleman  looked  up  with  a  gay  smile, 
replying,  "  My  good  sir,  my  horse  can  go  no  farther.  I  rode 
one  to  death  yesterday,  and  this  one,  which  I  bought  in 
London,  is  already  knocked  up :  if  I  must  be  caught  like  a 
rat  in  a  rat-trap,  as  well  here  as  anywhere." 

"  But  will  it  not  be  better,"  said  Wilton,  "  to  accompany 
me  and  the  Lady  Laura  to  High  Halstow,  where  you  can 
instantly  procure  a  horse  ?  We  must  proceed  thither  on  foot. 
I  suppose  you  are  not  likely  to  be  known  in  tliis  part  of  the 
country,  and  my  being  with  you  may  shield  you  from  some 
danger." 

"  By  no  means  a  bad  plan,"  said  the  Duke,  starting  up — 
"  let  us  go  at  once  1  When  anything  feasible  is  proposed, 
we  should  lose  no  time  in  executing  it." 

Wilton  was  ready  to  depart,  and  Lady  Laura  was  eager  to 
do  so.  Every  moment,  indeed,  of  their  stay  made  her  feel 
fresh  apprehensions  lest  that  night  should  not  be  destined  to 
close  without  some  more  painful  event  still,  than  those  which 
she  had  already  witnessed. 

She  turned,  however,  to  the  Lady  Helen  before  she  went, 
and  with  the  peculiar  sort  of  quiet  gi-ace  which  distinguished 
her,  approached  her  gently  and  kissed  her  cheek,  saying,  "  I 
can  never  thank  you  suflSciently,  dear  lady,  for  the  kindness 
you  have  shown  me,  or  the  deliverance  which  I  owe,  in  the 
first  place,  to  you;  and  I  thank  you  for  the  kindness  you  have 
shown  me  here,  as  much  as  for  my  deliverance :  for  if  it  had 
not  been  for  the  comfort  it  gave  me,  I  do  believe  I  should 
have  sunk  under  the  sorrow,  and  agitation,  and  terror,  which 
I  felt  when  I  was  first  brought  hither,  I  hope  and  believe, 
however,  that  I  do  not  leave  you  here  never  to  see  you 
again." 
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Lady  Helen  smiled,  and  laid  her  hand  gently  upon  Wilton's 
arm. 

'•  There  is  a  link  between  him  and  me,  lady,"  she  said, 
"  -which  can  never  be  broken ;  and  I  shall  often,  I  hope,  hear 
of  your  welfare  fi'om  him,  for  I  trust  that  you  will  see  him  not 
infrequently." 

Lady  Laura  blushed  slightly,  but  she  was  not  one  to  suffer 
any  fine  or  noble  feeling  of  the  heart  to  be  checked  by  such 
a  thing  as  false  shame. 

"  I  trust  I  shall,"  she  answered,  raising  her  eyes  to 
Wilton's  face — "  I  trust  I  shall  see  him  often,  very  often ; 
and  I  shall  never  see  him,  certainly,  without  feelings  of  plea- 
sure and  gratitude.  You  do  not  know  that  this  is  the  second 
time  he  has  delivered  me  from  great  danger." 

The  Duke  of  Bei*wick  smiled,  not,  indeed,  at  Lady  Laura's 
words,  but  at  the  blush  that  came  deeper  and  deeper  into  her 
cheek  as  she  spoke.  He  made  no  observation,  however,  but 
changed  the  conversation  by  addressing  W'ilton,  "  Wherever 
I  am  to  procure  a  horse  under  your  good  guidance,  my  dear 
sir,"  he  said,  "  I  must,  I  believe,  take  another  name  than  my 
own ;  for  though  Berwick  and  London  are  very  distant  places, 
yet  there  might  be  compulsory  means  found  of  bringing  them 
unpleasantly  together.  You  must  call  me,  therefore,  Captain 
Churchill,  if  you  please; — a  name,"  he  added,  with  a  sigh, 
"  which,  very  likely,  the  gentleman  who  now  fills  the  throne 
of  England  might  be  very  well  inclined  to  bestow  upon  me 
himself.  Lady  Helen,  I  wish  you  good  night,  and  take  my 
leave.  Master  Plessis,  I  leave  the  horse  with  you:  he  never 
was  worth  ten  pounds,  and  now  he's  not  worth  five ;  so  you 
may  sell  him  to  pay  for  my  entertainment." 

BoAving  to  the  very  ground  from  various  feelings  of  respect, 
French,  English,  and  Jacobite,  Plessis  took  a  candle  and 
lighted  the  Duke  doAvn  stairs,  while  Wilton  followed,  accompa- 
nied by  Laura  and  Captain  Byerly.  The  outer  door  was  then 
opened,  and  the  whole  party  issued  forth  into  the  field  which 
surrounded  the  house,  finding  themselves  suddenly  in  the  utter 
darkness  of  a  moonless,  starless,  somewhat  foggy  night. 

From  the  little  stone  esplanade,  which  we  have  mentioned, 
lay  a  winding  road  up  to  the  gate  in  the  walls,  and  along 
that  Wilton  and  his  companion  turned  their  steps,  keeping 
silence  as  they  went,  with  the  listening  ear  bent  eagerly  to 
catch  a  sound.  It  was  not,  indeed,  a  sense  of  general  ap- 
prelicnsion  only  which  made  Wilton  listen  so  attentively,  for, 
in  truth,  he  had  fancied  at  the  very  moment  when  they  were 
issuing  forth  from  the  house,  that  he  had  heard  a  low  murmm* 
as  if  of  people  talking  at  some  distance. 
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The  same  sound  had  met  the  ears  of  the  Duke  of  Berwick, 
and  had  produced  the  same  effect;  but  nothing  farther  was 
heard  till  they  reached  the  gate,  and  Wilton's  hand  was 
stretched  out  to  open  it ;  when  suddenly  a  loud  "  Who  goes 
there  ?"  was  pronounced  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  gate,  and 
half-a-dozen  men,  who  had  been  lying  in  the  inside  of  the 
wall,  surrounded  the  party  on  all  sides. 

Several  persons  now  spoke  at  once.  "  Who  goes  there  ?" 
cried  one  voice  again ;  but  at  the  same  time  another  exclaimed, 
"  Call  up  the  Messenger,  call  up  the  Messenger  from  the 
other  gate." 

These  last  words  gave  Wilton  some  satisfaction,  though 
they  were  by  no  means  pleasant  to  the  ears  of  the  Duke  of 
Berwick. 

The  former,  how^ever,  replied  to  the  challenge,  "  A  friend !" 
and  instantly  added,  "  God  save  King  William  !" 

"  God  save  King  William  !"  cried  one  of  the  voices:  "  you 
cry  that  on  compulsion,  I've  a  notion.  Pray,  who  are  you 
that  cry  '  God  save  King  William'  ?" 

"  My  name,  sir,  is  Wilton  Brown,"  replied  the  young  gen- 
tleman, "private  secretary  to  the  Earl  of  Byerdale.  Where 
is  the  Messenger  who  came  down  with  me  ?  Be  so  good  as 
to  call  him  up  immediately." 

"  Oh  !  you  are  the  young  gentleman  who  came  down  with 
the  Messenger,  are  you  ?"  said  one  of  the  others  :  "  he  was  in 
a  great  taking  lest  you  should  be  murdered." 

"  It  was  not  his  fault,"  replied  Brown,  somewhat  bitterly, 
"  that  I  was  not  murdered ;  and  if  it  had  not  been  for  Captain 
Churchill  and  this  other  gentleman,  who  came  to  my  as- 
sistance at  the  risk  of  their  lives,  I  certainly  should  have 
been  assassinated  by  the  troop  of  Jacobites  and  smugglers 
amongst  whom  I  fell." 

The  Duke  of  Berwick  coidd  not  refi-ain  from  a  low  laugh 
at  the  description  given  of  the  persons  whom  they  had  just 
seen ;  but  Wilton  spoke  loud  again,  in  order  to  cover  the 
somewhat  ill-timed  merriment  of  his  companion,  asking  of 
the  person  who  had  replied,  "  Pray,  who  are  you,  sir  ?" 

"  I  am  head  constable  of  High  Halstow,"  replied  the  man, 
"  and  I  remained  here  with  our  party,  while  Master  Arden 
and  the  rest,  with  the  soldiers  from  Hoo,  went  round  to  the 
other  gate." 

"  Why  did  not  the  cowardly  rascal  go  in  by  this  gate  him- 
self," demanded  Wilton,  "  instead  of  putting  you,  my  friend, 
at  the  post  of  danger  ?" 

"  Ay,  it  was  shabby  enough  of  him,"  replied  the  man;  "but 
I  don't  fear  anything;  not  I." 
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"  I'm  afraid,  my  good  fellows,  it  is  too  late,"  replied  Wilton. 
"  All  the  gang  have  got  off  near  an  hour  ago.  If  that  stupid 
Messenger  had  known  what  he  was  about,  this  affair  would 
have  had  a  diflerent  result;  but  he  ran  away  at  the  first  shot 
that  was  fired. — Have  you  sent  for  him  ?"  he  continued,  after 
a  moment's  pause. 

"  Oh  yes,  sir,  we've  sent  for  him,"  said  the  man,  "  though 
it's  not  much  use,  if  they  ai'e  all  gone,  sir." 

"  Oh  yes/'  replied  Wilton,  "  you  may  as  well  make  a  good 
search  amongst  the  grounds  and  in  the  hedges.  It  will  say 
something  for  your  activity,  at  all  events.  I  shall  go  on  to 
Halstow,  but  I  wish  one  or  two  of  you  would  just  show  us 
the  way,  and  when  Arden  comes  up,  tell  him  to  come  after 
me  immediately.  I  have  a  great  mind  to  put  him  under 
arrest,  and  send  him  up  to  the  Earl,  for  his  bad  conduct." 

The  tone  in  which  Wilton  spoke,  and  the  very  idea  of  his 
arresting  the  arrestor  of  all  men,  and  sending  up  the  Mes- 
senger of  State  as  a  common  prisoner  to  London,  proved  so 
impressive  with  the  personages  he  addressed,  that  they  made 
not  the  slightest  opposition  to  his  purjjose  of  proceeding, 
but  sent  one  of  their  number  to  show  him  the  way. 

Accompanied,  therefore,  by  Lady  Laura,  the  Duke  of  Ber- 
wick, and  Captain  Byerly,  Wilton  proceeded  as  fast  as  pos- 
sible up  the  lane.  When  they  had  gone  about  a  hundred 
yards,  however,  he  said,  "  Captain  Churchill,  will  you  have 
the  kindness  to  give  the  lady  your  arm  ^  I  will  follow  you 
somewhat  more  slowly,  for  I  want  to  speak  a  few  words  to 
this  fellow  Arden. — He  must  not  see  you,  if  it  can  be  avoided," 
he  added,  in  a  low  tone ;  "  and  1  think  I  hear  him  coming." 

It  was  indeed  as  Wilton  imagined.  Arden  had  come  round 
with  all  speed,  and  joined  the  head  constable  of  High  Hal- 
stow,  demanding  eagerly,  "  Where  is  Mr.  Brown  ?" 

"  He  is  gone  on,"  replied  the  constable,  "  with  the  other 
gentlemen ;  and  a  mighty  passion  he  is  in,  too,  at  you,  Mr. 
Arden.  He  vows  that  you  left  him  to  be  murdered,  and  that 
he  would  have  been  murdered  too,  if  it  had  not  been  for  that 
Captain  Churchill  that  is  with  him." 

"  Captain  Churchill !"  cried  the  Messenger  —  "  Captain 
Churchill  !  Why,  Captain  Churchill  was  sick  in  bed  yester- 
day morning,  to  my  certain  knowledge  !" 

After  a  moment's  thought,  however,  he  concluded  that  the 
person  who  chose  to  assume  that  name  might  be  Lord  Sher- 
brooke,  and  he  asked,  "  What  sort  of  a  man  was  he  .?  Was 
he  a  slight  young  gentleman,  about  my  height  .f"' 

"  Oh  bless  you,  no,"  replied  the  constable.  "  There  wasn't 
one  of  them  that  was  not  three  or  four  inches  taller  than  you." 
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"  Captain  Churchill !"  said  the  Messenger  —  "  Captain 
Churchill !"  and  he  added,  in  a  lower  voice,  "  I'll  bet  my  life 

this  is  some  d d  Jacobite,  who  has  imposed  himself  upon 

this  foolish  boy  for  Captain  Churchill.  I'll  be  after  them, 
and  see." 

Thus  saying,  he  set  off  at  full  speed  after  Wilton  and  his 
party,  and  reached  them  within  a  minute  after  that  gentleman 
had  dropped  behind. 

"  Is  that  you,  Mr.  Arden .?"  demanded  Wilton,  as  he  came 
up.     "  Stop  a  moment,  I  wish  to  speak  to  you." 

"  And  I  wish  to  go  on,  and  see  who  you've  got  there,  sir," 
said  Arden,  in  a  somewhat  saucy  tone,  at  the  same  time  en- 
deavouring to  pass  Wilton. 

"  Stop,  sir !"  cried  the  young  gentleman,  catching  him  by 
the  collar.  "  Do  you  mean  to  say,  that  you  will  now  disobey 
my  orders,  after  having  left  me  to  provide  for  my  own  security, 
with  the  dastardly  cowardice  that  you  have  displayed  ?  Did 
not  the  Earl  direct  you  to  obey  me  in  everything  ?" 

"  I  will  answer  it  all  to  the  Earl,"  replied  the  man,  in  an 
insolent  tone.  "  If  he  chooses  to  put  me  under  a  boy,  I  do 
not  choose  to  be  collared  by  one.  Let  me  go,  Mr.  BrowTi,  I 
say." 

"  I  order  you,  sir,"  said  Bro^vn,  without  loosing  his  hold, 
"  to  go  instantly  back,  and  aid  the  people  in  searching  the 
grounds  of  that  house!  — now,  let  me  see  if  you  will  dis- 
obey !" 

"  I  will  search  here  first,  though,"  said  the  man.   "  By , 

I  believe  that's  Sir  George  Barkley,  on  before  there.  He's 
known  to  be  in  England.  Let  me  go,  Mr.  Brown,  I  say,  or 
worse  will  come  of  it !"  and  he  put  his  hand  to  his  belt,  as  if 
seeking  for  a  pistol. 

Without  another  word,  Wilton  instantly  knocked  him 
down  with  one  blow  of  his  clenched  fist,  and  at  the  same 
moment  he  called  out  aloud,  "  Captain  Byerly!  and  you 
constable,  who  are  showing  the  way — come  back  here,  and 
take  this  man  into  custody,  and  bear  witness  that  he  refuses 
to  search  for  the  Jacobites  in  the  way  I  order  him.  Constable, 
I  shall  want  you  to  take  him  to  town  in  custody  this  night. 
I  will  show  vou  my  warrant  for  what  I  do  when  we  get  to  the 
inn" 

The  two  persons  whom  he  addressed  came  back  instantly 
at  his  call ;  and  when  the  Messenger  rose  —  considerably 
crest-fallen  from  Wilton's  sudden  a])])lication  to  measures 
which  he  had  not  expected — he  found  himself  collared  by 
two  strong  men,  and  led  along  unwillingly  upon  the  road  he 
had  before  been  treading. 
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"  Do  not  let  him  chatter,  Captain,"  Wilton  whispered  to 
Captain  Byerly,  as  he  passed  on ;  and  then  immediately 
walking  forward,  he  joined  the  Duke  and  the  Lady  Laura. 
Byerly,  who  understood  what  he  was  about,  kept  the  Mes- 
senger at  some  distance  behind;  but, nevertheless,  some  sharp 
words  passing  between  them  reached  Wilton's  ear  during  the 
first  quarter  of  an  hour  of  their  journey ;  then  came  a  dogged 
silence;  but  at  length  the  voice  of  Byerly  was  again  heard, 
exclaiming,  "  Mr.  Brown,  Mr.  Arden  says,  that,  if  you  will 
overlook  what  has  passed,  he  will  go  back,  and  do  as  you 
order." 

"  I  shall  certainly  not  look  over  the  business,"  replied 
Brown,  aloud,  "  unless  he  promises  not  only  to  obey  my 
orders  at  present,  but  also  to  make  a  full  apology  to  me  to- 


moiTow." 


"  He  says  he  will  do  what  you  please,  sir,"  replied  Byerly ; 
and  Wilton  turning  back,  heard  the  sullen  apologies  of  the 
Messenger. 

"  Mr.  Arden,"  he  said,  "  you  have  behaved  extremely 
ill,  well  knowing,  as  you  do  know,  that  you  were  placed  en- 
tirely under  my  orders.  However,  I  shall  pardon  your  con- 
duct both  upon  the  first  occasion,  and  in  regard  to  the  pre- 
sent business,  if  you  now  do  exactly  as  you  are  told.  By 
your  running  away  at  the  time  you  ought  to  have  come  for- 
Avard  to  assist  me,  you  have  lost  an  opportunity  of  serving  the 
state,  in  a  manner  which  does  not  occur  every  day.  In  re- 
gard to  the  gentleman  who  has  gone  on,  and  whom  you  were 
foolish  enough  to  think  Sir  George  Barkley,  I  pledge  you  my 
honour  that  such  is  not  the  case.  Sir  George  Btirkley  can- 
not be  less  than  twenty  years  older  than  he  is,  and  may  be 
thirty." 

"  He's  not  Captain  Churchill,  though,"  replied  the  man, 
doggedly. 

"  Do  not  begin  to  speak  impertinently  again,  sir!"  said 
Wilton,  in  a  sharp  tone.  "  But  go  back,  as  1  before  ordered, 
with  the  constable :  you  know  nothing  of  who  that  gentle- 
man is,  and  my  word  ought  to  be  sufficient  for  you,  when  I 
tell  you  that  he  has  this  very  night  not  only  aided  me  in  set- 
ting free  the  Lady  Laura,  but  absolutely  saved  my  life  at  the 
risk  of  his  own  from  the  very  gang  of  Jacobites  in  Avhose 
hands  you  most  negligently  left  me.  To  drop  this  subject, 
however,  I  have  one  more  caution  to  give  you,"  he  added,  in 
;i  lower  voice.  "  It  is  Lord  Sherbrooke's  wish  that  you  should 
say  not  one  syllabic  in  regard  to  his  share  in  the  events  of 
this  night." 

"Ay,  sir,  but  I  ought  to  ascertain  whether  he  be  safe  or 
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not.  I  know  he  has  his  wild  pranks  as  well  as  most  young 
men  ;  but  still  one  ought  to  know  that  he's  safe." 

"  If  my  word  for  you  is  not  sufficient  on  that  score,"  re- 
plied Wilton,  "  you  will  find  him  at  the  house  to  which  I 
directed  you  to  go.  It  is  now  clear  of  all  its  obnoxious 
tenants,  and  I  doubt  not,  Lord  Sherbrookc  will  speak  to  you 
for  a  moment,  if  you  wish  it." 

Thus  saying,  Wilton  turned  upon  his  heel,  and  walking 
quickly  onward,  soon  overtook  the  Duke  of  Bei-wick  and  Lady 
Laura.  They  were  now  not  far  from  High  Halstow,  and  the 
rest  of  the  way  was  soon  accomplished.  But  as  they  passed 
into  the  door  of  the  public-house.  Captain  Byerly,  who  came 
last,  touched  AVilton  on  the  arm,  and  whispered,  "  Do  jou 
know  that  fellow  is  following  you  ?" 

"  No,  indeed,"  answered  Wilton  :  "  what  can  be  done  ?" 

"  Go  and  speak  to  the  master  of  the  house,"  said  Byerly, 
quickly.  "  I  will  wait  here  in  the  door,  and  take  care  he  does 
not  come  in.  The  landlord  will  find  means  to  get  the  Duke 
away  by  the  back." 

"  I  dare  not  trust  him,"  replied  Wilton,  in  the  same  low 
tone.  "  I  feel  sure  he  has  betrayed  me  once  to-night  already." 

''  If  he  did,"  answered  Byerly,  hastily,  "  it  was  because  he 
thought  you  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  question.  He's  a  well- 
known  man  hereabouts,  and  you  may  trust  him  with  any 
secrets  on  that  side." 

Wilton  followed  the  Duke  of  Berwick  and  Laura  as  fast  as 
possible,  and  found  the  landlord  showing  them  into  a  small 
sanded  parlour  on  the  left  hand,  after  passing  a  door  which 
swung  to  and  fro  with  a  pulley. 

"  Come  in  here,  landlord,"  he  said,  as  he  passed;  "  come 
in,  and  shut  the  door.  Have  you  a  horse  saddled  ?"  he  con- 
tinued. 

"  I  have  one  that  can  be  saddled  in  a  minute,"  said  the 
landlord,  looking  first  at  Berwick  and  then  at  Wilton. 

"  Have  you  any  back  way,"  continued  Wilton,  "  by  Avhich 
this  gentleman  can  get  out  of  the  town  without  going  through 
the  street  ?" 

"*Ay  have  I,"  answered  the  man ;  "  through  our  stable, 
through  the  garden,  lead  the  horse  down  the  steps,  and  then 
away  to  Stroud.     There's  no  missing  the  way." 

"  Well  then,  sir,"  said  Wilton,  gras])ing  the  Duke's  hand, 
"  this  is  your  only  chance  for  safety.  That  rascally  Messen- 
ger has  followed  us  to  the  door,  and  doubtless  if  there  be  any 
magistrates  in  the  neighbourhood,  or  constables  left  in  the 
place,  we  shall  have  them  down  upon  us  in  ten  minutes." 

"  Come  with  me,  my  lord,  come  with  me  I"  cried  the  land- 

r2 
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lord,  bursting  into  energy  in  a  moment.  "  I  know  who  you 
are  well  enough.  But  they  shan't  catch  yon  here,  I  warrant 
you.  Come  into  the  stable :  there's  not  a  minute  to  be  lost ; 
for  there's  old  Sir  John  Bulrush,  and  Parson  Jeffreys,  who's  a 
magistrate  too,  drinking  away  up  at  the  rectory  till  the  people 
come  back  from  Plessis's  house."  Berwick  lingered  not ;  but 
taking  a  quick  leave  of  Lady  Laura,  and  shaking  Wilton's 
hand,  he  folloAved  the  landlord  from  the  room. 

Laura  and  Wilton  stood  silent  for  a  minute  or  two,  listen- 
ing to  ever)-  sound,  and  calculating  how  long  it  might  be 
before  the  horse  was  saddled  and  the  Duke  upon  his  way. 
Before  they  imagined  it  possible,  however,  the  landlord  re- 
turned, saying,  in  a  low  voice,  but  with  an  air  of  joyful 
triumph,  "  He  is  gone  ;  and  if  they  were  after  him  this  minute, 
the  way  through  my  garden  gives  him  the  start  by  half  a 
mile." 

"  And  now,  landlord,"  said  Wilton,  "  send  off  some  one 
on  horseback  to  get  us  a  conveyance  from  Stroud  to  cany 
this  young  lady  on  the  way  to  London.  I  suppose  such  a 
thing  is  not  to  be  procured  here." 

"  That  there  is  not,"  replied  the  landlord;  "  and  unless  I 
send  3'our  horse,  sir,  or  the  Messenger's,  or  the  Captain's,  I 
have  none  to  go." 

"  Send  mine,  then,  send  mine  1"  replied  Wilton.  "  But 
here  comes  Captain  Byerly  himself,  bringing  us  news, 
doubtless." 

"  No  news,"  answered  Byerly,  "  except  that  the  rascal 
went  up  the  street,  and  I  followed  him  to  the  door  of  the 
parsonage.     Your  parson's  a  magisti'ate — isn't  he,  Wicks  ?" 

The  landlord  gave  a  nod ;  and  Byerly  continued,  "  By 
Jove,  I'll  be  oft'  then,  for  I'm  not  fond  of  magistrates,  and  he'll 
be  down  here  soon." 

"  You  had  better  bid  them  bring  down  a  chaise  for  the 
gentleman  and  lady  fiom  Stroud,"  said  the  landlord.  "  That 
will  save  me  from  sending  some  one  on  the  gentleman's 
horse." 

"  No,  no,  landlord,  no,  no  !"  answered  Byerly,  "  you  are 
not  up  to  a  stratagem.  Send  your  ostler  with  me  on  Mr. 
Brown's  horse.  We'll  go  clattering  along  the  street  like  the 
devil,  if  we  can  but  get  off  before  the  justices  come  down,  and 
they'll  take  it  into  their  wise  noddles  that  one  of  us  is  the 
gentleman  who  has  just  gone.  Come,  Wicks,  there's  no  time 
to  spare.  We  shall  meet  again,  Mr.  Brown;  good  night,  good 
night.  I  shall  tell  the  Colonel  that  we've  done  the  busi- 
ness much  more  tidily  than  I  could  have  expected."  And 
without  fui-ther  ceremony  he  quitted  the  room. 


THE  king's  highway.  245 

Another  pause  ensued,  during  which  but  a  few  words 
passed  between  Wihon  and  Lady  Laura,  who  sat  gazing 
thoughtfully  into  the  fire.  Wilton  stood  by  the  window  and 
listened,  thinking  he  heard  some  distant  sounds  as  of  persons 
speaking,  and  loud  tongues  at  the  further  end  of  the  street. 

A  minute  after,  however,  there  came  the  clatter  of  horses' 
feet  upon  the  pavement  of  the  yard ;  and  in  another  instant 
Byerly's  voice  was  heard,  saying,  "  Come,  put  to  your  spurs," 
and  two  horses  galloped  away  from  the  inn  as  hard  as  they 
could  go. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

[t  is  wonderful  how  scenes  of  danger  and  difficulty — it  is 
wonderful  how  scenes  of  great  excitement  of  any  kind,  indeed 
— draw  heart  to  heart,  and  bind  together,  in  bonds  indis- 
soluble, the  beings  that  have  passed  through  them  side  by  side. 
They  are  never  to  be  broken,  those  bonds ;  for  between  us 
and  the  persons  with  whom  we  have  trod  such  paths  there  is 
established  a  partnership  in  powerful  memories,  out  of  which 
we  can  never  withdraw  our  interest.  But  it  is  not  alone  that 
they  are  pennanent  which  renders  them  different  from  all 
lighter  ties ;  it  is  that  they  bring  us  closer,  more  entirely  to 
each  other ;  that  instead  of  sharing  the  mere  thoughts  of 
what  we  may  call  the  outward  heart,  we  enter  into  the  deepest 
recesses,  we  see  all  the  hidden  treasures,  we  know  the  feel- 
ings and  the  ideas  that  are  concealed  from  the  general  eye  of 
day,  we  are  no  longer  kept  in  the  porch,  but  admitted  into 
the  temple  itself. 

WDton  was  left  alone  in  the  small  parlour  of  the  inn  with 
Lady  Lavu'a  ;  and  as  soon  as  he  heard  the  horses'  feet  gallop 
away,  he  turned  towards  her  with  a  glad  smile.  But  when  he 
did  so,  he  found  that  her  beautiful  eyes  were  now  fixed  upon 
him  with  a  gaze  deep  and  intense— a  gaze  which  showed  that 
the  whole  thoughts  and  feelings  of  her  heart  were  abstracted 
from  everything  else  on  earth  to  meditate  on  all  that  she 
owed  to  him,  and  on  the  tilings  alone  that  were  connected 
therewith. 

She  dropped  her  eyes  as  soon  as  they  met  his ;  but  that 
one  look  was  overpowering  to  the  man  who  now  certainly 
loved  her  as  deeply  as  it  is  possible  for  man  to  love  woman. 
Many  a  difficulty  and  doubt  had  been  removed  from  his  mind 
by  the  words  which  Lord  Sherbrooke  had  spoken  while  afi'ect- 
ing  to  seek  for  the  warrant ;  and  there  were  vague  hopes  of 
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high  destinies  in  his  heart.  But  it  must  be  acknowledged, 
that  if  there  had  been  none,  he  would  have  given  way,  even 
as  he  did. 

He  advanced  towards  her,  he  took  her  hand  in  his,  he 
pressed  it  between  both  his  own,  he  kissed  it  tenderly,  pas- 
sionately, and  more  than  once.  Lady  Laura  lifted  up  her 
eyes  to  his  face,  not  blushing,  but  very  pale. 

"  Oh,  Wilton,"  she  said,  "  what  do  I  not  owe  you  !"  and 
she  burst  into  tears.  The  words,  the  look,  the  very  tears 
themselves,  were  all  more  than  sufficient  encouragement. 

"  You  owe  me  nothing,  Laura,"  Wilton  said.  "  Would  to 
God  that  I  had  such  an  opportunity  of  serving  you  as  to  make 
me  forgive  in  myself  the  rash,  the  wild,  the  foolish  feelings 
that,  in  spite  of  every  struggle  and  every  effort,  have  grown 
up  in  my  heart  towards  you,  and  have  taken  possession  of 
me  altogether.  But,  oh,  Laura,  I  cannot  hope  that  you  will 
forgive  them,  I  cannot  forgive  them  myself.  They  can — I 
know  they  can,  only  produce  anguish  and  sorrow  to  myself, 
and  excite  anger,  perhaps  indignation,  in  you." 

"  Oh  no,  no,  no,  Wilton !"  she  cried,  eagerly,  "  not  that, 
not  that !  neither  anger,  nor  indignation,  nor  anything  like  it, 
but  grief — and  yet  not  grief  either — oh  no,  not  grief! — Some 
apprehension,  perhaps,  some  anxiety  both  for  your  happiness 
and  my  own.  But  if  you  do  feel  all  you  say,  as  I  believe 
and  am  sure  you  do,  such  feelings,  so  far  as  depends  upon 
me,  should  produce  you  no  anguish  and  no  pain ;  but  I  must 
not  conceal  fi'om  you  that  I  very  much  fear,  my  father  would 

never " 

An  increasing  noise  at  the  door  of  the  house  broke  in  upon 
what  Laura  was  saying.  There  were  cries,  and  loud  tongues, 
and  vociferations  of  many  kinds ;  among  which,  one  voice 
was  heard,  exclaiming,  "  Go  round  to  the  back  door  ! " 

Another  person,  apparently  just  imder  the  window,  shouted, 
"  I  am  very  sure  that  was  not  the  man  !  "  and  then  added, 
"  Bring  out  my  horse,  however,  bring  out  my  horse  !  I'll 
catch  them,  and  raise  the  hue  and  cry  as  I  go  !  " 

At  the  same  time  there  were  other  voices  speaking  in  the 
passage,  and  one  loud  sonorous  tongue  exclaiming,  "  Ah, 
Master  Wicks,  Master  Wicks!  I  thought  you  would  get 
yourself  into  a  scrape  one  of  these  days.  Master  Wicks  ;" 
to  which  the  low  deep  voice  of  the  landlord  was  heard, 
replying  — 

"  I  have  got  myself  into  no  scrape,  your  reverence.  I 
don't  know  what  you  mean  or  what  you  want.— Search  ? 
\'ou  may  search  any  part  of  the  house  you  like.  I  don't  care ! 
If  there  were  twenty  people  here,  I  have  nothing  to  do  with 
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it.  I  can't  refuse  gentlemen  to  put  up  their  horses,  or  to  give 
them  a  bowl  of  punch,  or  a  mug  of  ale.  There,  sir,  there's 
a  gentleman  and  lady  in  that  parlour.  Pray,  sir,  walk  in, 
and  see  whether  they  arc  Jacobites  or  smugglers  or  what 
nots." 

As  these  words  sounded  close  to  them,  Lady  Laura  sunk 
down  again  into  her  chair ;  and  Wilton,  drawing  a  little  back, 
hesitated,  for  a  moment,  whether  he  should  go  out  himself 
and  notice  what  was  taking  place,  or  not.  The  question, 
however,  was  decided  for  him  by  the  door  of  the  room  being 
thrown  suddenly  open,  and  the  rotund  person  of  the  clergy- 
man of  the  parish,  bearing,  in  the  "fair  round  belly  with  fat 
capon  lined,"  the  sign  and  symbol  affixed  by  Shakspeare  to 
the  "  Justice  of  Peace,"  entered  the  apartment.  He  gazed 
with  some  surprise  upon  two  persons,  wdio,  notvvithstanding 
some  slight  disarray  in  their  apparel  from  all  the  events 
which  had  lately  taken  place,  still  bore  the  appearance  of 
belonging  to  the  highest  class  of  society. 

The  reverend  justice  had  entered  the  room  with  a  look  of 
pompous  importance,  which  was  diminished,  but  not  entirely 
done  away,  by  evident  surprise  at  the  appeara.nce  of  Laura 
and  Wilton.  The  young  gentleman,  however,  was  not  par- 
ticularly well  pleased  with  the  interruption,  and  still  less 
with  this  domineering  air,  which  he  hastened  to  extinguish 
as  fast  as  possible. 

"  Pray,  sir,  what  do  you  want  ?"  he  demanded,  addressing 
the  magistrate,  "  and  who  are  you  ?" 

"  Nay,  sir,"  answered  the  reverend  gentleman,  "  what  I 
want  is,  to  know  who  you  are.  I  have  here  information  that 
there  is  in  this  house  a  notorious  Jacobite  malefactor,  re- 
turned from  beyond  seas,  contrary  to  law,  named  Sir  George 
Barkley.  I  am  a  magistrate  for  the  county,  sir,  and  I  have 
information,  I  say." 

"  Upon  oath,  sir  ?  demanded  Wilton. 

"  No,  sir,  not  upon  oath,  not  upon  oath,"  replied  the 
clergyman,  "  but  what  is  quite  as  good,  upon  the  word  of  a 
Messenger  of  State,  sir — of  Mr.  Arden,  the  Council  Messen- 
ger, sir." 

"  Landlord '."  exclaimed  Wilton,  seeing  the  face  of  Wicks 
amongst  several  others  at  the  door,  "  be  so  good  as  to  bring 
Mr.  Arden,  the  Messenger,  here.  Bring  him  by  the  collar,  if 
he  does  not  come  willingly.  I  will  be  answerable  for  the 
consequences." 

The  magistrate  looked  astounded ;  but  the  landlord  came 
forward  with  a  grin  and  a  low  bow,  saying,  "  The  gentleman 
has  mounted  his  horse,  sir,  and  ridden  after  those  other  two 
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gentlemen  who  went  away  a  quarter  of  an  hour  ago ;  but, 
Lord  bless  you,  sir,"  he  added,  with  a  sly  look,  "  he'll  never 
catch  them.     Why,  his  horse  is  quite  lame." 

"  The  fact  is,"  replied  Wilton,  "  this  man  Arden  did  not 
choose  to  come  in,  here,  as  he  well  knew  I  should  certainly 
send  him  to  London  in  custody,  to  answer  for  his  bad  con- 
duct this  night. — Sir,  I  beg  to  inform  you,  that  I  am  private 
secretary  to  the  Earl  of  Byerdale ;  and  that  this  young  lady, 
the  daughter  of  the  Duke  of  Gaveston,  having  been  carried 
off  from  the  terrace  near  his  house  by  agents,  it  is  supposed, 
of  the  late  King  James  IL,  for  the  purpose  of  drawing  over 
her  father  to  support  that  faction,  the  Duke,  who  is  pleased 
to  re])ose  some  trust  in  me,  authorized  me,  by  this  paper 
under  his  hand,  to  search  for  and  deliver  the  lady,  while  at 
the  same  time  the  Earl  of  Byerdale  intrusted  me  with  this 
warrant  for  the  purposes  herein  mentioned,  and  put  this  man 
Arden,  the  Messenger,  under  my  direction  and  control.  At 
the  very  first  sight  of  danger  the  Messenger  ran  away,  and 
by  so  doing  left  me  with  every  chance  of  my  being  murdered 
by  a  gang  of  evil-disposed  persons  in  this  neighbourhood. 
On  his  return  with  a  large  body  of  constables  and  some  mili- 
tary to  the  house  of  a  person  who  is  named  Plessis,  I  under- 
stand, he  refiijed  to  obey  the  orders  I  gave  him,  and  followed 
me  hither,  alleging  that  one  of  two  gentlemen  who  had  come 
to  ray  assistance,  and  to  whom  I  owe  my  own  life  and  the 
liberation  of  this  lady,  was  the  well-known  personage  called 
Sir  George  Barkley.  Those  gentlemen  both  departed,  as 
soon  as  they  saw  us  in  safety,  and  I  am  ready  to  swear  that 
neither  of  them  was  Sir  George  Barkley ;  the  person  this 
Messenger  mistook  for  him  being  a  young  gentleman  of  four 
or  five  and  twenty  years  of  age.' 

"  Phoo  !  "  cried  the  magistrate,  with  along  sort  of  whistling 
sound — "  Sir  George  Barkley  is  a  man  of  fifty,  with  a  great 
gash  on  his  cheek.     I  remember  him  very  well,  when " 

But  then  seeming  to  recollect  himself,  he  paused  abruptly, 
adding,  "  But  pray,  who  was  this  young  gentleman  who  so 
came  to  your  assistance,  sir .''  " 

"  I  never  saw  him  in  my  life  before,"  replied  W^ilton,  "  and 
the  name  he  gave  himself  was  Captain  Churchill." 

"  To  be  sure,  to  be  sure  !"  cried  the  clergyman  ;  "  a  younger 
brother  of  my  Lord  of  Marlborough's." 

"  Some  relation  of  the  Marlborough  family,  I  believe," 
replied  Wilton,  dryly.  "  However,  1  do  not  know  the  Earl's 
brother  myself,  nor  am  T  aware  whether  there  is  any  otlier 
Captain  Churchill  or  not;  but  this  was  a  yoiuig  gentleman, 
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evidently  under  thirty,  and  consequently  he  could  not  be 
Sir  George  Barkley." 

"  I  have  searched  the  house  high  and  low,"  said  the  voice 
of  another  stout  gentleman,  who  now  pushed  his  way  into 
the  room;  "and  I  can  find  nothing  but  a  sick  cat  up  in  the 
garret." 

"  Ay,  ay.  Brother  Bulrush,  ay,  ay !"  replied  the  clergy- 
man; ''  ay,  ay,  it  is  all  explained.  It  is  all  that  Messenger's 
fault,  and  he  has  now  run  away  again.  This  Avorshipful 
young  gentleman  is  secretary  to  the  Earl  of  Byerdale,  the 
great  minister;  and  I'm  sure  we  are  both  very  sorry  to  have 
given  him  any  trouble." 

"  You  have  given  me  no  trouble  at  all,  gentlemen,"  reiDlied 
Wilton,  "  and  I  «Jiave  only  to  beg  that  if  the  Messenger 
return  after  I  am  gone,  you  will  send  him  up  to  town  to-mor- 
row morning  in  the  custody  of  a  constable.  I  shall  not  fail 
to  report  to  Lord  Byerdale  your  activity  and  zeal  upon  the 
present  occasion;  which,  indeed,  may  be  of  some  service,  as 
I  am  sorry  to  say,  thit  serious  reijionstrances  have  been 
made  regarding  this  part  of"  the  country,  it  being  intimated, 
that  smuggling,  coining,  and  even  treasonable  meetings  and 
assemblies,  are  more  common  here  than  in  any  other  part  of 
Kent." 

"  Indeed,  sir,"  replied  one  of  the  justices,  somewhat 
alarmed,  "  indeed,  it  is  not  our  fault.  They  are  an  unruly 
set,  they  are  a  most  unruly  set.  We  do  the  best  we  may, 
but  cannot  manage  them. — But,  sir,  the  young  lady  looks 
fatigued  and  tired.  Had  she  not  better  come  up  to  the  par- 
sonage, and  rest  there  this  night.  She  shall  have  a  good 
warm  bed,  and  Mrs.  Jeffreys,  who  is  a  motherly  sort  of 
woman,  will  be  quite  delighted  to  tak^care  of  her  ladyship." 

"  Or  Lady  Bulrush  either,  I  am  sure,"  said  the  other  magis- 
trate.    "  The  manor-house  is  but  half  a  mile." 

Wilton  turned  to  Laura,  to  inquire  what  she  thought  fit  to 
do;  but  the  young  lady,  not  very  much  prepossessed  in 
favour  either  of  the  motherly  sort  of  clergyman's  wife,  or  the 
more  elevated  Lady  Bulrush,  by  the  appearance  and  man- 
ners of  their  marital  representatives,  leaned  both  her  hands 
upon  Wilton's  ann,  feeling  implicit  confidence  in  him  alone, 
and  security  with  him  only;  and,  raising  her  eyes  implor- 
ingly to  his  face,  she  said  in  a  low  voice,  "  Indeed,  indeed, 
Wilton,  I  would  rather  not — I  would  rather  go  home  to 
Beaufort  House  at  once,  to  relieve  my  poor  father's  anxiety." 

"  In  truth,"  he  replied,  in  the  same  tone,  "  I  cannot  but 
think  it  would  be  better  for  you  to  obtain  a  night's  rest,  if 
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you  can,  rather  than  to  take  a  long  journey  after  such  terrible 
agitation  as  you  have  undergone." 

"  Do  not  ask  me — nay,  do  not  ask  me,"  she  said ;  and  then 
turning  to  the  magistrates,  who  were  conferring  together,  and 
settling  in  their  own  mind  that  a  match  was  undoubtedly  to 
take  place  between  the  Lady  Laura  and  the  Earl  of  Byer- 
dale's  secretary,  she  added,  "  I  am  very  anxious  to  return  to 
my  father,  gentlemen,  and  as  a  carriage  has  been  already  sent 
for  from  Stroud,  I  would  certainly  prefer  going  on  to-night. 
I  will  very  grateftdly,"  she  added — her  apprehensions  of  some 
new  dangers  occurring  at  the  little  public-house  coming  back 
upon  her  mind — "  I  will  very  gratefully  accept  the  shelter  of 
the  parsonage,  till  the  carriage  arrives  from  Stroud,  if  by  so 
doing  I  shall  not  keep  the  lady  up  beyond  her  usual  hour." 

"  Oh,  not  at  all,  madam,  not  at  all,"  replied  the  clergyman : 
"  Mrs.  Jeffreys  will  be  delighted  to  see  you.  —  Let  us  lose 
no  time.—  Wicks,  when  the  carriage  comes,  send  it  up  to  my 
house. — Ma'am,  I  will  show  your  Indyship  the  way." 

Laura,  however,  still  clung  to  Wilton's  arm,  as  her  best 
sup])ort;  and  following  the  clergyman  together,  they  pro- 
ceeded to  the  parsonage,  escorted  by  a  number  of  footmen, 
farming  servants,  and  people  collected  in  haste,  who  had 
come  to  the  examination  of  Wicks's  house.  On  their  arrival, 
they  were  ushered  into  a  tall  dining-room  with  carved  panels, 
the  atmosphere  of  which  was  strongly  imbued  with  the  min- 
gled odour  of  ]iunch  and  tobacco,  an  unsavoury  but  at  that 
time  very  ordinary  perfume  in  the  dining-room  of  almost 
every  country  gentleman.  The  mistress  of  the  mansion, 
however,  proved,  in  point  of  manners  and  appearance,  con- 
siderably superior  to  her  lord  and  master,  and  did  all  that 
she  could  iu  a  very  kind  and  delicate  manner  to  render  the 
beautiful  girl,  cast  for  the  time  on  her  hospitality,  as  com- 
fortable as  the  circumstances  would  admit. 

It  is  not  to  be  denied,  indeed,  that  both  Wilton  and  Laura 
could  at  that  time  have  very  well  spared  the  presence  of  any 
other  persons,  for  there  were  feelings  in  the  hearts  of  both 
which  eagerly  longed  for  voice.  There  was  much  to  be  told  ; 
there  was  much  to  be  explained  ;  there  was  much  to  be  deter- 
mined between  them.  There  was,  indeed,  the  consciousness 
of  nmtual  love,  which  is  no  slight  blessing  and  comfort, 
under  any  circumstances ;  but  that  very  consciousness  pro- 
duced the  longing  thirst  for  farther  comnumion  which  nothing 
but  love  can  give. 

^V'hen  all  has  been  said,  indeed — when  the  whole  heart 
has  been  poured  forth — when  the  first  intense  feelings  of  a 
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new  passion  have  worn  away,  or,  having  grown  familiar  to 
our  bosoms,  surprise  us  no  longer,  we  can  better  bear  the 
presence  of  others ;  for  a  look,  an  occasional  word,  even  a 
tone,  will  convey  to  the  mind  of  those  we  love,  all  that  we 
could  wish  to  say.  But  when  love  is  fresh,  and  every  feeling 
produced  thereby  is  new  and  wonderful  to  our  hearts ;  when 
we  make  hourly  discoveries  of  new  sensations  in  our  own 
bosoms,  and  neither  know  how  to  express  them,  nor  how  to 
conceal  them,  the  presence  of  others  —  cold,  indifferent, 
strange — is  no  slight  punishment  and  privation. 

Laura  endeavoured,  as  far  as  possible,  to  keep  down  such 
feelings,  but  yet  she  coidd  not  drive  them  from  her  bosom. 
The  minutes  seemed  long,  tedious,  and  heavy :  from  time  to 
time  she  would  fall  into  a  fit  of  musing;  from  time  to  time 
she  would  answer  wide  from  the  question ;  but  it  fortunately 
so  happened,  that  the  events  which  had  lately  occm-red,  and 
her  anxiety  to  rejoin  her  father,  were  causes  sufficient  to 
account  for  greater  inequalities  of  conduct  than  these. 

In  the  meantime,  Wilton  was  subjected  to  the  same,  or 
even  greater  pain,  from  the  impossibility  of  saying  all  that 
he  could  have  wished  to  say ;  and  he  had,  moreover,  to  con- 
tend both  against  the  civility  of  his  landlord,  individually, 
and  the  curiosity  of  the  two  magistrates,  conjointly,  who  did 
not  fail,  during  the  time  that  he  remained,  both  to  press  him 
to  eat  and  drink,  in  spite  of  all  denials  and  remonstrances, 
and  to  torment  him  with  questions,  many  of  them  frivolous 
in  the  extreme,  not  only  concerning  the  events  in  which  he 
had  been  lately  engaged,  but  also  in  regard  to  everything  that 
was  taking  place  in  London. 

Nearly  tsvo  hours  passed  in  this  unpleasant  manner ;  but 
at  length  the  joyful  sound  of  carriage-wheels  announced  that 
the  man  who  had  been  sent  to  Stroud  had  returned.  Laui'a 
was  eager  to  set  out ;  but  the  motherly  care  of  good  Mrs.  Jef- 
freys detained  her  for  some  time  longer,  by  insisting  upon 
wrapping  her  warmly  up  in  cloaks,  and  mantles,  and  hoods, 
to  guard  against  the  cold  of  the  wintry  night. 

At  length  all  was  ready ;  and  Wilton  led  her  do^m  to  the 
carriage,  which  it  seems  had  been  procured  with  difficulty ; 
the  machines  called  post-chaises  being  not  so  common  in 
those  days  as  they  became  within  fifty  years  aftei-wards.  The 
two  magistrates  stood  bowing  low  to  the  young  lady  as  she 
entered  the  tall,  long-backed,  but  really  not  uncomfortable 
A^ehicle.  The  landlord  of  the  inn,  too,  and  his  ostler,  were 
there ;  and  Wilton  failed  not  to  pay  them  liberally  for  the 
services  they  had  rendered.     He  then  briefly  gave  his  own 
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address  and  that  of  the  Duke  to  his  reverend  entertainer, 
and  entered  the  carriage  beside  the  Lady  Laura,  with  a  heart 
beating  high  with  the  hope  and  expectation  of  saying  all  and 
hearing  all  that  the  voice  of  love  could  speak. 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

For  once — perhaps  the  only  time  that  ever  such  a  thing  hap- 
pened in  this  world — hope  and  expectation  were  not  disap- 
pointed. Wilton  seated  himself  by  the  side  of  Laura,  the 
postilion  cracked  his  whip,  which  was  then  as  common  in 
England  as  it  is  now  in  France,  the  horses  went  forward, 
and  the  wheels  rolling  through  the  little  street  of  High  Hal- 
stow,  were  soon  upon  the  road  to  Stroud. 

There  was  a  silent  pause  between  Wilton  and  Laura  for 
some  minutes,  neither  of  them  could  very  well  tell  why ;  for 
both  of  them  had  been  most  anxious  for  the  opportunity, 
and  both  of  them  had  been  not  a  little  grieved  that  their 
former  conversation  had  been  interrupted.  The  tnith  is, 
however,  that  very  interruption  had  rendered  the  conversation 
difficult  to  renew ;  for  love — sometimes  the  most  impudent  of 
all  powers — is  at  other  times  the  most  shy  and  bashful. 
Wilton,  however,  found  that  he  must  not  let  the  silence  go  on 
much  longer,  and  he  gently  took  Laura's  hand  in  his,  saying, 
perhaps  somewhat  abruptly — 

"  Dear  Laiua,  everything  that  we  have  to  say  to  each 
other,  must  be  said  now." 

"  Oh,  Wilton  ! — "  was  her  only  reply ;  but  she  left  her 
hand  in  his,  and  he  went  on. 

"  You  had  just  spoken,  when  we  were  interrupted,"  he 
said,  "  words  that  made  me  very,  very  happy,  though  they 
were  coupled  with  expressions  of  fear  and  apprehension.  I 
have  nothing  to  tell  you,  dear  Laura,  that  can  altogether 
remove  those  fears  and  apprehensions,  but  I  can  say  some- 
thing, perhaps,  that  may  mitigate  them.  You  are  not  aware 
of  the  circumstances  in  which  I  have  had  the  happiness  of 
seeking  you  and  finding  you  this  night ;  but  you  doubtless 
heard  me  mention,  that  it  was  your  father  who  intrusted  me 
with  the  search  ;  and  surely,  dear  Laiu'a,  that  must  show  no 
slight  trust  and  confidence  on  his  part — may  I  add,  no  slight 
regiird." 

"Oh,  I  am  sure  he  feels  that  for  you,"  replied  Laura, 
"  quite  sure  !  but  yet  such  a  trust  shows,  indeed,  far  more 


THE    king's   highway.  253 

regard  than  I  knew  he  entertained,  and  that  gives  me  some 
degree  of  hope.  Still,  I  cannot  judge,  Wilton,  unless  I  had 
seen  the  manner  in  which  my  father  did  it.  You  must  tell 
me  all  that  has  been  done  and  said  in  this  unfortunate  busi- 
ness :  you  must  tell  me  everything  that  has  occurred.  Will 
you  ? — and  I  Avill  tell  you,  upon  my  word,  exactly  what  the 
impression  is  that  it  all  makes  upon  my  mind." 

Wilton  had  not  spoken  of  their  love  ;  Laura  had  not  men- 
tioned the  subject  either ;  but  they  had  done  fully  as  much, 
they  had  referred  to  it  as  a  thing  known  and  acknowledged. 
Wilton  had  recalled  words  that  had  made  him  very  happy, 
and  Laura  had  spoken  of  hopes  which  could  only  apply  to 
her  union  with  himself. 

He  now,  however,  told  her  all  that  had  occuiTcd,  briefly 
though  clearly.  He  dwelt  not,  indeed,  on  his  own  feelings 
during  the  painful  events  lately  past :  but  the  few  words  that 
he  did  speak  on  that  subject  were  of  such  a  kind  as  to  show 
Laura  instantly  the  distress  and  anxiety  which  her  disappear- 
ance had  caused  him,  the  agony  that  he  had  suffered  when  he 
thought  that  she  was  lost  to  him  for  ever.  The  whole  of  her 
father's  conduct,  as  displayed  by  Wilton,  seemed  to  her 
strange  and  unaccountable ;  and  well  it  might  do  so !  for 
her  lover  told  her  the  terrible  state  of  mind  in  which  the 
Duke  had  been  at  first,  and  yet  he  did  not  think  fit  to  explain, 
in  any  degree,  the  causes  which  he  felt  sure  had  prevented 
her  father  from  joining  in  the  search  himself.  Notwithstand- 
ing all  that  had  taken  place  in  the  presence  of  Laura,  he 
judged  it  far  better  to  avoid  any  mention  of  the  unfortunate 
hold  which  Sir  John  Fenwick  had  obtained  over  the  Duke, 
by  drawing  him  in  to  take  a  share,  however  small,  in  the 
great  Jacobite  conspiracy  of  the  day. 

Laura,  then,  was  greatly  suq^rised  at  all  she  heard ;  and 
that  Wilton  should  be  employed  in  the  affair  seemed  to  her 
not  the  least  strange  part  of  the  whole  business.  An  expres- 
sion of  this  surprise,  however,  induced  Wilton  to  add,  what 
he  still  in  some  degi'ee  feared,  and  had  long  hesitated 
to  say. 

"  I  do  not,  indeed,  believe,  dear  Laura,"  he  said,  "  that 
your  father  would  have  trusted  me  so  entirely  in  this  busi- 
ness, if  it  had  not  been  for  some  words  concerning  myself 
which  were  spoken  to  him  by  Lord  Byerdale  when  I  was  not 
present.  They  were  repeated  to  me  afterwards  by  Sher- 
brooke,  and  were  to  the  effect,  that  although,  in  consequence 
of  some  of  the  late  unfortunate  disturbances  in  the  country — 
the  rebellions,  the  revolutions,  the  changes  of  dynasties  that 
have  happened  within  the  last  twenty  years — it  was  necessary 
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to  conceal  my  birth  and  station,  yet  my  blood  was  as  pm'e 
and  ancient  as  that  of  your  father  himself.  This,  I  think, 
made  a  change  in  all  his  feelin<i;s  towards  me." 

Wilton  felt  the  small  rounded  fingers  of  Laura's  hand  rest, 
for  a  single  instant,  more  heavily  in  his  own,  while  she  drew 
a  deep  long  breath,  as  if  a  weight  had  been  taken  from  her 
bosom. 

"  Oh,  Wilton !"  she  said,  "  it  makes  all  the  difference  in 
his  views.  It  will  make  all  the  difference  in  our  fate.  You 
know  that  it  would  make  none  to  me ;  that  the  man  I  loved 
would  be  loved  under  any  circumstances  of  fortune  or  station, 
but  Avith  him  it  is  the  first,  the  greatest  consideration.  There 
may  be  difficulties  still ;  there  may  be  opposition ;  for,  as  you 
know,  I  am  an  only  child,  and  my  father  thinks  that  nothing 
can  equal  what  I  have  a  right  to  expect ;  but  still  that  oppo- 
sition will  vanish  when  he  sees  that  my  happiness  is  con- 
cerned, if  the  great  and  predominant  prejudice  of  his  educa- 
tion is  not  arrayed  against  us.  Oh !  Wilton,  Wilton,  your 
words  have  made  me  very  happy." 

Her  words  certainly  made  Wilton  happy  in  return  ; — ■ 
indeed,  most  happy.  His  fate  had  suddenly  brightened : 
from  all  that  was  dark  and  cheerless,  from  a  situation  in 
which  the  sweet,  early  dream  of  love  itself  but  rendered 
everything  that  was  sombre,  painful,  and  disti'essing  in  his 
course,  more  gloomy,  more  bitter,  more  full  of  despair,  it  had 
changed,  to  the  possession  and  the  hope  of  all  that  the  most 
sanguine  imagination  could  have  pictured  of  glad,  and  joy- 
ful, and  happy,  to  the  prospect  of  wealth  and  station,  to  the 
hope  of  obtaining  the  l^eing  that  he  loved  best  on  earth,  and 
to  the  certainty  of  possessing  her  early,  her  first,  her  warm, 
her  full  affection. 

Had  AVilton  given  way  to  what  he  felt  at  that  moment,  he 
would  have  clasped  her  to  his  heart  and  sealed  the  covenant 
of  their  love  on  the  sweet  li])s  that  gave  him  such  assurance 
of  happiness.  But  he  remembered  that  she  was  there  alone 
with  him,  in  full  confidence,  under  the  safeguard  of  all  his 
best  feelings,  and  he  would  not  for  the  world  have  done  one 
thing  that  in  open  day  could  have  called  the  colour  into  her 
cheek.  He  loved  her  deeply,  fully,  and  nobly,  and  though, 
under  other  circumstances,  he  might  scarcely  have  hesitated, 
he  now  forel)ore.  But  again  and  again  he  pressed  his  lips 
upon  her  hand,  and  thanked  her  again  and  again  for  all  that 
she  had  said,  and  for  all  the  hopes  and  glad  tidings  that  her 
words  implied. 

Their  conversation  then  turned  to  love,  and  to  their  feelings 
towards  each  other.     How  could  it  be  helped.?     And  Wilton 
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told  her  all ;  how  the  passion  had  grown  upon  him,  how  he 
had  struggled  hard  against  it,  how  not  even  despair  itself  had 
been  able  to  crush  it;  how  it  had  gone  on  and  increased  in 
spite  of  himself;  how  intense,  how  ardent  it  had  become,  lie 
could  not  tell  herexactly,  at  least  he  would  not,  what  he  had 
felt  on  her  account,  when  he  believed  that  she  was  likely  to 
become  the  bride  of  Lord  Sherbrooke ;  but  he  told  her  fully, 
ay,  and  eloquently,  what  agony  of  mind  he  had  endured  when 
he  tho Light  of  seeing  her  give  her  hand  to  any  other  man, 
without  affording  him  an  apparent  chance  of  even  making  an 
effort  for  himself.  In  short,  he  gave  her  the  whole  picture  of 
his  personal  feelings;  and  there  is  no  woman  that  is  not 
gratified  at  seeing  such  a  picture  displayed,  when  she  is  her- 
self the  object.  But  to  a  mind  such  as  that  of  Lady  Laura, 
and  to  feelings  such  as  were  in  her  bosom,  the  tale  offered 
higher  and  nobler  sources  of  delight.  The  love,  the  deep 
love,  which  she  felt,  and  which  was  now  acknowledged  to  her 
own  heart,  required  every  such  assurance  of  full  and  ample 
return  as  his  words  afforded,  to  render  it  confident  and  happy. 
But  fi'om  the  display  of  his  feelings  which  he  now  made,  she 
felt,  she  saw,  she  knew  that  she  was  loved  as  she  could  wish 
to  be — loved  as  fully,  as  intensely,  as  deeply,  as  she  herself 
loved — loved  with  all  those  feelings,  high,  and  bright,  and 
sweet,  which  assured  her  beyond  all  question  that  the 
affection  which  she  had  inspired  would  be  permanent  as  well 
as  ardent. 

Wilton  Avon  her,  too,  to  speak  upon  the  same  subject  as 
himself,  though,  of  course,  he  could  not  expect  her  to  dwell 
upon  what  she  felt  in  the  same  manner.  There  was  a  great 
difference :  on  the  one  hand,  all  the  sensations  of  his  heart 
towards  her  were  boldly  avowed  and  minutely  detailed;  the 
history  of  his  love  was  told  in  language  straightforward,  eager, 
and  powerful.  The  love  of  her  bosom,  on  the  contrary,  was 
shadowed  forth  rather  than  spoken,  admitted  rather  than  told, 
her  feelings  were  referred  to,  but  not  depicted. 

"  You  make  me  glad,  Wilton,"  she  said,  "  by  telling  me 
all  this,  for  I  almost  feared — and  was  teasing  my  own  heart 
about  it  at  the  rectory,  lest  I  should  have  done  the  unwomanly 
thing  of  loving  first — I  will  not  call  it,  being  too  easily  won ; 
for  I  should  certainly  despise  the  woman  who  thought  any- 
thing necessary  to  win  her,  when  once  she  really  loved, 
further  than  the  conviction  of  her  lover's  sincerity,  and 
honour,  and  nobility  of  spirit.  But  yet  I  thought,  that  even 
you  might  somewhat  despise  me,  if  you  found  that  I  had  loved 
you  before  you  loved  me.  And  yet,  Wilton,"  she  added,  after  a 
momentary  pause,  "  I  cannot  help  thinking  that  even  if  it 
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had  been  so,  I  should  have  been  more  pardonable  than  many 
people,  on  account  of  the  very  great  services  you  have 
rendered  me  at  various  times,  and  the  perils  you  have 
encountered  in  my  behalf.  How  could  I  help  loving  a  man 
who  has  twice  risked  his  life  for  me  ?" 

"  Oh,  dear  Laura,"  replied  Wilton,  "  those  services  have 
been  very  small  ones,  and  not  worthy  of  your  naming.  I 
certainly  did  strive  to  conceal  my  love,"  he  continued;  but  T 
believe  that,  let  us  struggle  against  our  feelings  as  we  will, 
there  are  always  some  signs  and  tokens  which  show  to  the 
eyes  of  those  we  love — if  there  be  any  sympathy  between 
their  hearts  and  ours — that  which  is  passing  in  regard  to 
themselves  within  the  most  secret  places  of  our  bosom. 
There  is  a  cabalistic  language  in  love,  Laura — unknown  to 
any  but  those  who  really  do  love,  but  learnt  in  a  moment, 
when  the  mighty  secret  is  communicated  to  our  hearts.  We 
speak  it  to  each  other  without  knowing  it,  dear  Laura,  and 
we  are  understood,  without  an  effort,  if  there  be  sympathy 
between  us," 

In  such  conversation  wore  the  night  away,  as  the  carriage 
wended  slowly  onward.  Two  changes  of  horses  were  required 
to  carry  Laura  and  her  lover  back  to  the  metropolis,  and  bells 
had  to  be  rung,  ostlers  and  postilions  wakened,  horses  brought 
slowly  forth,  and  many  another  tedious  process  to  be  gone 
through,  which  had  brought  the  night  nearly  to  a  close,  before 
the  carriage  crossed  the  wide  extent  of  Blackheath,  and 
passed  through  a  small  part  of  the  town  of  Greenwich,  which 
had  then  never  dreamt  of  the  ambitious  project  that  it  has 
since  achieved,  of  climbing  up  that  long  and  heavy  hill. 

W^ilton  and  Laura  had  sufficient  matter  for  conversation 
during  the  whole  way:  for  when  they  had  said  all  that  could 
be  said  of  the  present  and  the  past,  there  still  remained  the 
future  to  be  considered;  and  liRura  entreated  her  lover  by  no 
preci])itate  eagerness  to  call  down  upon  them  opposition, 
which,  if  it  showed  itself  of  a  vehement  kind  at  first,  might 
only  strengthen,  instead  of  diminishing  with  time.  She  be- 
sought him  to  let  everything  proceed  as  it  had  hitherto  done, 
till  his  own  fate  was  fully  ascertained,  and  any  doubt  of  his 
birth  and  station  in  society  was  entirely  removed. 

"  Till  that  is  the  case,"  she  said,  "  to  make  any  display  of 
our  feelings  towards  each  other  might  only  bring  great  pain 
upon  us  both.  My  father  might  require  me  not  to  see  you, 
might  ])()sitively  forbid  our  thinking  of  each  other;  whereas, 
\v(;re  all  difliculties  on  that  one  ])oint  removed,  he  might  t)nly 
expiess  a  regret  that  fortune  had  not  been  more  favourable 
to  you,  or  require  a  delay,  to  make  him  certain  of  our  sincere 
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and  permanent  attachment.  After  that  point  is  made  clear, 
let  us  be  open  as  the  day  with  him.  In  the  meanwhile,  he 
must  receive  you  as  a  friend  who  has  rendered  him  the  greatest 
and  deejjestof  services ;  and  I  shall  ever  receive  you,  Wilton, 
I  need  not  tell  you,  as  the  only  dear  and  valued  friend  that 
I  possess." 

"  But  suppose,  dear  Laura,"  said  Wilton,  "  suppose  I  were 
to  see  you  pressed  to  marry  some  one  else;  sujjpose  I  were 
to  see  some  suitor  in  every  respect  qualified  to  hojie  for  and 
expect  your  hand " 

"  You  do  not  doubt  me,  Wilton.?"  said  Lady  Laura. 

"  Oh  no  !"  he  replied.  "  Not  for  a  moment,  Laura.  But 
it  would  be  very  painful." 

"It  would  be  so  to  us  both,"  she  replied;  "but  I  would 
take  care  that  the  pain  should  soon  be  brought  to  an  end. 
Depend  upon  it,  W^ilton,  it  will  be  better  as  I  say;  let  us 
not.  in  order  to  avoid  uncertain  pains  and  dangers,  run  into 
certain  ones." 

Wilton  at  once  yielded  to  her  views,  and  jsromised  to  be 
entirely  guided  by  her  opinion. 

The  day  broke  upon  them  just  as  they  were  passing  through 
London,  on  their  way  to  Beaufort  House ;  but  the  night  which 
had  just  passed  had  left  them  with  changed  feelings  in  many 
respects.  It  had  been  one  of  those  eventful  periods  which 
come  in,  from  time  to  time,  like  revolutions  in  states,  to 
change  entirely  the  very  constitution  of  our  whole  thoughts 
and  feelings,  to  give  a  new  character  and  entirely  new  com- 
binations to  the  strange  microcosm  within  us.  That  great 
change  had  been  effected  in  Laura  by  that  which  is  the  great 
first  mover  of  a  woman's  destinies.  She  loved  and  had 
avowed  her  love :  she  was  maiTied  in  spirit  to  the  man  beside 
her,  and  she  felt  that  to  a  heart  like  hers  eternity  itself  could 
not  dissolve  the  tie  which  had  that  night  been  voluntarily 
established  between  them.  She  viewed  not  such  things  as 
many,  nay,  most  other  women  view  them  ;  she  looked  not  on 
such  engagements,  she  looked  not  on  such  affections,  as 
things  to  be  taken  up  and  dropped,  to  be  worn  to-day,  in  the 
gloss  of  novelty,  and  cast  away  to-morrow,  like  a  fretted  gar- 
ment; she  judged  not  that  it  was  the  standing  before  the  altar 
and  receiving  the  ring  upon  her  finger,  and  promising  to  wear 
out  earthly  existence  with  another  human  being,  that  con- 
stitutes the  union  which  must  join  woman  to  the  man  of  her 
heart.  But  she  regarded  the  avowal  of  mutual  love,  the 
promise  of  unchanging  affection,  as  a  bond  binding  for  ever; 
as,  in  fact,  what  we  have  called  it,  the  marriage  of  the  spirit : 
as  a  thing  never  to  be  done  away,  which  no  time  could  break, 
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no  circumstances  dissolve:  it  was  the  wedding  of — for-ever. 
The  other,  the  more  eaithly  union,  might  be  dear  in  prospect 
to  her  heart,  gladdening  to  all  her  hoj^es,  mingled  with  a 
thousand  bright  dreams  of  human  joy,  and  tenderness,  and 
sweet  domestic  peace  :  but  if  circumstances  had  separated 
her  the  next  hour  from  Wilton  for  ever,  she  would  have  felt 
that  she  was  still  his  wife  in  heart,  and  ended  life  w^ith  the 
hope  of  meeting  him  she  had  ever  loved,  in  heaven.  To 
take  such  ties  upon  herself,  then,  was  in  her  estimation  no 
light  thing;  and,  as  we  have  said,  the  period,  the  short 
period,  of  that  night,  was  sufficient  to  effect  a  great,  a  total 
change  in  all  the  thoughts  and  feelings  of  her  bosom. 

The  change  in  Wilton  was  of  a  different  kind,  but  it  was 
also  very  great.  It  was  an  epoch  in  man's  destiny.  His 
mind  was  naturally  manly,  powerfid,  and  decided ;  but  he 
was  very  young.  The  events  of  that  night,  however,  swept 
away  everything  that  was  youthful  or  light  from  his  character 
for  ever.  He  had  acted  with  vigour,  and  power,  and  deter- 
mination, amongst  men  older,  better  tried,  and  more  experi- 
enced than  himself.  He  had  taken  a  decided  and  a  prominent 
part  in  a  scene  of  strife,  and  danger,  and  difficulty,  and  he 
had  (to  make  use  of  that  most  significant  though  schoolboy 
phrase)  "  placed  himself."  His  character  had  gone  through 
the  ordeal :  without  any  previous  preparation,  the  iron  had 
been  hardened  into  steel ;  and  if  any  part  had  remained  up 
to  that  moment  soft  or  weak,  the  softness  was  done  away,  the 
weakness  no  longer  existed. 


CHAPTEU  XXX. 

If  we  were  poets  or  fabulists,  and  could  invest  inanimate 
objects  with  all  the  qualities  and  feelings  of  animate  ones  ; 
if,  with  all  the  magic  of  old  ^sop,  we  could  make  pots  and 
kettles  talk,  and  endue  barn-door  fowls  with  the  spirit  of 
philosopliy,  we  should  be  tempted  to  say  that  the  gi'eat  gates 
of  Beaufort  House,  together  with  tlie  stone  Cupids  on  the 
tops  of  the  piers,  ay,  and  the  vases  of  carved  flowers  which 
stood  between  those  Cupids,  turned  up  the  nose  as  the  anti- 
quated, ungilt,  dusty,  and  somewhat  tattered  vehicle  con- 
taining the  Lady  Laura  Gaveston  and  Wilton  Brown  rolled  up. 
The  postboy  got  off  his  horse ;  Wilton  descended  from  the 
vehicle,  and  applied  his  hand  eagerly  to  the  bell ;  and  Laura, 
who  had  certainly  thought  no  part  of  the  journey  tedious, 
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did  now  think  the  minutes  excessively  long  till  the  gates 
should  be  thrown  open.  In  truth,  the  hour  was  still  an  early 
one ;  the  morning  cold  and  chilly,  with  a  grey  biting  east 
wind,  making  the  whole  scene  appear  as  if  it  were  looked  at 
through  ground  glass  ;  and  neither  the  porter  nor  the  porter's 
wife  had  thought  it  expedient  to  venture  forth  from  their 
snug  bed  at  such  an  unpropitious  moment.  A  second  time 
Wilton  applied  his  hand  to  the  bell,  and  with  more  success 
than  before,  for  in  stays  and  petticoat,  unlaced  and  half  tied, 
forth  rushed  the  grumbling  porter's  wife,  with  a  murmured 
"  Marry  come  up  :  people  are  in  great  haste  :  I  wonder  who 
is  in  such  a  hurr}' !" 

The  sight  of  Wilton,  however,  whom  she  had  seen  very 
lately  with  the  Duke,  but  still  more  the  sight  of  her  young 
lady,  instantly  altered  her  tone  and  demeanour,  and  with  a 
joyful  swing  she  threw  the  gates  wide  open.  The  chaise 
was  drawn  round  to  the  great  doors  of  the  house,  and  here  a 
more  ready  entrance  was  gained. 

"  Is  the  Duke  up  ?"  demanded  Wilton,  as  the  servant 
opened  the  door. 

"  Oh  yes,  sir,"  replied  the  man  :  "  he  was  up  before  day- 
break :  but  he  is  not  out  of  his  dressing-room  yet." 

Laura  ran  up  the  steps  into  the  vestibule,  to  see  her  father, 
and  to  relieve  his  mind  at  once  from  all  that  she  knew  he 
was  suffering  on  her  account.  She  paused,  however,  for  a 
moment  at  the  top  to  see  if  Wilton  followed;  but  he  merely 
advanced  a  few  steps,  saying,  "  I  will  leave  you  to  converse 
with  your  father ;  for,  of  course,  I  have  very  much  to  do ; 
and  he  will  be  glad  to  spend  some  time  with  you  alone,  and 
hear  all  that  you  have  to  tell  him." 

"  But  you  will  come  back,"  said  Lady  Laura,  holding  out 
her  hand  to  him :  "  you  will  not  be  away  long." 

"  Until  the  evening,  perhaps,"  said  Wilton,  pressing  that 
fair  hand  in  his  own :  "  I  may  have  many  things  to  do,  and 
the  Earl  may  also  require  my  presence." 

"  Oh,  but  you  must  come  to  dinner — I  insist,''  said  Lady 
Laura.  "  You  know  I  have  a  right  to  command  now,"  she 
added,  in  a  lower  tone,  "  and  therefore  I  Avill  tell  my  father 
to  expect  you  at  dinner." 

"  I  will  come  if  I  can,"  replied  Wilton,  "  but " 

His  sentence  was  interrupted,  however,  by  the  Duke's 
voice  at  the  top  of  the  stairs,  exclaiming,  "  Surely  that  is 
Laura's  voice  ?  Laura,  Laura  !  My  child,  my  dear  child  !" 
And  the  next  moment,  Lady  Laura,  darting  on,  was  in  her 
father's  arms. 

Wilton  Brown  turned  away ;  and  without  waiting  to  press 
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a  third  person  upon  a  scene  which  should  always  be  enacted 
between  two  alone,  he  got  into  the  postchaise,  and  bade  the 
postilion  drive  him  back  into  London,  for  it  must  be  recol- 
lected that  Beaufort  House  was  out  of  the  town.  This  was 
easily  accomplished,  as  the  reader  may  imagine ;  and  having 
dressed  himself,  and  removed  the  traces  of  blood  and  travel 
from  his  face,  he  hastened  to  the  house  of  Lord  Byerdale,  to 
give  him  an  account  of  the  success  of  his  expedition. 

The  Earl  had  not  been  long  up  ;  but  he  had  already  gone 
to  his  cabinet  to  write  letters,  and  take  his  chocolate  at  the 
same  time.  On  entering,  Wilton,  without  any  surprise, 
found  Arden,  the  Messenger,  in  the  presence  of  the  Earl ;  for 
the  man,  knowing  that  the  situation  in  which  he  stood  was  a 
somewhat  perilous  one,  was  of  course  anxious  to  make  the 
best  of  his  story  before  the  young  gentleman  appeared.  What 
did  very  much  surprise  Wilton,  however,  was  the  gracious  and 
even  affectionate  manner  in  which  the  Earl  received  him. 
He  rose  fi-oni  his  chair,  advanced  two  or  three  steps  to  meet 
him,  and  shaking  him  warmly  by  the  hand,  exclaimed,  "  Wel- 
come back,  my  dear  Wilton.  So  you  have  been  fully  and 
gallantly  successful,  I  find.  But  what  is  all  this  that  Arden 
is  telling  me  ?  He  is  making  a  terrible  accusation  against 
you  here,  of  letting  off  Sir  George  Barkley,  one  of  the 
most  notorious  Jacobites  in  Europe — a  very  dangerous  per- 
son, indeed." 

"  My  lord,"  replied  Wilton,  "  Mr.  Arden  is  repeating  to 
you  a  falsehood  which  he  devised  last  night.  It  is  quite 
true,  indeed,  that  if  he  had  not  been  a  most  notorious  coward, 
and  run  away  at  the  first  appearance  of  danger,  there  might 
have  been  a  chance,  though  a  very  remote  one,  of  our  se- 
curing Sir  George  Barkley." 

"  Indeed !"  exclaimed  the  Earl :  "  then  you  did  meet 
with  him  ?" 

"  Amongst  the  persons  whom  I  had  to  encounter,"  replied 
Wilton,  "  there  was  a  gentleman  whom  they  called  Sir 
George,  and  who,  from  his  height,  his  age,  and  a  deep  scar 
upon  his  cheek,  I  have  no  earthly  doubt,  is  Sir  George 
Barkley  :  but  he  had  been  gone  for  an  hour  before  this 
mighty  brave  gentleman,  having  collected  forty  or  fifty  people 
to  keep  his  own  head  from  harm,  thought  fit  to  come  back 
and  seek  for  me.  The  person  who  was  with  me  when  he  did 
return  was  a  tall  fine-looking  young  man  of  five  or  six  and 
twenty." 

"  Indeed  !"  said  the  Earl.     "  Who  could  that  be  .?" 

"  He  called  himself  Captain  Churchill,"  replied  Wilton. 
"  I  do  not  mean  to  say,  my  lord,  that  I  believe  such  was  his 
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real  name  ;  for  I  do  not :  but  1  never  saw  Captain  Chureliill 
at  all ;  and  1  never  saw  this  gentleman  till  the  moment  when 
he  came  to  my  aid  and  rescued  me,  with  the  assistance  of 
another,  from  the  hands  of  as  desperate  a  set  of  men  as  I 
ever  met  in  my  life,  and  who  would  certainly  have  murdered 
me  had  it  not  been  for  his  arrival.  I  have  a  report  to  make 
to  your  lordship  upon  all  Mr.  Arden's  proceedings,  who,  not- 
withstanding your  most  positive  commands  to  obey  me  in 
all  things,  has  refused  to  obey  me  in  anything,  and  by  the 
delays  he  has  occasioned,  and  the  obstructions  he  has  thrown 
in  my  way,  very  nearly  prevented  me  fi'om  effecting  the 
liberation  of  Lady  Laura  at  all." 

"  Your  lordship  will  believe  what  you  choose,"  replied 
Arden,  in  a  saucy  tone.  "  All  I  mean  to  say  is,  I  am  sirre 
that  gentleman  was  not  Captain  Churchill ;  and  so  you  will 
find,  if  you  inquire.  Whoever  he  was,  Mr.  Brown  aided  his 
escape,  and  prevented  me  from  doing  my  duty." 

"  Your  duty,  sir,  was  to  obey  Mr.  Brown,"  replied  the 
Earl,  sternly ;  "  for  that  I  shall  take  care  that  you  are  pu- 
nished ;  and  if  it  should  prove  that  this  gentleman  was  really 
Captain  Churchill,  you  shall  be  dismissed  from  your  office. 
You  will  attend  here  again  at  two  o'clock,  by  which  time  I 
shall  have  written  to  Captain  Churchill,  to  know  whether  he 
was  the  person  present  or  not. — Now  leave  the  room." 

Arden  slunk  doggedly  away,  seeing  that  Wilton's  star 
happened  to  be  in  the  ascendant.  Had  he  known  how  much 
it  was  so,  however,  having  often  heard  the  Earl  speak  sharply 
and  discourteously  to  the  young  gentleman,  he  would  have 
been  more  surprised  even  than  he  was  at  the  change  which 
had  taken  place.  The  moment  he  was  gone,  and  the  door 
closed,  the  Earl  again  shook  Wilton  by  the  hand. 

"  You  have  accomplished  yoiu*  task  most  brilliantly,  WU- 
ton,"  he  said,  "  and  I  shall  take  care  that  you  reap  the 
reward  of  your  diligence  and  activity,  by  any  effort  that 
depends  upon  me ;  but  from  all  that  I  have  seen,  and  heard, 
and  know,  you  are  likely  to  obtain,  from  the  very  act  itself, 
far  higher  recompences  than  any  that  I  could  bestow.  You 
are  indeed  a  fortunate  young  man." 

"  I  am  fortunate  in  your  lordship's  approbation,"  replied 
Wilton  ;  "  but  I  see  not  why  you  should  call  me  so  in  any 
other  respect,  except,  indeed,  in  being  so  fortunate  as  to 
effect  this  young  lady's  liberation." 

"  In  that  very  respect,"  replied  the  Earl,  with  a  look  full 
of  meaning.  "  Good  heavens  !  my  dear  Wilton,  are  you 
blind  .''  If  you  are  so,  I  am  not ;  and  at  your  age,  certainly 
I  should  not  have  been  blind  to  my  own  advantage.     You 


262  THE   KINGS   HIGHWAY. 

think,  perhaps,  that  because  Lady  Laura  has  refused  to 
marry  Sherbrooke,  and  broken  off'  the  proposed  alliance  be- 
tween our  families,  it  would  make  me  angry  to  find  she  had 
placed  her  affections  anywhere  else.  But  I  tell  you  no, 
Wilton  !  Quite  the  contrary  is  the  case.  The  discovery 
that  she  has  done  so,  at  once  banished  all  the  anger  and  in- 
dignation that  I  felt.  If  with  a  free  heart  she  had  so  de- 
cidedly refused  my  son,  I  should  have  considered  it  as  little 
less  than  an  insult  to  my  whole  family,  and,  in  fact,  did  con- 
sider it  so  till  Sherbrooke  himself  expressed  his  belief  that 
she  was,  and  has  been  for  some  time,  attached  to  you.  His 
words  instantly  recalled  to  my  memory  all  that  I  had  re- 
marked before,  how  the  colour  came  up  into  her  cheek  when- 
ever you  approached  her,  how  her  eye  brightened  at  every 
word  vou  said.  That  made  the  matter  very  different.  I 
could  not  expect  the  poor  young  lady  to  sacrifice  her  first 
affection  to  please  me :  nor  could  I  wish  her,  as  you  may 
well  imagine,  to  marry  Sherbrooke,  loving  you.  This  is  the 
reason  that  makes  me  say  that  you  are  a  most  fortunate 
man  ;  for  the  service  that  you  have  rendered  her,  the  im- 
mense and  important  service,  gives  you  such  a  claim  upon 
her  gratitude,  as  to  make  it  easy  for  her  at  once  to  avow  her 
attachment.  It  gives  you  an  enormous  claim  upon  the 
Duke,  too ;  and  I  have  one  or  two  little  holds  upon  that 
nobleman  which  he  knows  not  of — by  which,  indeed,  he 
might  be  not  a  little  injured,  if  I  were  a  I'evengeful  man,  but 
which  I  shall  only  use  for  your  best  interests." 

"  But,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton,  "  you  seem  totally  to 
forget  my  humble  birth  and  station.  How — situated  as  I 
am — could  I  dare  to  ask  the  Duke  for  his  daughter's  hand, 
the  only  remaining  child  of  such  a  house,  the  heiress  of 
such  immense  wealth  V^ 

"  Fear  not,  fear  not,  Wilton,"  said  the  Earl,  laying  his 
hand  upon  his  arm.  "  Fear  not :  your  blood  is  as  good  as 
the  Duke's  own ;  your  family,  older  and  as  noble." 

"  I  have  sometimes  thought,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton, 
wishing  to  gain  as  much  information  as  possible — "  I  have 
sometimes  thought,  in  the  utter  ignorance  wherein  I  have 
been  left  of  my  own  historj-^,  that  I  am  the  son  of  one  who 
has  indeed  been  a  father  to  me,  Lord  Sunbury, — the  natural 
son,  I  mean." 

"  Oh  no  ! "  cried  the  Earl,  with  an  air  almost  of  indigna- 
tion: "you  are  no  relation  of  his  whatsoever.  I  knew  not 
who  you  were  when  you  first  came  hither ;  but  I  have  since 
discovered,  and  though  at  present  I  must  not  reveal  any- 
thing farther  to  you,  I  tell  you,  without  hesitation,  to  set  your 
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mind  at  ease,  to  pursue  yom-  suit  towards  Lady  Laura,  if 
you  have  really  any  regard  for  her,  and  to  aspire  to  her 
hand.     In  a  very  few  months  more  you  shall  know  all." 

Wilton  cast  down  his  eyes,  and  mused. 

"This  is  not  a  little  strange,"  he  said;  "but  I  know  I 
may  place  implicit  reliance  on  your  lordship's  word,  and 
proceed  in  a  matter  where  I  own  my  heart  is  deeply  engaged, 
without  the  risk  of  calling  upon  myself  a  charge  of  gross 
presumption." 

"  You  may,  you  may,"  answered  the  Earl,  eagerly ;  "  and 
if  the  Duke  should  discover  your  mutual  affection,  and  make 
any  objection,  merely  refer  him  to  me.  But  now  let  us  hear 
more  of  your  adventures  of  yesterday  and  last  night." 

Wilton  would  have  been  very  well  contented  to  muse  for 
a  few  minutes  over  what  the  Earl  said.  Although  his  ex- 
perience of  the  world  was  not  great,  yet  he  had  a  sufficient 
portion  of  good  sense  to  supply  experience  in  a  high  degree. 
This  good  sense  told  him,  that  a  sudden  and  extraordinary 
change  in  the  demeanour  of  any  man,  but  more  especially  in 
that  of  a  man  both  subtle  and  determined,  was  more  or  less 
to  be  suspected.  He  would  fain,  then,  have  obtained  time 
to  seek  for  the  real  motives  and  views  of  the  Earl  of  Byerdale, 
in  the  extraordinary  fit  of  kindness  and  condescension  which 
had  seized  upon  him  ;  for  he  could  almost  fancy  that  the 
Earl  was  contriving  his  ruin,  by  engaging  him  in  some  rash 
endeavour  to  obtain  the  hand  of  Lady  Laura. 

Strong,  however,  in  her  love,  he  resolved  to  go  on,  to  deal 
with  her  and  with  her  father  in  all  honour,  and,  supposing 
even  that  the  Earl  was  endeavouring  to  play  liim  false,  to 
try  whether  straightforward  and  upright  honesty,  guided  by 
a  clear  head,  a  firm  heart,  and  a  well  prepared  mind,  might 
not  win  the  game  against  sub  til  ty  and  worldly  cunning. 

The  Earl  marked  him  as  he  mused  for  a  minute,  but 
saying  nothing  more  upon  the  subject  of  his  hopes,  still 
pressed  him  to  speak  of  the  events  of  the  preceding  day.  It 
was  somewhat  difficult  for  Wilton  so  to  shape  his  words  as 
not  to  mention  Lord  Sherbrooke,  and  not  to  involve  himself 
in  any  such  distinct  account  of  the  Jacobites  and  their  pro- 
ceedings as  might  lead  to  their  arrest,  and  force  him  at  some 
future  period  to  become  a  witness  against  them.  He  suc- 
ceeded tolerably  well,  however.  He  could  not,  and  indeed 
he  did  not,  think  it  right  to  conceal,  that  he  was  perfectly 
certain  the  men  he  met  with  Avere  engaged  in  the  most  dark 
and  dangerous  designs.  But  he  stated,  at  the  same  time, 
that  such  was  merely  the  impression  upon  his  mind,  for  that 
no  distinct   avowal    of   their  purposes  had  been   made   in 
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his  presence,  so   as  to  justify  him  in  charging  them  with 
treason, 

"  Nevertheless,  my  lord,"  he  added,  "  I  think  it  highly 
and  absolutely  necessary  for  you  to  take  the  same  measures 
as  if  you  knew  that  a  general  insurrection  was  contemplated, 
for  I  feel  jierfectly  certain  that  something  of  the  kind  is  in 
agitation." 

The  Earl  smiled.  "  Now  tell  me,  Wilton,"  he  said, 
"  amongst  these  worthy  conspirators,  did  you  see  any  one 
that  was  personally  known  to  you  ? " 

Wilton  hesitated. 

"  Come,  come,  my  young  friend,"  said  the  Earl — "  you 
must  speak  out.  We  will  not  make  an  evidence  of  you,  I 
promise  you ;  and,  indeed,  both  the  King  himself  and  all  his 
ministers  would  be  very  glad  that  these  persons  should  get 
beyond  sea,  and  relieve  us  of  their  troublesome  presence, 
provided — mark  me — provided,  there  does  not  exist  the 
clearest  and  most  distinct  proof,  not  alone  that  they  are  con- 
spiring to  overthrow  the  present  dynasty— for  such  con- 
spiracies have  been  going  on  in  every  corner  of  the  kingdom, 
and  in  the  heart  of  every  family,  for  the  last  ten  years,  so 
that  we  should  only  make  them  worse  by  meddling  with 
them — but  that  these  men  are  conspiring  in  a  darker,  a  more 
dangerous,  a  more  treasonable,  or  a  more  dishonourable 
manner',  than  has  ever  been  done  before.  1  must  explain 
this  business  to  you,  Wilton,  and  my  views  u])on  it.  Politi- 
cians have  adopted  as  a  maxim  that  a  plot  discovered  and 
frusti'ated  always  strengthens  the  hands  of  the  existing 
government;  but  this  maxim  is  far  too  general,  and  con- 
sequently often  jn'oves  false  and  dangerous  in  ap])lication. 
The  conditions  under  which  the  discovery  and  frustration  of 
a  plot  do  really  strengthen  the  hands  of  government  are 
peculiar.  There  must  be  circumstances  attending  upon  the 
whole  transaction  which,  when  the  plot  is  exposed,  either 
destroy  the  means  of  future  conspiracies  formed  upon  the 
same  basis,  remove  for  ever  the  objects  of  the  conspirators, 
or  cause  a  great  change  in  public  feeling,  in  regard  to  their 
views  and  motives.  If  the  discovery  be  so  general,  the 
frusti'ation  so  complete,  and  the  punishment  so  severe,  as  to 
raise  the  i^ower  and  authority  of  the  government  in  the  eyes 
of  the  people,  to  awaken  a  wholesome  fear  in  the  disaffected, 
and  to  encourage  and  elevate  the  well  disposed  and  the 
friends  of  the  state,  a  very  great  object  is  certainly  gained ; 
and  that  which  was  intended  to  ruin  a  government  or  over- 
throw a  dynasty,  serves  but  to  root  it  more  firmly  than  before. 
There  is  another  case,  also,  which  is  very  ai)i)licable  at  the 
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present  moment.  If  there  be  something  in  the  nature  and 
designs  of  the  conspiracy,  so  odious  in  its  means,  its  character, 
and  its  objects,  as  to  enlist  against  the  conspirators  sensa- 
tions of  horror,  indignation,  and  contempt,  one  gains  from 
public  feeling  very  much  more  by  its  discovery  and  exposure, 
than  even  by  the  power  of  fear  over  the  disaffected,  and  the 
elevation  of  triumph  on  the  part  of  the  well  disposed.  But 
in  other  circumstances,  either  when  partial  discoveries  are 
made,  when  the  success  is  not  of  the  most  absolute,  general, 
and  distinct  kind,  when  the  objects  of  the  conspirators  excite 
many  sympathies,  the  errors  they  commit  admit  of  easy  pallia- 
tion, the  means  they  employ  are  noble,  generous,  and  chival- 
rous, and  the  fate  they  undergo  is  likely  to  produce  com- 
miseration, the  detection  and  crushing  of  them  only  tends  to 
multiply  and  strengthen  similar  endeavom's.  With  such 
conspiracif  s  as  these,  no  wise  minister  will  ever  meddle,  if  he 
can  help  it;  the  more  quiet  the  means  he  can  adopt  to 
frustrate  them,  the  better ;  the  less  he  exposes  them  and 
brings  them  into  light,  the  greater  will  be  his  success  ;  for 
they  are  like  the  Lernsean  serpent,  whose  heads  multiplied 
as  they  were  smitten  off;  and  it  is  far  more  easy  to  smother 
them  privately  than  to  smite  them  in  public.  This  is  the 
view  I  myself  take  of  the  matter ;  this  is  the  view  the  King 
takes  of  it ;  and  you  may  have  remarked  that  there  has  been 
no  attempt  made  for  many  years  to  investigate  or  punish 
plots  here  and  there,  although  we  have  had  the  proofs  that 
hundreds  existed  eveiy  year.  In  this  instance,  however,  the 
matter  is  different.  There  is  reason  to  believe  that  the  pre- 
sent conspiracy  is  one  of  svich  a  dark  and  honnble  nature,  as 
instantly  to  excite  the  indignation  of  the  whole  people,  to 
make  all  the  better  part  of  the  Jacobites  ashamed  of  the 
deeds  of  their  friends,  and  to  rouse  up  universal  feelings  of 
loyalty  throughout  the  land.  The  fact  is,  the  thing  is  already 
discovered.  Information  has  long  been  tendered  to  the 
government  by  various  persons  implicated  :  but  acting  upon 
the  plan  which  we  have  generally  pursued,  such  advances 
have  been  met  coldly,  till  last  night  more  distinct  and  definite 
information  was  given  by  some  one,  who,  instead  of  being 
actuated  by  motives  of  gain,  or  of  fear,  as  we  suspected  in 
all  other  cases,  came  forward,  it  seems,  from  personal  feelings 
of  gratitude  towards  the  King  himself.  His  majesty  promised 
this  person  not  to  bring  him  forward  in  the  business  at  all, 
and  has  refused  to  give  up  his  name,  even  to  me.  But  his 
conviction  of  the  truth  of  all  that  was  told  was  so  strong,  that 
the  previous  informer  was  sent  for  last  night  at  one  o'clock 
to  the  palace  at  Kensington,  to  which  place  I  also  had  been 
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summoned.  The  whole  facts,  the  names,  the  designs  of 
everybody  concerned,  were  then  completely  discovered,  and 
I  have  been  busying  myself  ever  since  I  rose,  in  adopting 
the  proper  measures  for  arresting  and  punishing  the  persons 
directly  implicated.  Having  explained  to  you  these  views, 
I  must  now  put  my  question  again.  Did  you  see  any  one 
amongst  these  conspirators  with  whose  person  you  were  ac- 
quainted }  I  only  ask  for  my  own  satisfaction,  and  on  every 
account  shall  abstain  from  bringing  your  name  forward,  in 
the  slightest  degree." 

"  There  was  only  one  person,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton, 
who  had  listened  with  deep  interest  to  this  long  detail ; 
"  there  was  only  one  person,  my  lord,  that  I  had  ever  know- 
ingly seen  before,  and  that  was  Sir  John  Fenwick." 

"  I  signed  a  warrant  for  his  arrest  half  an  hour  ago,"  re- 
joined the  Earl,  "  and  there  are  two  Messengers  seeking  him 
at  this  moment.  I  think  you  said  you  saw  Sir  George 
Barklev.?" 

"  I  cannot  absolutely  say  that,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton ; 
"  but  I  certainly  saw  a  gentleman  whom  I  believed,  and  most 
firmly  do  still  believe,  to  be  him  :  he  was  a  tall,  thin,  sinister- 
looking  man,  of  a  some^vhat  saturnine  complexion,  with  a 
deep  scar  on  his  cheek." 

"  The  same,  the  same,"  said  the  Earl,  "  undoubtedly  the 
same.  Listen,  if  you  know  any  of  these  names;"  and  he 
read  from  a  list — "  Sir  William  Parkyns,  Captain  Rookwood, 
Captain  Lowick,  Sir  John  Friend,  Charnock,  Cranburne,  the 
Earl  of  Aylesbury " 

"  The  Earl  certainly  was  not  there,  my  lord,"  replied 
Wilton;  "  for  I  know  him  well  by  sight,  and  I  saw  no  one, 
I  can  assure  you,  whom  I  knew,  but  Sir  John  Fenwick." 

"  And  this  Plessis,  at  whose  house  you  saw  them,"  con- 
tinued the  Earl — "  did  he  seem  to  be  taking  a  share  in  the 
business  with  them }  He  is  an  old  friend  of  mine,  this  Master 
Plessis;  and  obtains  for  me  some  of  the  best  information 
that  I  ever  get  from  abroad.  I  do  not  know  what  I  should 
do  without  Plessis.  He  is  the  most  useful  man  in  the  world. 
We  must  let  him  off,  at  all  events ;  hut  it  will  be  no  bad 
thing  to  have  a  rope  round  his  neck,  either." 

"  I  cannot  say,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton,  "  that  he  took 
any  part  whatsoever  in  the  business.  In  the  matter  of  setting 
free  Lady  Laura,  he  showed  himself  more  afraid  of  these 
good  gentry  than  fond  of  them,  and  after  their  arrival,  he  ran 
away  and  hid  himself" 

"  And  yet,"  said  the  Earl,  "  he's  a  rank  Jacobite,  too.  But 
that  does  not  signify.     He's  an  excellent  creature,  and  the 
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greatest  rogne  in  Cliristendom.  All  this  chocolate  comes 
from  him;  there's  nothing  like  it  in  Enrope.  Won't  you 
take  some,  Wilton  ?  I  forgot  to  ask  if  you  had  broken  your 
fast." — Wilton  replied  that  he  had  not,  and  the  Earl  made 
him  sit  down  and  follow  his  example,  of  writing  letters  and 
taking  his  chocolate  at  the  same  time.  One  of  the  notes, 
however,  which  the  Earl  himself  wrote,  attracted  his  secretary's 
attention  in  some  degree ;  for  as  soon  as  Lord  Byerdale  had 
concluded  it,  he  rang  the  bell  and  gave  it  to  a  servant,  say- 
ing, "  Take  that  to  Captain  Churchill's  lodgings.  You  know 
where  he  lives,  just  in  Duke  Street.     Wait  for  an  answer." 

The  man  went  away,  and  business  proceeded.  At  the  end 
of  about  an  hour,  however,  the  servant  returned,  saying,  as 
an  excuse  for  his  long  absence,  that  Captain  Churchill  was  in 
bed  Avhen  he  reached  his  house,  and  that  his  valet  had  refused 
to  wake  him. 

"  When  he  did  wake,  however,  my  lord,"  added  the  man, 
"  he  said  he  would  not  detain  me  to  write  a  note,  as  I  had 
been  kept  so  long  already;  but  would  wait  upon  your  lord- 
ship at  the  hour  you  named." 

Shortly  after  the  return  of  the  servant,  the  Earl  took  up 
his  papers,  and  prepared  to  proceed  to  Whitehall.  Before 
he  went,  however,  he  paused  opposite  to  the  table  at  which 
Wilton  was  writing,  and  looking  at  him  for  a  moment  with  a 
smile,  he  said, — 

"  You  are  surprised,  Wilton,  and  have  been  puzzling 
yourself  with  the  reason  why  I  take  so  much  more  interest 
in  you  than  I  used  to  do.  I  will  explain  it  all  to  you,  Wilton, 
in  one  word.  I  did  not  at  first  know^  who  you  were.  I  now^ 
do,  as  I  have  before  hinted;  and  my  conduct  to  one  whom  I 
believed  to  be  a  natural  son  of  the  Earl  of  S anbury,  and 
who  was  forced  upon  me  somewhat  against  my  own  Avill,  was 
of  course  very  different  from  that  which  I  show  towards  a 
young  gentleman  of  a  high  and  noble  family,  not  very  distantly 
related  to  myself. — Now  are  you  satisfied  ?" 

And  with  these  words  he  left  the  room.  Yet,  strange  to 
say,  Wilton,  though  not  a  little  surprised  at  what  he  heard, 
knew  the  Earl  of  Byerdale,  and  was  not  satisfied.  But  at  all 
events,  the  words  which  had  passed  set  his  mind  at  ease,  in 
regard  to  Laura.  He  now  felt  that  he  was  committing  no 
breach  of  confidence ;  that  he  was  pursuing  no  presumptuous 
suit,  in  seeking  the  object  of  his  dearest  and  his  brightest 
hopes ;  that  though  fortune  might  still  be  adverse,  and  such 
wealth  might  never  be  his,  as  to  place  him  in  a  position  equal, 
in  that  respect,  to  herself,  yet  he  had  every  right  and  title  to 
strive  for  her  hand  with  the  noblest  of  the  land. 
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Wilton  did  not,  indeed,  entertain  the  vain  thought  that  he 
brought  with  him  a  treasury  of  distinguished  talents,  high 
and  noble  feelings,  a  generous  spirit,  and  a  gallant  heart — 
qualities  which  many  a  competitor,  if  not  most,  would 
want: — he  did  not,  indeed,  so  argue  the  matter  with  himself; 
but  there  was  in  his  bosom  the  proud  consciousness  of 
deserving  well,  and  the  still  more  strengthening  and  embold- 
ening confidence,  of  loving  well,  truly,  nobly,  as  Laura 
deserved  to  be  loved. 

Still,  however,  he  was  not  satisfied  with  the  sudden  change 
in  the  Earl  of  Byerdale:  there  was  something  in  it  that 
roused  suspicion ;  and  he  resolved  to  watch  all  that  noble- 
man's proceedings  steadily  and  keenly,  and  if  possible  never 
to  be  off  his  guard  for  a  moment. 

Before  the  time  appointed  for  the  return  of  Arden,  the 
Messenger,  the  Earl  himself  came  home,  bearing  a  smile  of 
dark  satisfaction  on  his  countenance. 

"  Four  or  five  of  these  gentry,"  he  said,  as  he  entered, 
"  are  already  in  custody,  and  one  or  two  have  been  brought 
before  the  council.  A  man  of  the  name  of  Cook,  and 
another,  seem  well  inclined  to  become  approvers.  If  so,  the 
matter  will  be  easily  managed.  I  find  the  rumour  is  spread- 
ing all  over  the  town,  with  various  additions  and  improve- 
ments, of  course.  I  even  hear  that  there  were  reports  of  it 
all  yesterday,  though  neither  the  King,  nor  I,  nor  any  one  else, 
knew  aught  of  the  matter  then." 

"  Arc  any  of  the  principals  caught,  my  lord  ?"  demanded 
Wilton.  "  I  confess,  1  believe  that  man,  Sir  John  Fenwick, 
to  be  as  great  a  villain  as  any  upon  earth;  nor  do  I  look  upon 
him  as  a  man  of  much  coinage  either." 

"He  is  not  caught,"  re])lied  the  Earl;  "but  we  have  got 
one  poor  foolish  fellow,  called  Sir  John  Friend,  who  has 
shown  himself  a  friend  to  anybody  but  himself;"  and  he 
laughed  at  his  own  joke.  "  I  rather  suspect,"  he  continued, 
"  that  there  are  a  good  many  people  not  a  little  anxious  for 
Fenwick's  escape.  With  the  exception  of  Sir  George  Bark- 
ley,  he  is  undoubtedly  the  man  of  most  importance  amongst 
them.  He  is  nearly  connected,  you  know,  with  all  the 
Howards,  and  was  very  intimate  with  your  good  friend  the 
Duke.  He  is  well  acquainted  with  Lord  Aylesbury,  too; 
and  I  can  tell  you  there  are  a  good  many  suspicions  in  that 
quarter.  There  is  another  noble  lord.  Lord  Montgomery, 
inq)licated;  and  all  these  good  folks  are  suspected,"  and  he 
jnoceeded  to  read  a  list  of  some  twenty  or  thirty  names. 
"  But  there  is  no  intention  of  dealing  harshly,"  he  added; 
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"  and  a  distinction  will  be  made  between  the  more  culpable 
and  the  less.     Pray  has  Captain  Churchill  been  here?" 

"  Not  yet  that  I  have  heard  of,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton ; 
"  but  I  fairly  tell  your  lordship  that  I  do  not  think  he  was 
the  man  I  saw,  though  that  was  the  name  given." 

The  Earl  rang  the  bell  which  stood  upon  the  table,  and 
when  a  servant  appeared,  demanded  if  Captain  Churchill  had 
been  there. 

The  servant  replied  in  the  negative,  but  added  that  Mr. 
Arden  was  waiting.  The  Earl  ordered  him  to  be  sent  in; 
and  the  Messenger  accordingly  entered,  bearing  on  his  face 
an  air  of  triumph  and  insolence  which  provoked  Wilton's 
anger  a  good  deal. 

"Well,  my  lord,"  he  said,  not  waiting  for  the  Earl  of 
Byerdale  to  speak — "I  have  got  proof  positive  now,  for  I 
have  been  at  Captain  Churchill's  lodgings,  pumping  his  ser- 
vants, and  they  tell  me  that  he  was  very  ill  all  yesterday, 
as,  indeed,  I  knew  he  was,  and  in  bed  the  greater  part  of  the 
day." 

"  Indeed!"  said  the  Earl.  "  This  is  strange  enough !  But 
as  you  say,  Wilton,  that  you  do  not  think  it  was  really 
Captain  Churchill,  the  name  might  be  given  merely  as  a  nom 
de  guerre,  and  the  person  giving  it  might  be  a  very  honest 
man,  too." 

Before  he  could  conclude,  one  of  the  servants  announced 
that  Captain  Churchill  waited  without;  and  in  a  moment 
after  he  was  admitted,  presenting  to  Wilton's  eyes  a  person 
not  very  unlike  in  size  and  form  the  Duke  of  Berwick,  and 
somewhat  resembling  him  in  countenance,  but  several  years 
older,  and  somewhat  darker  in  complexion. 

He  entered  with  a  gay  and  smiling  air,  and  with  a  grace  of 
caniage  and  demeanour  which  was  common  to  himself  and 
his  brother,  aftei-wards  the  famous  Duke  of  Marlborough. 

"  Why,  my  lord,"  he  said,  advancing  towards  Lord 
Byerdale,  and  shaking  him  by  the  hand,  "  I  am  almost 
alarmed  at  your  unexpected  summons,  especially  after  all 
the  terrible  doings  which  I  hear  have  taken  place.  Why, 
they  tell  me  that  the  gates  of  Newgate  have  never  ceased 
tm-ning  upon  their  hinges  all  the  morning,  and  that  the  Tower 
itself  is  full." 

"  Not  quite  so  bad  as  that,"  replied  the  Earl:  "but  I  am 
sure,  my  dear  Captain,  you  have  nothing  to  fear  in  such  a 
matter." 

"  Not  that  I  know  of,"  answered  Churcliill,  "  and  I  would 
have  come  at  once  when  you  wrote;  but,  to  say  the  truth,  I 
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was  up  late  last  night,  and  slept  till  nearly  noon  this  morning. 
• — But,  bless  my  soul!"  he  continued,  turning  towards  Wil- 
ton—to that  gentleman's  utter  surprise  and  astonishment— 
"  is  not  this  my  good  friend,  Mr.  Wilton  Brown,  your  lord- 
ship's secretary  ?"  and  advancing  a  step  or  two,  he  shook 
Wilton  heartily  by  the  hand. 

"  How  is  the  young  lady  ?"  he  continued.  "  I  hope  you 
got  quite  safe  to  London  with  your  fair  charge .'" 

The  countenance  of  Arden,  the  Messenger,  presented  a 
ludicrous  picture  of  disappointment  and  consternation. 
Wilton  was  certainly  even  more  surprised  than  himself;  but 
he  did  not  suffer  his  face  to  betray  any  expression  of  wonder, 
though,  it  must  be  owned,  he  felt  a  strong  inclination  to  laugh. 
He  replied,  however,  calmly  to  Churchill's  question, — 

"  I  thank  you  very  much,  sir:  she  got  quite  safe  to 
London.  At  an  early  hour  this  morning  I  left  her  with  her 
father." 

"  Then,  Captain  Churchill,"  said  the  Earl,  "  you  are 
neither  more  nor  less  than  the  person  who  rendered  my 
young  friend  Wilton,  here,  such  very  good  assistance  last 
night." 

Churchill  made  a  low  and  complimentary  bow,  replying, 
"  Oh,  my  lord,  you  are  too  good !  The  assistance  that  I 
rendered  him  was  little  enough,  I  can  assure  you.  His  own 
gallantry  and  good  conduct  did  much  more  than  I  could  pos- 
sibly do. — But  I  hope  and  trust  my  good  friend,  Arden,  the 
Messenger,  there,  is  not  waiting  for  me ;  for  I  can  assure 
your  lordship  that,  though  I  was  upon  a  little  frolic  last 
night,  which  I  might  not  very  well  like  to  have  inquired  into, 
it  was  certainly  nothing  of  a  Jacobitical  nature,  as  you  may 
well  suppose,  and  as  my  good  friend,  Mr.  Brown,  here,  can 
testify." 

"  I  do  not  in  the  slightest  degree  suspect  you,  Churchill," 
replied  the  Earl.  "  The  only  point  was  to  ascertain  whether 
it  was  you  or  Sir  George  Barkley  who  was  with  my  friend 
Wilton,  here,  last  night;  Arden,  the  Messenger,  who  has  be- 
haved very  ill  throughout  the  whole  business,  positively 
swearing,  this  morning,  that  Wilton  was  accompanied  along 
part  of  the  road  by  Sir  George  Barkley,  the  well-known 
traitor,  and  that  he,  Wilton,  my  private  secretary,  connived  at 
and  aided  his  escape." 

"  I  can  assure  your  lordshi]>,"  replied  Churchill,  in  a  per- 
fectly grave  tone,  "  on  my  honour  as  a  gentleman,  1  have  the 
most  perfect  certainty,  find  could  ])rove,  if  necessary,  that 
the  charge  is  entirely  and  totally  false;  that  Sir  George 
Barkley  did  not  accompany  your  young  friend  for  a  single 
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step,  and  that  he  was  only  accompanied  by  a  fair  lady  with 
very  bright  eyes,  by  another  gentleman  whom  I  nndtjrstand  to 
be  a  certain  Captain  Byerly— a  very  respectable  man,  only 
that  he  rides  a  little  hard  upon  the  King's  Highway— and  by 
a  person,  of  perhaps  less  importance  and  repute,  named 
Captain  Churchill." 

"  That  is  quite  satisfactory,  my  dear  sir,"  replied  the  Earl. 
"  You  hear,  Mr.  Ardeii.  Be  so  good  as  to  quit  the  room,  and 
to  remember,  that  from  this  moment  you  are  no  longer  a 
Messenger  of  State." 

Wilton  could  almost  have  found  it  in  his  heart  to  inter- 
pose, knowing  all  that  he  did  know ;  but  when  he  recollected 
the  whole  course  of  the  ma,n's  bad  conduct,  he  felt  that  the 
retribution  which  had  fallen  upon  him  was  but  just,  and  he 
left  the  matter  to  take  its  course.  Churchill  then  conversed 
for  a  few  minutes  with  the  Earl,  in  an  under  tone ;  and  as 
the  business  of  the  day  seemed  over,  Wilton  prepared  to 
take  his  departure. 

"  Wait  one  moment,  Mr.  Brown,"  said  Churchill,  "  and  if 
you  are  going  my  way,  I  will  accompany  you." 

"  You  will  not  fail,  my  dear  Wilton,  I  trust,"  said  the 
Earl,  "  to  visit  the  young  lady,  and  inquire  after  her  health. 
Pray  present  ray  most  devoted  homage  to  her,  and  assure 
her  that  I  have  been  most  uneasy  at  her  situation,  and 
grieved  for  all  that  she  must  have  undergone.  I  shall  cer- 
tainly wait  upon  her  to-morrow.  In  the  meantime,"  he 
added,  in  a  lower  tone,  "  do  not  entertain  any  apprehensions 
in  regard  to  your  situation.  Go  boldly  forward,  make  sure 
of  her  heart,  and  all  the  rest  will  be  rendered  much  more 
easy  than  you  imagine.  Nothing  that  I  can  do  for  you  shall 
be  wanting ;  and  you  have  only  to  let  me  know  when  you 
have  any  engagement  at  Beaufort  House,  and  I  will  find 
means  to  do  without  your  attendance  here. —  I  beg  your 
pardon.  Captain  Churchill ;  I  only  wished  to  give  this  young 
gentleman  a  word  of  good  advice  before  he  left  me." 

"  And  I  only  waited  till  he  was  ready,  my  lord,"  replied 
Churchill,  "  to  take  my  leave  of  your  lordship,  wishing  you 
full  success  in  dealing  with  the  nest  of  vagabonds  you  have 
got  hold  of." 

Thus  saying,  he  took  his  leave,  and  quitting  the  house 
together  with  Wilton,  put  his  arm  through  his,  and  walked 
on  as  familiarly  as  if  they  had  been  old  acquaintances. 
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CHAPTER  XXXI. 

It  may  be  made  a  question  of  very  great  doubt,  whether  the 
faculty — and  it  is  indisputably  a  faculty  of  the  mind  in  its 
first  freshness — the  faculty  of  wondering  at  anything  extra- 
ordinary, or  out  of  the  common  course  of  our  knowledge,  is 
or  is  not  productive  of  advantage  as  well  as  pleasure  to  us. 
But  there  can  be  no  question  whatsoever,  that  very  great 
advantages  are  attached  to  the  power  of  concealing  our 
wonder.  Nothing,  indeed,  should  surprise  us  in  life,  for  we 
are  surrounded  by  daily  miracles ;  nothing  should  surprise, 
because  the  combination  of  means  in  the  hand  of  Almighty 
Power  must  be  infinite  ;  and  to  permit  our  wonder  to  appear 
at  anvthing,  is  but  to  confess  ourselves  inexperienced,  or 
unobserving,  or  thoughtless;  and  yet  with  all  that,  it  is  a 
very  pleasant  sensation. 

Wilton  Brown,  fi'om  his  commerce  with  the  world,  and 
especially  from  the  somewhat  hard  lessons  which  he  had 
received  in  the  house  of  the  Earl  of  Bverdale,  had  been 
taught,  in  communicating  with  persons  unknown  and  indif- 
ferent to  him,  to  put  a  strong  restraint  upon  the  expression 
of  his  feelings.  On  the  present  occasion,  not  having  the 
slightest  knowledge  or  conception  of  Captain  Churchill's 
character,  he  walked  on  beside  him,  as  their  way  seemed  to 
lie  together,  without  the  slightest  inquiry  or  expression  of 
surprise  in  regard  to  what  had  taken  })lace ;  and  Captain 
Churchill  was  almost  inclined  to  believe  that  his  yoimg  com- 
panion was  dull,  apathetic,  and  insensible,  although  he  had 
good  reason  to  know  the  contrary.  The  silence,  however, 
did  somewhat  annoy  him ;  for  he  was  not  without  a  certain 
share  of  good-humoured  vanity;  and  he  thought,  and  thought 
justly,  that  he  had  acted  his  part  to  admiration.  He  resolved, 
therefore,  to  say  nothing  upon  the  subject  either,  as  far  as  he 
could  avoid  it;  and  thus,  strange  to  say,  after  the  extra- 
ordinary scene  which  had  taken  jdace,  the  two  people  who 
had  borne  a  part  therein  had  got  as  far  as  the  door  of  Captain 
Churchill's  house  in  Duke-street,  without  interchanging  a 
word  u])on  the  subject.  There,  however,  Wilton  was  about 
to  take  his  leave ;  but  Churchill  stopped  him,  saying, — 

"  Do  me  the  fiivour  of  coming  in  for  a  moment  or  two, 
Mr.  Brown.     I  have  something  Avhich  I  wish  to  give  you." 

Wilton  followed  him  up  stairs,  with  merely  some  reply  in 
the  common  course  of  civility ;  and  Churchill,  opening  a 
cabinet  in  the  drawing-room,  took  out  ,1  handsome  diamond 
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ring,  saying,  "  I  have  received  a  commission  this  morning  from 
a  near  relation  of  mine,  who  considers  that  he  owes  his  life 
to  you,  to  beg  your  acceptance  of  this  little  token,  to  remem- 
ber him  by  when  you  look  upon  it.  He  sent  it  to  me  by  a 
messenger  at  the  moment  that  he  was  embarking  for  France, 
together  with  a  letter  of  instructions  as  to  how  he  w^ished  me 
to  act  in  case  of  there  being  any  question  regarding  the 
transactions  of  last  night." 

"  I  saw,"  replied  Wilton,  "  that  you  must  have  got  informa- 
tion some  way ;  but  in  whatever  way  you  did  get  that  infor- 
mation, you  certainly  played  your  part  as  admirably  as  it  was 
possible  to  conceive.  I  fear  I  did  not  play  mine  quite  so 
well,  for  I  was  taken  by  surprise." 

"  Oh,  quite  well  enough,  quite  well  enough,"  replied  Captain 
Churchill.  "  To  say  the  truth,  my  task  was  somewhat  of  a 
delicate  one,  for  in  these  days  one  might  easily  involve  one's 
self  in  imputations  difficult  to  be  got  rid  of  again.  My 
family  have  chosen  our  parts  so  sti'ongly  and  decidedly,  that 
my  young  relation  did  not  venture  to  see  me  when  he  was  in 
London ;  not,  indeed,  from  any  fear  of  my  betraying  him, — 
for  that,  of  course,  was  out  of  the  question, — but  rather  from 
the  apprehension  of  committing  me.  He  trusted  me  with 
this  other  matter,  however,  probably  not  knowing,  first,  that 
I  was  ill,  and  had  been  in  bed  all  yesterday,  and,  next,  that 
this  diabolical  plot  for  assassinating  the  King  and  admitting 
the  enemy  into  the  heart  of  the  land  has  been  discovered. 
The  letter  came  about  an  hour  after  Lord  Byerdale's,  and 
just  in  time  to  save  me  from  denying  that  I  was  out  of  my 
own  house  all  yesterday.  But  you  do  not  take  the  ring, 
Mr.  Brown :  pray  accept  it  as  a  mere  token  of  gratitude  and 
esteem  on  the  part  of  the  Duke.  His  esteem,  I  can  assure 
you,  is  worth  having." 

"  I  doubt  it  not  in  the  least,  my  dear  sir,"  replied  Wilton ; 
"  but  yet  I  must  beg  to  decline  his  gift :  in  the  first  place, 
because  I  am  entitled  to  no  gi'atitude ;  and  in  the  next, 
because  the  Duke  must  be  considered  as  an  enemy  of  the 
government  I  serve.  He  certainly  saved  my  life ;  for  I  do 
not  suppose  the  man  who  was  in  the  act  of  firing  at  me  would 
have  missed  his  mark,  if  his  hand  had  not  been  knocked  up. 
After  that  I  could  not,  of  course,  suffer  the  Duke  to  be 
arrested  by  my  side,  if  I  could  help  it,  and  therefore  I  did 
what  I  could  to  assist  him,  but  that  was  little." 

Churchill  endeavoured,  by  various  arguments,  to  persuade 
his  young  companion  to  receive  the  ring ;  but  Wilton  would 
not  suffer  himself  to  be  moved  upon  the  subject ;  and  had, 
at  all  events,  the  satisfaction  of  hearing  Churchill  himself 
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acknowledge,  as  he  was  taking  his  leave,  "  Well,  after  all,  I 
believe  you  are  right." 

Their  conference  was  not  very  long ;  for  it  may  be  easily 
imagined,  that  one  of  the  party,  at  least,  was  anxious  to  pro- 
ceed on  his  way  in  another  direction ;  and  leaving  Captain 
Churchill  as  soon  as  he  decently  could,  Wilton  returned  to 
his  house,  changed  his  dress,  and  entered  one  of  those 
vehicles  called  hackney  coaches,  which,  in  the  days  of  King 
William  III.,  were  as  rumbling  and  crazy,  and  even  more 
slow,  than  at  present. 

Before  he  reached  Beaufort  House,  Wilton's  patience  was 
well  nigh  exhausted ;  but  if  we  may  tell  the  truth,  there  was 
one  as  imjiatient  as  himself.  When  they  had  arrived  that 
morning  at  Beaufort  House,  Laura's  thoughts  had  been 
divided.  Her  anxiety  to  see  her  father,  to  tell  him  she  was 
safe,  to  give  joy  to  the  heart  of  one  she  loved  with  the  fullest 
feelings  of  filial  affection,  had  a  strong  share  in  all  her  sen- 
sations ;  but  that  was  over,  and  her  mind  turned  to  Wilton 
again.  In  telling  her  father  all  that  had  occurred,  in  recount- 
ing everything  that  Wilton  had  done,  in  hearing  from  the 
Duke  himself  all  her  lover's  exertions  and  anxiety,  till  he 
obtained  some  clue  to  the  place  where  she  was  detained, 
vivid  images  were  continually  brought  up  before  her  mind  of 
things  that  were  most  sweet  to  contemplate.  When  she 
retired  to  her  own  chamber,  although  she  strove,  at  her 
father's  request,  to  obtain  sleep,  those  sweet  but  agitating 
images  followed  her  still,  and  every  word,  and  tone,  and  look 
of  him  she  loved,  returned  to  her  memory,  and  banished 
slumber  .altogether  liom  her  pillow. 

On  whatever  part  of  his  conduct  memory  rested,  to  the 
eyes  of  affection  it  seemed  all  that  could  be  desired.  If  she 
thought  of  him  standing  boldly  in  the  presence  of  superior 
numbers  —  calm,  cool,  unintimidated,  decided;  or  if  she 
recalled  his  conduct  to  the  Duke  of  Berwick,  generously 
risking  all  rather  than  not  repay  that  nobleman's  gallant 
interposition  in  his  favour  by  similar  eflbrts  in  his  behalf;  or 
if  she  recollected  his  behaviour  to  herself,  when  alone  under 
his  care  and  guidance,  the  tenderness,  the  gentleness,  the 
delicate  forbearance,  the  consideration  for  all  her  feelings, 
and  for  every  difficult  point  of  her  situation  which  he  had 
disjilayed — each  part  of  his  behaviour  seemed  to  her  partial 
eyes  all  that  she  could  have  dreamed  of  excellent  and  good, 
and  each  part  stood  out  in  bright  ajjposition  with  the  other ; 
the  gentle  kindness  contrasting  strongly  with  the  firm  and 
courageous  determination ;  the  generous  and  unhesitating 
protection  of  an  upright  and  gallant  enemy,  seeming  but  the 
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more  bright  from  his  calm  and  prudent  bearing  towards  a 
body  of  low-minded  and  ill-designing  traitors. 

Thus,  during  the  time  that  she  remained  alone,  her  thoughts 
were  all  of  him,  and  those  thoughts  were  all  sweet.  Grati- 
tude, it  is  true,  might  derive  a  great  portion  of  its  brightness 
from  love :  but  Laura  fancied  that  she  had  not  said  half 
enough  in  return  for  all  that  he  had  done  in  her  behalf:  she 
fancied  that  she  had  scarcely  spoken  her  thanks  sufficiently 
warmly,  and  she  longed  to  see  him  again,  to  talk  over  all 
that  had  taken  place,  to  assure  him  of  her  deep,  deep  grati- 
tude, and,  perhaps — though  she  did  not  acknowledge  that 
purpose  to  her  own  heart — to  assure  him  also  still  more  fully 
of  her  unchanging  affection.  Laui'a  had  never  felt,  even  in 
the  least  degree,  what  love  is  before.  She  was  not  one  of 
the  many  who  trifle  away  their  heart's  brightest  affections 
piece  by  piece.  She  had  given  her  love  all  at  once,  and  the 
sensation  was  the  more  overpowering. 

At  length,  then,  as  the  hour  approached  when  she  supposed 
he  might  be  likely  to  return,  she  rose  and  dressed  herself, 
and  perhaps  that  day  she  thought  more  of  her  beauty  than 
she  had  ever  done  before  in  life  ;  but  it  w^as  not  with  any 
vain  pleasure;  for  she  thought  of  it  only  inasmuch  as  it  might 
please  another  whom  she  loved.  We  can  all  surely  remem- 
ber how,  when  in  the  days  of  our  childhood  we  have  had 
some  present  to  give  to  a  dear  fiiend,  we  have  looked  at  it 
and  considered  it,  and  fancied  it  even  more  valuable  and 
delightful  than  it  really  was,  with  the  bright  hope  of  its  ap- 
pearing so  to  the  person  for  whom  it  was  destined.  Thus 
with  her  toilet,  Laura  let  her  maid  take  as  much  pains  as  she 
would ;  and  when  she  saw  in  the  glass  as  lovely  a  face  and 
form  as  that  instrument  of  vanity  ever  reflected,  and  could 
not  help  acknowledging  that  it  was  so,  she  smiled  with  a 
pleasure  that  she  had  never  felt  before,  to  think  that  beauty 
also  was  a  part  of  the  dowry  of  bright  things  which  she  was 
to  bring  to  him  she  loved. 

Though  the  maid  was  somewhat  longer  with  her  mistress's 
toilet  than  usual,  delaying  it  for  a  little,  perhaps,  with  a  view 
of  obtaining  farther  information  than  Lady  Laura  was  in- 
clined to  give  her,  upon  all  the  events  of  the  two  or  three 
days  preceding,  yet  Laura  was  down  in  the  saloon  some 
time  before  the  dinner-hour,  and  she  looked  not  a  little 
anxiously  for  the  coming  of  Wilton.  She  was  not  inclined 
to  chide  him  for  delay,  for  she  knew  that  it  would  be  no  fault 
of  his  if  he  were  not  there  early.  The  Duke,  not  knowing 
that  she  had  risen,  had  gone  out;  but  he,  too,  had  left  her 
heart  happy  in  the  morning  when  they  parted,  by  answering 
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her,  when  she  told  him  of  the  invitation  she  had  given,  with 
such  encomiums  of  her  deliverer,  of  his  manner,  of  his  cha- 
racter, of  his  person,  and  of  his  mind,  that  Laiua  was  almost 
tempted  into  hopes  more  bright  than  the  reality. 

Notwithstanding  all  delays  Wilton  did  at  length  arrive,  and 
that,  too,  before  the  Duke  returned,  so  that  Laura  had  time 
to  tell  him  how  happy  her  father's  praises  of  him  had  made 
her,  and  to  insinuate  hopes,  though  she  did  not  ventiu-e  ab- 
solutely to  express  them.  Her  words,  and  her  manner,  and 
her  look,  in  consequence  of  all  that  had  been  passing  in  her 
mind  during  the  morning,  were  more  warm,  more  tender  than 
they  had  even  been  before ;  and  who  could  blame  Wilton, 
or  say  that  he  presumed,  if  he,  too,  gave  way  somewhat  more 
to  the  warm  and  passionate  love  of  his  own  heart,  than  he 
had  dared  to  venture  during  their  preceding  intercourse  ? 

Laura  did  not  blame  him.  She  blushed,  indeed,  as  he 
pressed  her  to  his  heart,  though  he  was  the  man  whom  she  loved 
best  on  earth;  but  yet,  though  she  blushed,  she  felt  no  wrong: 
she  felt,  on  the  contrary,  the  same  pure  and  endearing  af- 
fection towards  him  that  he  felt  for  her,  and  knew  that  gentle 
pressure  to  be  but  an  expression,  on  his  part,  of  the  same 
high,  holy,  and  noble  love  with  which  she  could  have  clung 
to  his  bosom  in  any  moment  of  danger,  difficulty  or  distress. 

At  length  the  Duke  made  his  appearance;  and  eagerly 
grasped  Wilton's  hand  in  both  his  own,  thanking  him  a 
thousand  and  a  thousand  times  for  restoring  to  him  his  be- 
loved child,  and  telling  him  that  no  words  or  deeds  coidd 
ever  express  his  gratitude.  Indeed,  so  much  more  eager, 
so  much  more  demonstrative,  was  his  whole  demeanour,  than 
that  of  his  daughter,  that  he  blamed  Laura  for  coldness  in 
expressing  what  she  felt  only  too  warmly  for  words;  and 
until  dinner  was  announced,  he  continued  talking  over  all 
that  had  occurred,  and  inquiring  again  and  again  into  each 
particular. 

As  they  went  into  the  dining-room,  however,  he  made  a 
sign  to  his  daughter,  whom  he  had  cautioned  before,  and 
whispered  to  Wilton,  "  Of  course,  vfe  must  not  talk  of  these 
things  before  the  servants." 

All  that  had  passed  placed  Wilton  now  in  a  far  different 
situation  with  the  Duke  and  his  daughter  from  that  in  which 
he  had  ever  stood  before.  His  mind  was  perfectly  at  ease 
with  them,  and  the  relief  had  its  natural  effect  on  his  conver- 
sation :  all  the  treasures  of  his  mind,  all  the  high  feelings 
of  his  heart,  he  knew  might  be  dis})layed  fearlessly.  He  did 
not,  indeed,  seek  to  bring  those  treasured  feelings  forward; 
he  did  not  strive  to  shine,  as  it  is  called,  for  that  striving  must 
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in  itself  always  give  a  want  of  ease.  But  poor,  indeed,  must 
be  the  mind,  dull  and  slow  the  imagination,  whieh,  out  of  the 
ordinary  things  of  life — ay!  even  out  of  the  every-day  con- 
versation of  beings  inferior  to  itself — does  not  naturally  and 
easily  derive  immense,  unfathomable  currents  of  thought,  com- 
binations of  fancy,  of  feeling,  and  of  reflection,  which  only 
want  the  licence  of  the  will  to  flow  on  and  sjmrkle  as  they  go. 
It  is,  that  the  Will  refuses  that  licence  when  we  are  with 
those  that  we  despise  or  dislike:  it  is,  that  we  voluntarily  shut 
the  flood-gates,  and  will  not  allow  the  streams  to  rush  forth. 
But  with  Wilton  it  was  very,  very  different  now :  he  was  in 
the  presence  of  one  whose  eye  was  sunshine  to  him,  whose 
mind  was  of  an  equal  tone  with  his  own ;  and  there  was  be- 
sides in  his  bosom  that  strong  passion  in  its  strongest  form 
which  gives  to  everything  it  mingles  with  its  own  depth,  and 
intensity,  and  power  —  which,  like  a  mountain  torrent,  sud- 
denly poured  into  the  bed  of  some  summer  rivulet,  changes 
it  at  once  in  force,  in  speed,  in  depth  —  that  passion  which 
has  made  dumb  men  eloquent,  and  cowards  brave. 

Thus,  though  the  conversation  began  with  ordinary  subjects, 
touched  but  upon  matters  of  taste  and  amusement,  and  ap- 
proached deeper  feelings  only  as  a  deviation  from  its  regular 
course,  yet  at  every  turn  it  took,  Wilton's  mind  displayed 
its  richness  and  its  power;  till  the  Duke,  who  had  considerable 
taste  and  natural  feeling,  as  well  as  high  cultivation  of  mind, 
looked  with  surprise  and  admiration  towards  his  daughter; 
and  every  now  and  then  Laura  herself,  almost  breathless 
with  mingled  feelings  of  pleasure,  pride,  and  affection,  turned 
her  eyes  upon  her  father,  and  marked  his  sensations  with  a 
happy  smile. 

And  yet  it  was  all  so  natural,  so  easy,  so  unaffected,  that 
one  felt  there  was  neither  effort  nor  presumjDtion.  There 
was  nothing  of  what  the  vulgar  mass  of  common  society  call 
eloquence  about  it;  but  there  was  the  true  eloquence,  which 
by  a  single  touch  wakes  the  sound  that  we  desire  to  produce 
in  the  heart  of  another:  which  by  one  bright  instantaneous 
flash  lights  up,  to  the  perception  of  every  one  around,  each 
point  that  we  wish  them  to  behold.  Eloquence  consists  not 
in  many  words,  but  in  few  words:  the  thoughts,  the  associ- 
ations, the  images,  may  be  many,  but  the  acme  of  eloquence 
is  in  the  rapidity  of  their  expression. 

Wilton,  then,  did  not  in  any  degree  presume.  He  discoursed 
upon  nothing ;  he  did  not  even  attempt  to  lead.  The  Duke 
led  the  conversation,  and  he  followed:  but  it  was  like  that 
famous  entry  of  the  Roman  emperor,  where  an  eagle  was 
seen  hovering  round  and  round  his  head:    the  royal  bird 
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followed,  indeed,  the  monarch;  bnt  in  his  flight  took  ton 
times  a  wider  scope :  the  people  hailed  with  loud  gratulations 
the  approach  of  Caesar,  but  in  the  attendant  bird  they  reco- 
gnised Jove.  The  Duke,  however,  who  had  taste,  as  we  have 
said,  and  feeling,  and  who,  in  regard  to  conversational  powers, 
was  not  a  vain  man,  was  delighted  with  his  guest,  and  laid 
himself  out  to  lead  Wilton  on  towards  subjects  on  which  he 
thought  he  would  shine:  but  there  was  one  very  extraor- 
dinary thing  in  the  history  of  that  afternoon.  There  was 
not  a  servant  in  the  hall — no,  neither  the  laced  and  ribanded 
lackey  lately  hired  in  London,  the  old  blue  bottles  from  the 
country  mansion,  the  stately  butler  and  his  understrapper  of 
the  cellaret,  nor  the  Duke's  own  French  gentleman,  who  stood 
very  close  to  his  master's  elbow  during  the  whole  of  dinner- 
time— there  was  not  one  that  did  not  clearly  and  perfectly 
perceive  that  their  young  lady  was  in  love  with  her  hand- 
some deliverer,  and  did  not  comment  upon  it  in  their  several 
spheres,  when  they  quitted  the  room.  Every  one  felt  posi- 
tive that  the  matter  was  all  arranged,  and  the  wedding  was 
soon  to  take  place ;  and,  to  say  the  ti'uth,  so  much  had  Wilton 
in  general  won  upon  their  esteem  by  one  means  or  another, 
that  the  only  objection  urged  against  him,  in  the  various 
councils  which  were  held  upon  the  subject,  was,  that  his  name 
was  Brown,  that  he  had  not  a  vis-a-vis,  and  that  he  kept  only 
two  horses. 

The  two  or  three  last  sentences,  it  must  be  owned,  are 
lamentable  digressions;  for  we  have  not  yet  stated  what  the 
extraordinary  thing  was.  It  was  not  in  the  least  degree  ex- 
traordinary that  the  servants  should  all  find  out  the  secret  of 
Laura's  heart;  for  her  eyes  told  it  every  time  that  she  looked 
at  Wilton ;  but  it  is  very  extraordinary,  indeed,  that  her 
father  should  never  find  it  out,  when  every  one  else  that  was 
present  did.  Is  it  that  there  is  a  magic  haze  Avhich  surrounds 
love,  that  can  never  be  penetrated  by  the  eyes  of  parents  or 
guardians,  till  some  particular  allotted  moment  is  arrived .'' 
I  cannot  tell ;  so,  however,  has  it  always  proved,  and  so  in 
all  probability  it  ever  will. 

Such  was  the  case  with  the  Duke  at  the  present  moment. 
Although  there  was  every  opportunity  for  his  daughter  and 
Wilton  falling  in  love  with  each  other;  although  there  was 
every  reasonable  cause  thereunto  them  moving — youth,  and 
beauty,  and  warm  hearts,  and  gratitude,  and  interesting  situa- 
tions: although  there  was  every  probability  that  time,  place, 
and  circumstance  could  afford;  although  there  was  every  indi- 
cation, sign,  symptom,  and  appearance,  that  it  was  absolutely 
the  case  at  that  very  moment,  yet  the  Duke  saw  nothing  of  it, 
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did  not  believe  it  existed,  did  not  imagine  that  it  was  likely 
ever  to  exist,  and  was  quite  pi'epared  to  be  astonished,  sur- 
pi-ised,  and  mortified,  at  whatever  period  the  fact,  by  the  will 
of  fate,  should  be  forced  upon  his  understanding. 

Such  was  the  state  of  all  parties  at  the  time  when  Laura 
rose  from  the  table,  and  left  her  father  and  Wilton  alone. 
Now  the  bad  custom  of  men  sitting  together  and  drinking 
immense  and  detrimental  quantities  of  various  kinds  of  wine, 
was  at  that  time  at  its  very  acme ;  so  much  so,  indeed,  that 
there  is  more  than  one  recorded  instance,  in  the  years  1695 
and  1690",  of  gentlemen — yes,  reader,  actually  gentlemen,  that 
is  to  say,  persons  who  had  had  every  advantage  of  birth,  for- 
tune, and  education — killing  themselves  with  intoxication, 
exactly  in  the  manner  which  a  noble  but  most  unhappy  bard 
of  our  own  days  has  described,  in — 

"  the  Irish  peer 

Who  kill'd  himself  for  love,  with  wine,  last  year," 

On  this  subject,  however,  we  shall  not  dwell,  as  we  may  be 
fated,  perhaps,  in  the  very  beginning  of  the  next  chapter,  to 
touch  upon  some  of  the  other  peculiar  habits  of  those  days. 

Now  neither  Wilton  nor  the  Duke  were  at  all  addicted  to 
the  vice  we  have  mentioned ;  and  Wilton  had  certainly  much 
stronger  attractions  in  another  room  of  that  house  than  any 
that  the  Duke's  cellar  could  afford  him.  The  Duke,  too,  had 
small  inclination  usually  to  sit  long  at  table;  but  on  the  pre- 
sent occasion  he  had  an  object  in  detaining  his  young  friend 
in  the  dining-room  after  Lady  Laura  had  departed.  Wilton's 
eyes  saw  him  turn  towards  him  several  times,  while  the  ser- 
vants were  busy  about  the  table,  and  had,  indeed,  even  during 
dinner,  remarked  a  certain  sort  of  restlessness,  which  he  at- 
tributed, and  rightly,  to  an  anxiety  regarding  the  plots  of 
the  Jacobites,  in  which  the  peer  had  so  nearly  involved 
himself. 

At  length,  when  the  room  was  cleared  and  the  door  closed, 
the  Duke  drew  round  his  chair  towards  the  fire,  begging  his 
young  friend  to  do  the  same,  and  mingling  the  matter  of 
alarm  even  with  his  invitation  to  the  first  glass  of  wine, 
"  My  dear  Wilton,"  he  said — "  you  must  permit  me  to  call 
you  so,  for  I  can  now  look  upon  you  as  little  less  than  a  son 
— I  wish  you  to  give  me  a  fuller  account  of  all  this  business 
than  poor  Laura  can,  for  there  is  news  cun-ent  about  the 
town  to-day  which  somewhat  alarms  me,  though  I  do  not 
think  there  is  any  need  of  alarm  either.  But  sm-ely,  Wilton, 
they  could  not  bring  me  in  as  at  all  accessory  to  a  plot 
which  I  would  have  nothing  to  do  with." 
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"Oh  no,  my  lord,  I  should  think  not,"  replied  Wilton, 
without  much  consideration.  "  I  know  it  is  the  wish  of  the 
government  only  to  punish  the  chief  offenders." 

"  Then  you  think  it  is  really  all  discovered,  as  they  say  ? " 
demanded  the  Duke. 

"  I  know  it  is,"  replied  Wilton.  "  Several  of  the  con- 
spirators are  already  in  custody,  and  warrants  are  issued,  I 
understand,  against  the  rest.  As  far  as  I  can  judge,  two 
or  three  will  turn  King's  evidence,  and  the  rest  will  be  exe- 
cuted." 

"  Good  God  ! "  exclaimed  the  Duke.  "  I  heard  something 
of  the  business  when  I  was  out,  but  scarcely  gave  it  credit. 
It  seemed  so  suddenly  discovered." 

"  I  believe  the  government  have  had  the  clue  in  their 
hands  for  some  time,"  rejjlied  Wilton,  "  but  have  only 
availed  themselves  of  it  lately." 

"  Have  you  heard  any  one  named,  Wilton  ? "  demanded 
the  Duke  again ;  "  any  of  those  who  are  taken,  or  any  of 
those  who  are  suspected.?" 

"  Sir  John  Friend  has  been  arrested  this  morning,"  replied 
Wilton ;  "  a  person  named  Cranburne,  and  another  called 
Rookwood.  I  heard  the  names  of  those  who  are  suspected 
also  read  over." 

"  Then  I  adjure  you,  my  dear  young  fi-iend,"  cried  the 
Duke,  starting  up,  and  grasping  his  hand  in  great  agitation 
— "  I  adjure  you,  by  all  the  regard  that  exists  between  us, 
and  all  that  you  have  done  for  me  and  my  poor  child,  to  tell 
me  if  my  name  was  amongst  the  rest." 

"  No,  it  certainly  was  not,"  replied  Wilton ;  and  as  he 
spoke,  the  Duke  suffered  himself  to  sink  back  into  his  chair 
again,  with  a  long  and  relieved  sigh. 

The  moment  Wilton  had  uttered  his  reply,  however,  he 
recollected  that  there  was  one  name  in  the  list  at  which  Lord 
Byerdale  had  hesitated ;  and  he  then  feared  that  he  might 
be  leading  the  Duke  into  error.  Knowing,  however,  that 
Laura's  father  had  been  but  at  one  of  the  meetings  of  the 
conspirators,  and  being  perfectly  sure,  that,  startled  and 
dismayed  by  what  he  had  heard  of  their  plans,  he  had  in- 
stantly withdrawn  fi-om  all  association  with  them,  he  did  not 
doubt  that  no  serious  danger  could  exist  in  his  case,  and 
therefore  thought  it  unnecessary  to  agitate  his  mind,  by 
suggesting  the  doubt  which  had  suddenly  come  into  his 
own. 

He  knew,  indeed,  that  any  alarm  which  the  Duke  might 
feel,  would  but  make  Laura's  father  lean  more  entirely  day 
by  day  upon  him,  who,  with  the  exception  of  the  conspirators 
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themselves,  was  the  only  person  who  possessed  the  dangerous 
secret  which  caused  him  so  much  agitation.  But  Wilton 
was  not  a  man  to  consider  his  own  interests  in  any  such 
matter,  and  he  determined,  after  a  moment's  consideration, 
to  say  nothing  of  the  doubts  which  liad  just  arisen.  A  pause 
had  ensued,  however,  for  the  Duke,  busied  with  his  own 
feelings,  had  suffered  his  thoughts  to  run  back  into  the  past; 
and,  as  is  the  case  witli  every  human  being  whose  mind 
dwells  upon  the  acts  that  are  irrevocable,  he  found  matter  for 
sorrow  and  regi*et.  After  about  five  minutes'  silence,  during 
which  they  both  continued  to  gaze  thoughtfully  into  the  fire, 
the  Duke  returned  to  the  matter  before  them  by  saying — 

"  I  wish  to  heavens,  my  dear  young  friend,  I  had  taken 
your  advice,  and  not  gone  to  this  meeting  at  all ;  or  that  you 
had  given  me  a  fuller  intimation  of  what  was  intended." 

"  I  could  not,  indeed,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton,  "  for  I 
had  no  fuller  knowledge  myself;  I  only  conveyed  to  you  a 
message  I  had  received." 

The  Duke  shook  his  head  doubtingly.  "  Oh !  Wilton, 
Wilton ! "  he  said,  "  you  are  training  for  a  statesman !  You 
have  much  better  information  of  all  these  things  than  you 
will  sufi'er  to  appear.  Did  you  not  warn  me  of  this  before 
any  one  else  knew  anything  of  it.''  Did  you  not  in  a  very 
short  time  find  out  where  Laura  was  when  nobody  else 
could?" 

It  was  in  vain  that  Wilton  denied  any  superior  knowledge. 
The  Duke  had  so  completely  made  up  his  mind  that  his 
young  friend  had  been  in  possession  of  all  the  secret  infor- 
mation obtained  by  the  ministers,  and,  indeed,  of  more  and 
earlier  information  than  they  had  possessed,  that  nothing 
would  remove  the  impression  from  his  mind  ;  and  when  he  at 
length  rose,  finding  that  Wilton  would  drink  no  more  wine, 
he  said — 

"  Well,  Wilton,  remember,  I  depend  entirely  upon  you, 
with  the  fullest  and  most  implicit  confidence.  No  one  pos- 
sesses my  secret  but  you,  and  one  or  two  of  these  men,  who 
will  have  enough  to  do  in  thinking  of  themselves  without  im- 
plicating others,  I  trust.  Most  of  those  who  Avere  present — 
for  the  meeting  was  very  large  — did  not  know  who  I  was,  and 
the  rest  who  did  know,  must  know  also  very  well,  that  I 
strenuously  objected  to  their  whole  proceedings,  and  quitted 
them  as  soon  as  I  discovered  what  were  their  real  objects. 
A  word  said  upon  the  subject,  however,  might  ruin  me  ;  for 
rank  and  fortiuie  in  this  world,  Wilton,  though  they  bear 
their  own  inconveniences  with  them,  are  always  objects  of 
envy  to  those  who  do  not  possess  them ;  and  malice  as  surely 
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treads  upon  the  steps  of  envy  as  night  follows  day.  I  ti'ust 
to  you,  as  I  have  said,  entirely,  and  I  trust  to  30U  even  with 
the  more  confidence,  Ijecause  I  find  that  you  have  been  wise 
and  prudent  enough  not  even  to  communicate  to  Laura  the 
fact  of  my  having  attended  any  of  these  meetings  at  all. 
While  all  this  is  taking  place,  however,  my  dear  Wilton — 
as  of  course  the  matter  will  be  a  very  agitating  one  to  me, 
when  the  trials  come  on  (for  fear  any  of  the  traitors  should 
name  me) — let  me  see  you  frequently,  constantly,  every  day, 
if  you  can,  and  bring  me  what  tidings  you  can  gain  of  all 
that  passes." 

Wilton  easily  promised  to  do  that  which  the  Duke  desired, 
in  this  respect  at  least,  and  they  then  joined  her  he  loved, 
with  whom  he  passed  one  of  those  calm,  sweet  evenings,  the 
tranquil  happiness  of  which  admits  of  no  description. 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

Amongst  all  the  curious  changes  that  have  taken  place  in  the 
world — by  which  expression  I  mean,  upon  the  world,  for  the 
great  round  ball  on  which  we  roll  through  space  is  the  only 
part  of  the  whole  that  remains  but  little  altered — amongst  all 
the  changes,  then,  which  have  taken  place  in  the  world,  moral, 
political,  and  social,  there  has  been  none  more  extraordinary, 
perha])S,  than  the  rise,  progress,  extension,  and  dominion  of 
that  strong  power  called  Decorum.  I  have  heard  it  asserted 
by  a  very  clever  man,  that  there  was  nothing  of  the  kind 
known  in  England  before  the  commencement  of  the  reign  of 
George  III.,  and  that  decorum  was,  in  fact,  a  mere  decent 
cloak  to  cover  the  nakedness  of  vice.  I  think  he  was  mis- 
taken :  the  word  was  known  long  before  ;  and  there  has  been 
at  all  times  a  feeling  of  decorum  in  the  English  nation,  which 
has  shown  itself  in  gradually  rooting  out  from  the  ordinary 
commerce  of  society  everything  that  is  coarse  in  expression, 
or  doubtful  in  conduct.  The  natural  tendency  of  this  is  to 
mark  more  strongly  the  limits  of  the  realms  of  vice  and  virtue ; 
and  vice,  as  a  matter  of  course,  in  order  to  obviate  the  detri- 
mental efi'ect  which  such  a  clear  definition  of  her  boundaries 
must  produce,  loses  no  opportunity  of  travelling  over  into  the 
marches  or  debateable  land  which  is  left  under  the  warden- 
shij)  of  decorum. 

The  name  was  not,  perhaps,  applied  as  now  it  is,  in  former 
years,  but  still  the  spirit  existed,  as  may  be  seen  by  any  one 
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who  takes  up  and  reads  the  works  of  one  of  our  purest  but 
coldest  of  writers,  Addison,  who,  about  the  time  of  the  peace, 
which  took  place  in  the  beginning  of  the  eighteenth  century, 
laments  the  loss  of  much  of  the  delicacy  (or,  in  other  terms, 
decorum)  of  English  society  which  was  likely  to  ensue  from 
a  free  intercourse  with  France.  It  must,  indeed,  be  admitted 
that  at  that  period  the  reign  of  decorum  had  not  made  nearly 
so  great  a  progress  as  it  has  at  present.  It  was  then  a  con- 
stitutional monarchy,  where  it  is  now  a  despotism,  but  was 
probably  not  a  bit  less  powerful  from  being  decidedly  moi'e 
free.  People  in  those  daj's  did  certainly  speak  of  things  that 
we  now  speak  not  of  at  all.  They  called  things  by  their  plain 
straightforward  names,  for  which  we  have  since  invented 
terms  perhaps  less  definite  and  not  more  decent.  But  people 
of  refined  minds  and  tastes  were  refined  then  as  now,  and 
loved  and  cultivated  all  those  amenities,  graces,  and  pro- 
prieties, which  form  not  alone  the  greatest  safeguards,  but 
also  the  greatest  charms  of  human  existence.  Perhaps  the 
difference  was  more  in  the  thoughts  than  in  the  expressions, 
and  that  the  refined  of  those  days  bound  themselves  to  think 
more  purely  in  the  first  place,  so  that  there  was  less  need  of 
guarding  their  words  so  strictly. 

We  shall  not  pause  to  investigate  whether  it  was  that 
greater  purity  of  thought,  or  any  other  cause,  which  produced 
a  far  more  extensive  liberty  of  action,  especially  in  the  female 
part  of  society,  than  that  which  is  admitted  at  present.  It  is 
certain,  however,  that  it  was  so,  and  that  there  was  something 
in  virtue  and  innocence  which  in  those  days  was  a  very  strong 
safeguard  against  the  attacks  of  scandal,  calumny,  and  malice. 
In  the  present  day,  even  the  servants  of  virtue  are  found  to 
be  the  absolute  slaves  of  decorum ;  but  in  those  days,  so  long 
as  they  obeyed  the  high  commands  of  their  rightful  mistress, 
they  had  but  little  occasion  to  apprehend  that  the  scourge  of 
calumny,  or  the  fear  thereof,  would  drive  them  continually 
back  into  one  narrow  and  beaten  path. 

It  is,  indeed,  the  greatest  satire  upon  human  nature  which 
the  world  has  ever  produced,  that  acts  perfectly  innocent, 
high,  and  pure  as  God's  holy  light,  cannot  be  permitted  to 
persons  even  of  tried  virtue,  simply  because  they  would  afford 
the  opportunity  of  doing  ill.  It  is,  in  fact,  to  say,  that  no  one 
is  to  be  trusted ;  that  there  is  nothing  which  keeps  man  or 
woman  virtuous  but  want  of  opportunity.  It  is  a  terrible 
satire  ;  it  is  more  than  a  satii'e ;  it  is  a  foul  libel,  aimed  by 
the  vicious  against  those  who  are  better  than  themselves. 

Such  things  did  not  exist  in  the  days  whereof  I  write,  or 
existed  in  a  very,  very  small  degree.     It  is  true,  from  time  to 
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time,  a  woman's  reputation  might  suffer  falsely  ;  but  it  was 
in  general  from  her  having  approached  very  near  the  confines 
of  evil,  and  the  punishment  that  ensued,  though  perhaps  even 
then  disproportioned  to  the  fault,  had  no  tendency  whatever 
to  diminish  the  innocent  liberty  of  others.  We  find  from  all 
the  writers  who  painted  the  manners  of  those  days — Addison, 
Swift,  Steele,  and  others — that  a  lady,  especially  an  unmar- 
ried lady,  feared  no  risk  to  her  reputation  in  going  hither  or 
thither,  either  perfectly  alone,  or  with  any  friend  with  whom 
she  was  known  to  be  intimate.  She  might  venture  upon  an 
excursion  into  the  country,  a  party  of  pleasure,  nay,  a  journey 
itself  in  many  instances,  with  any  gentleman  of  honour  and 
reputation,  without  either  friends  or  enemies  casting  an  im- 
putation upon  her  character,  or  the  world  innnediately  giving 
her  over  to  him  in  marriage. 

It  was  left  indeed  to  her  own  judgment  whom  she  would 
choose  for  her  companion,  and  the  most  innocent  girl  might 
have  gone  anywhere  unreproved  with  a  man  of  known  honour 
and  virtue,  who  would  have  ruined  her  own  character  had 
she  placed  herself  in  the  power  of  a  Rochester  or  a  Bucking- 
ham. These  were  rational  boundaries;  but  perhaps  the 
liberty  of  those  days  went  somewhat  beyond  even  that.  In 
the  early  part  of  the  eighteenth  century,  many  of  the  habits  of 
the  Continent  were  introduced  into  England  at  a  time  that 
continental  society  was  so  corrupt  as  to  require  licence  instead 
of  liberty,  and  so  far  fi-om  attending  to  propriety,  to  give  way 
to  indecency  itself.  It  became  common  in  the  highest  circles 
of  society  for  ladies,  married  and  single  alike,  to  dispense 
almost  entirely  with  a  female  attendant,  and  following  that 
most  indecent  and  beastly  of  all  continental  habits,  to  permit 
all  the  offices  of  a  waiting  woman  to  be  performed  for  them 
by  men.  The  visits  of  male  acquaintances  were  continually 
received  in  their  bed-rooms,  and  that,  also,  before  they  had 
risen  in  the  morning.  This,  perhaps,  was  too  nnich,  though 
certainly  far  less  indecent  than  the  other  most  revolting  of  all 
immodest  practices  which  I  have  just  mentioned.  Othei'S, 
again,  admitted  no  visitors  further  than  their  dressing-room, 
and  thought  themselves  very  scrupulous ;  but  there  were 
others,  as  there  must  be  at  all  times,  who,  with  feelings  of  true 
modesty  and  perfect  delicacy,  hesitated  not  to  use  all  proper 
and  rational  liberty,  yet  shrunk  instinctively  from  the  least 
coarseness  of  thought  or  language,  and  never  yielded  to 
aught  that  was  immodest  in  custom  or  demeanour. 

Of  these  was  liady  Laura  Gaveston  ;  and  though  she  had 
no  fear  of  becoming  the  talk  of  the  town,  or  losing  the  slightest 
particle  of  a  bright  and  pure  reputation,  by  treating  one  who 
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had  rendered  her  important  services  in  all  respects  as  she 
would  a  brother,  by  being  seen  with  hira  often  and  often 
alone,  by  showing  herself  with  him  in  public  places,  or  by 
any  other  act  of  the  kind  that  her  heart  prompted  her  to,  she 
in  no  way  gave  in  to  the  evil  practices  which  the  English  had 
learned  from  their  continental  neighbours,  and,  indeed,  never 
thought  or  reasoned  upon  the  subject,  feeling  that  decency  as 
well  as  morality  is  a  matter  of  sentiment  and  not  of  custom. 

The  peculiar  situation  in  which  the  Duke  and  Wilton  were 
placed  towards  each  other ;  the  Duke's  repeated  entreaties 
that  Wilton  would  see  him  every  day,  if  possible ;  the  intimacy 
that  had  arisen  from  services  rendered  and  received,  pro- 
duced that  constant  and  continual  intercourse  which  was 
necessary  to  the  happiness  of  two  people  who  loved  as  Wilton 
and  Laura  did  ;  not  a  day  passed  without  their  seeing  each 
other,  scarcely  a  day  passed  without  their  being  alone  together, 
sometimes  even  for  hours  ;  and  every  moment  that  they  thus 
spent  in  each  other's  society  increased  their  feelings  of  love  and 
tenderness  for  each  other,  their  hopes,  their  confidence,  their 
esteem. 

Not  a  secret  of  Laura's  bosom  was  now  concealed  from 
him  she  loved,  not  a  thought,  not  a  feeling.  She  delighted 
to  tell  him  all:  with  whatever  subject  her  mind  was  employed, 
with  whatever  bright  thing  her  fancy  sported,  Wilton  was 
always  made  the  sharer ;  and  it  was  the  same  with  him.  The 
course  that  their  thoughts  pursued  was  certainly  not  always 
alike,  but  they  generally  arrived  at  the  same  conclusion,  she 
by  a  longer  and  a  softer  way,  he  by  a  more  rapid,  vigorous, 
and  direct  one.  It  was  like  the  passing  of  a  hill  by  two  dif- 
ferent roads;  the  one,  for  the  bold  climber,  over  the  steepest 
brow;  the  other,  for  gentler  steps,  moi'e  easy  round  the  side. 

In  the  meantime,  the  Duke  proceeded  with  his  young 
friend  even  as  he  had  commenced.  He  treated  him  as  his 
most  intimate  and  dearest  confidant ;  he  gradually  went  on 
to  consult  and  trust  him,  not  alone  with  regard  to  the  im- 
mediate subject  of  his  situation,  as  affected  by  the  conspiracy, 
but  upon  a  thousand  other  matters  ;  and  as  Wilton's  advice, 
clear-sighted  and  vigorous,  was  always  judicious,  and  gene- 
rally successful,  the  Duke,  one  of  whose  gi'eatest  weaknesses 
was  the  habit  of  putting  his  own  judgment  under  the  guidance 
of  others,  learned  to  lean  upon  his  young  companion,  as  he 
had  at  first  done  upon  his  wife,  and  then  upon  his  daughter. 

The  various  changes  and  events  of  the  day,  as  they  kept 
the  Duke's  mind  in  a  state  of  frequent  suspense  and  anxiety, 
made  him  more  often  recur  to  Wilton  than  otherwise  would 
have  been   the   case.     London   was   filled  with  rumours  of 
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every  kind  regarding  the  discovery  of  the  plot,  and  the 
persons  implicated.  The  report  of  Lady  Laura's  having 
been  carried  off  by  the  Jacobites,  for  the  pui-pose  of  inducing 
her  father  to  join  in  their  schemes,  sjjread  far  and  wide,  and 
filled  Beaufort  House,  during  a  great  part  of  the  morning, 
with  a  crowd  of  visitors,  all  anxious  to  hear  the  facts,  and  to 
retail  them  with  what  colom-ing  they  thought  fit. 

Some  argued,  that  though  the  Duke  had  always  been 
thought  somewhat  of  a  Jacobite,  at  least  he  had  now  proved 
his  adherence  to  the  existing  dynasty,  beyond  all  manner  of 
disjjute,  by  what  he  and  his  daughter  had  suffered  from  their 
resistance  to  the  Jacobites.  Others,  again,  curled  the  mali- 
cious lip,  and  declared  that  the  Duke  must  have  given  the 
conspirators  some  encouragement,  or  they  would  never  have 
ventured  upon  such  deeds.  All,  however,  to  the  Duke 
himself,  affected  to  look  upon  him  and  his  family  as  marked 
by  the  enmity  of  the  other  faction ;  and  he,  on  his  part, 
perhaps,  did  feel  his  importance  in  a  little  degree  increased 
by  the  sort  of  notoriety  which  he  had  acquired. 

If  there  was  any  pleasure  in  this — and  when  is  not  in- 
creased importance  pleasureable  .? — it  was  speedily  brought 
to  an  end,  as  soon  as  the  trials  of  the  conspirators  began, 
and  intelligence  of  more  and  more  traitors  being  arrested  in 
different  parts,  and  increased  rumours  of  the  number  sus- 
pected, or  actually  implicated,  reaching  the  ears  of  the  Duke. 
Persons  who  one  day  appeared  perfectly  fi'ee  and  stainless, 
were  the  next  marked  out  as  having  a  share  in  the  con- 
spiracy. Fear  fell  upon  all  men  :  the  times  of  Titus  Oates 
and  his  famous  })lot  ])resented  themselves  to  everybody's 
imagination,  and  the  Duke's  head  lay  more  and  more  uneasy 
on  his  pillow  every  night. 

Sir  John  Fenwick,  however,  was  not  yet  taken :  Sir 
William  Parkyns  and  Sir  .John  Friend  died  with  firmness 
and  with  honour,  compromising  no  man.  Sir  George 
Burkley  had  escaped ;  the  Earl  of  Aylesbury,  though  impli- 
cated by  the  testimony  of  several  witnesses  in  the  lesser 
offences  of  the  conspiracy,  was  not  an-ested ;  and  not  a  word 
had  yet  been  spoken  of  the  Duke's  name. 

It  was  about  this  period,  however,  that  Laura's  father 
suddenly  received  a  note  from  Lord  Aylesbury  to  the  fol- 
lowing effect : — 

"  Your  grace  and  1  l)eing  somewhat  similarly  situated  in 
several  respects,  1  think  fit  to  give  you  intimation  of  my 
views  at  the  present  moment.  While  gentlemen,  and  men  of 
honour,  were  the  only  individuals  made  to  sufTor  in  conse- 
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quence  of  the  late  lamentable  events,  people,  who  knew 
themselves  to  be  innocent  of  any  bloody  or  treasonable 
designs,  might  feel  themselves  tolerably  safe,  even  though 
they  were  well  acquainted  with  some  of  the  persons  accused. 
I  hear  now,  however,  that  there  is  a  certain  Ilookwood, 
together  with  men  named  Cranburne,  Lowick,  Knightly,  and 
others,  some  of  them  small  gentry  of  no  repute,  and  others 
merely  vulgar  and  inferior  persons,  who  are  about  to  be 
brought  to  immediate  trial  ;  and  I  have  it  from  a  sure  hand, 
that  some  of  these  persons,  for  the  purpose  of  saving  their 
own  miserable  lives,  intend  to  charge  men  of  much  higher 
rank  than  themselves  with  crimes  of  which  they  never  had 
any  thought,  simply  because  they  were  acquainted  with 
some  of  the  unfortunate  gentlemen  by  whom  these  evil  and 
foolish  things  were  designed.  Such  being  the  case,  and 
knowing  myself  to  be  somewhat  obnoxious  to  many  persons 
in  power,  I  have  determined  to  remove  from  London  for  the 
time,  that  my  presence  may  not  excite  attention,  and  perhaps 
call  upon  my  head  an  accusation  which  may  be  levelled  at 
any  other  if  I  should  not  be  here.  I  by  no  means  purpose 
to  quit  the  kingdom,  and  would  rather,  indeed,  surrender 
myself,  and  endeavoirr  to  prove  my  innocence,  even  against 
the  torrent  of  prejudice,  and  all  the  wild  and  raging  outcry 
which  this  business  has  produced,  both  in  the  parliament 
and  in  the  nation.  At  the  same  time,  I  think  it  best  to 
inform  you  of  these  facts,  as  an  old  friend,  well  knowing  that 
your  grace  has  a  house  ready  to  receive  you  in  Hampshire, 
within  thirty-five  miles  of  the  city  of  London,  in  case  your 
presence  should  be  wanted,  and  about  the  same  distance 
from  the  sea-coast.  I  will  beg  your  grace  to  read  this,  and 
then  instantly  to  burn  it,  believing  that  it  comes  with  a  very 
good  intent,  from 

"  Your  humble  servant, 

"Aylesbury." 

This  letter  once  more  excited  all  the  apprehensions  of  the 
Duke,  who  well  knew  that  Lord  Aylesbury  would  never  have 
written  such  an  epistle  without  intending  to  imply  much 
more  than  he  directly  said. 

His  recourse  was  immediately  to  Wilton,  who  was  engaged 
to  dine  with  him  on  that  day,  together  Avith  a  large  party. 
As  Wilton's  engagements,  however,  were  always  made  with 
a  proviso,  that  his  official  duties  under  the  Earl  of  Byerdale 
permitted  his  fulfilling  them,  the  Duke  sent  off  a  special 
messenger  with  a  note  beseeching  him  not  to  fail.  The 
dinner  hour,  however,  arrived ;    the    various    guests   made 
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their  appearance  ;  the  cook  began  to  fret,  and  to  declare  to 
his  understrappers  that  the  Duke  always  spoilt  the  dinner  ; 
but  Wilton  had  not  yet  come,  and  the  Duke  was  anxious,  if 
but  to  obtain  five  words  with  him. 

At  length,  however,  the  young  gentleman  arrived ;  and  it 
was  not  a  little  to  the  surprise  of  all  the  guests,  and  to  the 
indignation  of  some,  that  they  saw  who  was  the  person  for 
whom  the  meal  had  been  delayed.  Wilton,  though  always 
well  dressed,  and  in  any  circumstances  bearing  the  aspect  of 
a  gentleman,  had  evidently  made  his  toilet  hastily  and  im- 
perfectly ;  and  notwithstanding  the  distance  he  had  come, 
bore  about  his  person  distinct  traces  of  heat  and  excitement. 

"  I  have  not  failed  to  obey  yom-  summons,  my  lord,"  he 
said,  following  the  Duke  into  the  opening  of  one  of  the 
windows,  "  though  it  was  scarcely  possible  for  me  to  do  so. 
But  1  have  much  that  T  wish  to  say  to  you." 

"  And  I  to  you,"  replied  the  Duke  ;  and  he  told  him  the 
contents  of  the  letter  he  had  received  from  Lord  Aylesbury 
that  morning. 

"  The  Earl  says  true,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton.  "  But  1 
have  this  very  day  seen  Cook  myself — I  mean  Peter  Cook, 
the  person  that  it  is  supposed  will  be  permitted  to  turn  king's 
evidence.  He  did  certainly  slightly  glance  at  your  grace  ; 
but  I  believe  that  the  orders  of  Lord  Byerdale  will  prevent 
him  from  implicating  any  persons  but  those  who  were  actually 
engaged  in  the  worst  designs  of  the  conspirators." 

"  Had  I  not  better  go  into  the  country  at  once  ?"  demanded 
the  Duke,  eagerly. 

"  Far  from  it,  far  from  it,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton  :  "  the 
way,  of  all  others,  I  should  think,  to  cause  yourself  to  be 
arrested.  On  the  contrary,  if  you  would  take  my  advice,  you 
would  immediately  sit  down  and  write  a  note  to  Lord  Byer- 
dale, saying  that  I  had  told  you — for  he  did  not  forbid  me  to 
mention  it — that  Cook  had  made  some  allusion  to  you.  Tell 
him  that  it  was,  and  is,  your  intention  to  go  out  of  town 
within  a  few  days,  but  that  knowing  your  own  innocence  of 
every  design  against  the  government,  you  will  put  off  your 
journey,  or  even  surrender  yourself  at  the  Tower,  should  he 
judge,  from  any  information  that  he  possesses,  that  even  a 
shade  of  suspicion  is  likely  to  be  cast  upon  you  by  any  of 
the  persons  about  to  be  tried.  I  will  answer  for  the  success, 
if  your  grace  follows  my  advice.  A  bold  step  of  this  kind 
disurius  sus])ici()n.  Lord  Byerdale  will,  in  all  prol)ability, 
iiitiniate  to  Cook,  that  nothing  at  all  is  to  be  said  in  regard 
to  you,  feeling  sure  that  you  are  innocent  of  any  great 
offence  ;  whereas,  if  the  charge  were  once  brought  forward, 
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the  set  of  low-minded  villains  concerned  in  this  business 
might  think  it  absolutely  necessary  to  work  it  up  into  a 
serious  affair,  from  which  your  grace  would  find  a  difficulty 
in  extricating  yourself." 

"  You  are  right,  Wilton,  you  are  right,"  replied  the  Duke  : 
"  I  see  you  are  right,  although  I  judged  it  hazardous  at  first. 
You  shall  see  what  confidence  1  have  in  you.  I  will  Avrite 
the  letter  directly ;"  and  he  turned  away  with  him  from  the 
window. 

Laura  had  watched  the^conference  with  some  anxiety,  and 
the  Duke's  guests  with  some  surprise ;  but  when  the  Duke 
ended  by  saying  aloud,  "  I  fcsar  I  must  beg  your  pardon, 
ladies,  for  two  minutes,  but  I  must  write  a  short  note  of 
immediate  importance ; — Wilton,  my  dear  young  friend,  be 
kind  enough  to  order  dinner,  and  help  Laura  to  entertain 
my  friends  here  till  I  return,  which  ^Yill  be  before  they  have 
covered  the  table,"  every  one  looked  in  the  face  of  the  other; 
and  they  all  mentally  said,  "  The  matter  is  clearly  settled, 
and  the  hand  of  this  rich  and  beautiful  heiress  is  promised 
to  an  unknown  man  of  no  rank  whatever." 

Knowing  the  feelings  that  were  in  his  own  heart,  being 
quite  sure  of  the  interpretation  that  would  be  put  upon  the 
Duke's  words,  and  yet  having  some  doubts  still  whether  the 
Duke  himself  had  the  slightest  intention  of  giving  them  such 
a  meaning,  Wilton  cast  down  his  eyes  and  coloured  slightly. 
But  Laura,  to  whom  those  words  were  anything  but  painful — 
though  she  blushed  a  little  too,  which  but  confirmed  the 
opinion  of  those  who  remarked  it  -  could  not  restrain  alto- 
gether the  smile  of  pleasure  that  played  upon  her  lips,  as 
she  turned  her  happy  eyes  for  a  moment  to  the  countenance 
of  the  man  she  loved. 

There  was  not  an  old  lady  or  gentleman,  of  high  rank,  in 
the  room,  possessed  of  a  marriageable  son,  who  would  not 
at  that  moment  have  willingly  raised  Wilton  to  the  final 
elevation  of  Haman,  by  the  same  process  which  that  envious 
person  undenvent;  and  yet  it  is  wonderful  how  courteous 
and  cordial,  and  even  affectionate,  they  all  were  towards  the 
young  gentleman  whom,  for  the  time,  they  mortally  hated. 
Wilton  felt  himself  awkwardly  situated  for  the  next  few 
minutes,  not  choosing  fully  to  assume  the  position  in  Avhich 
the  Duke's  words  had  placed  him.  He  well  knew  that  if  he 
did  enact  to  the  full  the  part  of  that  nobleman's  representa- 
tive, every  one  would  charge  him  witli  gross  and  shameful 
presumption,  and  would  most  likely  talk  of  it,  each  in  his 
separate  circle,  during  the  whole  of  the  following  day. 

He  was  soon  relieved,  however,  by  the  return  of  the  Duke^ 
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who  had  sent  the  letter,  but  who  continued  evidently  anxious 
and  thoughtful  during  the  whole  of  dinner.  Wilton  was  also 
a  little  disturbed,  and  showed  himself  rather  silent  and 
retiring  than  otherwise.  But  before  dinner  was  over — for 
such  meals  were  long  protracted  in  those  days — one  of  the 
servants  brought  a  note  to  the  Duke,  who,  begging  pardon 
for  so  far  violating  all  proprieties,  opened,  read  it,  and,  while 
the  cloud  vanished  from  his  countenance,  placed  it  on  the 
salver  again,  saying  to  the  servant,  "  Take  that  to  Mr. 
Brown." 

The  note  was  in  the  hand  of  Lord  Byerdale,  and  to  the 
following  effect: — 

"  My  dear  Lord  Duke, 
"  Your  grace's  attachment  to  the  government  is  far  too 
well  known  to  be  affected  by  anything  that  such  a  person  as 
Peter  Cook  could  say.  I  permitted  our  dear  young  friend 
Wilton  to  tell  you  what  the  man  had  mentioned,  more  as  a 
mark  of  our  full  confidence  than  anything  else.  But  I  doubt 
not  that  he  will  forbear  to  repeat  the  calumny  in  court ;  and 
if  he  does,  it  will  receive  no  attention.  Go  out  of  town,  then, 
whenever  you  think  fit,  and  to  whatsoever  place  you  please, 
feeling  quite  sure  that  in  Wilton  you  have  a  strenuous  advo- 
cate, and  a  sincere  friend  in 

"  Your  grace's  most  humble  and 

"  most  obedient  servant, 

"  Byerdale." 


CHAPTER  XXXIIL 

For  nearly  ten  days  after  the  events  which  we  have  recorded 
in  the  thirtieth  chapter  of  this  volume,  and  while  the  principal 
part  of  the  events  were  taking  place  of  Avhich  we  have  just 
spoken.  Lord  Sherbrooke  remained  absent  from  London. 
Knowing  the  circumstances  in  which  he  was  placed,  Wilton 
felt  anxious  lest  the  delay  of  his  return  might  attract  the 
attention  of  Lord  Byerdale,  and  lead  him  to  suspect  some 
evil.  No  suspicion,  however,  seemed  to  cross  the  mind  of 
the  Earl,  who  was  more  accustomed  than  Wilton  knew  to 
find  his  son  absent  without  knowing  where  he  was,  or  how 
employed. 

At  length,  however,  one  morning  Lord  Sherbrooke  made 
his  appearance  again  ;  and  Wilton  saw  that  he  was  on  perfect 
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good  terms  with  his  father,  who  never  qiuirrelled  with  his 
vices,  or  interfered  with  his  pursuits,  when  there  was  any 
veil  of  decency  thrown  over  the  one,  or  the  Earl's  own  views 
were  not  openly  opposed  by  the  other. 

When  Wilton  entered  the  room  where  the  father  and  son 
were  seated  at  breakfast,  he  found  Lord  Sherbrooke  descanting 
learnedly  upon  the  fancy  of  damask  table-cloths  and  napkins. 
He  vowed  that  his  father  was  behind  all  the  world,  especially 
the  world  of  France,  and  that  it  was  absolutely  necessary,  in 
order  to  make  himself  like  other  men  of  station  and  fashion, 
that  he  should  have  his  coronet  and  cipher  embroidered 
with  gold  in  the  corners,  and  his  arms,  in  the  same  manner, 
made  conspicuous  in  the  centre. 

"  And  pray,  my  good  son,"  said  Lord  Byerdale  to  him, 
"  as  your  intimacy  with  washerwomen  is  doubtless  as  great 
as  your  intimacy  with  embroiderers  and  sempstresses,  pray 
tell  me  how  these  gilded  napkins  are  to  be  washed  ?" 

"  Washed,  my  lord !"  exclaimed  Lord  Sherbrooke  in  a 
tone  of  horror.  "  Do  you  ever  have  your  napkins  washed  ? 
I  did  not  know  there  was  a  statesman  in  Europe  whose 
fingers  were  so  clean  as  to  leave  his  napkin  in  such  a  state 
that  the  stains  could  ever  be  taken  out,  after  he  had  once 
used  it." 

"  I  am  afraid,  my  dear  boy,"  replied  Lord  Byerdale,  "  that, 
if  you  had  not — as  many  men  of  sharp  wit  do — confounded 
a  figure  with  a  reality,  for  the  purpose  of  playing  with  both, 
and  if  there  were  in  truth  such  a  thing  as  a  moral  napkin, 
what  you  say  would  be  very  true.  But  as  far  as  I  can  judge, 
my  dear  Sherbrooke,  yours  would  not  bear  washing  any 
better  than  mine." 

"  It  would  be  very  presumptuous  of  me  if  it  did,  my  dear 
father,"  replied  Lord  Sherbrooke,  "  and  would  argue  that 
precept  and  example  had  done  nothing  for  me.  Come, 
Wilton,"  he  added,  "  come  in  to  my  help,  for  here  are  father 
and  son  flinging  so  hard  at  each  other,  that  I  shall  get  my 
teeth  dashed  down  my  throat  before  I've  done.  Now  tell 
me,  did  you  ever  see  such  a  napkin  as  that  in  the  house  of  a 
nobleman,  a  gentleman,  or  a  man  of  taste,  three  states,  by 
the  way,  seldom  united  in  the  same  person  ?" 

"  Oh  yes,"  reislied  Wilton,  "  often ;  and,  to  tell  the  truth, 
I  think  them  in  much  better  taste  than  if  they  were  all  covered 
with  gold." 

"  Surely  not  for  the  fingers  of  a  statesman  ?"  said  Lord 
Sherbrooke.  "  However,  I  abominate  them ;  and  I  will 
instantly  sit  down  and  write  to  a  good  friend  of  mine   in 
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France,  to  smuggle  me  over  a  few  dozens  as  a  present  to 
my  respectable  parent." 

"  A  present  which  he  will  have  to  pay  for,"  replied  the 
Earl,  somewhat  bitterly.  "  My  dear  Sherbrooke,  yoiu*  pre- 
sents to  other  people  cost  your  father  so  much  one  way,  that 
I  beg  you  will  make  none  to  him,  and  get  him  into  the 
scrape  the  other  way  also." 

"  Do  not  be  alarmed,  my  dear  and  most  amiable  parent," 
replied  Lord  Sherbrooke :  "  the  sweet  discussion  which  we 
had  some  time  ago,  in  regard  to  debts  and  expenses,  has  had 
its  effect :  though  it  is  a  very  stupid  plan  of  a  son  ever  to  let 
his  father  see  that  what  he  says  has  any  effect  upon  him  at 
all ;  but  I  intend  to  contract  my  expenses." 

"  Intentions  are  very  excellent  things,  my  dear  Sher- 
brooke," replied  his  father.  "  But  I  am  afraid  we  generally 
treat  them  as  gardeners  do  celery, —  cut  them  down  as  soon 
as  they  sprout  above  ground." 

"  I  have  let  mine  groAv,  my  lord,  already,"  replied  Sher- 
brooke. "  I  last  night  gave  an  order  for  selling  five  of  my 
horses,  and  now  keep  only  two." 

"And  how  many  mistresses,  Sherbrooke?"  demanded  his 
father. 

"  None,  my  lord,"  replied  Sherbrooke. 

Not  a  change  came  over  Lord  Byerdale's  countenance ; 
but  ringing  the  bell  which  stood  before  him  on  the  table,  he 
said  to  the  servant,  "  Bring  me  the  book  marked  '  Ephemeris' 
from  my  dressing-room,  with  a  pen  and  ink. — We  will  put 
that  down,"  continued  he  ;  and  when  the  servant  brought  the 
book  he  wrote  for  a  moment,  reading  aloud  as  he  did  so, 
"  Great  annular  eclipse  of  the  sun — slight  shock  of  an  earth- 
quake felt  in  Cardigan — Sherbrooke  talks  of  contracting  his 
expenses." 

Wilton  could  not  help  smiling ;  but  he  believed  and 
trusted,  from  all  that  he  knew  of  Lord  Sherbrooke's  situa- 
tion, that  new  motives  and  nobler  ones  than  those  Avhich 
had  ever  influenced  him  before,  produced  his  present  resolu- 
tion, and  would  support  him  in  it. 

The  business  which  he  had  to  transact  with  the  Earl 
proved  very  brief;  and  after  it  was  over,  he  sought  Lord 
Sherbrooke  again,  with  feelings  of  real  and  deep  interest  in 
all  that  concerned  him.  He  found  the  young  nobleman 
seated  with  his  feet  on  the  fire-place,  and  a  light  book  in  his 
hand,  sometimes  letting  it  drop  upon  his  knee,  and  falling 
into  a  fit  of  thought,  sometimes  reading  a  few  lines  atten- 
tively, sometimes  gazing  upon  the  page,  evidently  without 
attending  to  its  contents. 
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He  suffered  Wilton  to  be  in  the  room  several  minutes 
without  sjDeaking  to  him  ;  and  his  friend,  knowing  the  eccen- 
tricities that  occasionally  took  possession  of  him,  was  about 
to  quit  the  room  and  leave  him,  when  he  started  up,  threw 
the  book  into  the  midst  of  the  fa-e,  and  said,  "  Where  are 
you  going,  Wilton  ?     I  will  walk  with  you." 

They  issued  forth  together  into  the  streets,  and  entering 
St.  James's  Park,  took  their  way  round  by  the  head  of  the 
decoy  towards  the  side  of  the  river.  While  in  the  streets 
they  both  kept  silence  ;  but  as  soon  as  they  had  passed  the 
ever-moving  crowds  that  swarm  in  the  thoroughfares  of  the 
great  metropolis,  Wilton  began  the  conversation,  by  inquir- 
ing eagerly  after  his  friend's  wife. 

"  She  is  nearly  well,"  replied  Lord  Sherbrooke,  coldly — 
"  out  of  all  danger,  at  least.  It  is  I  that  am  sick,  Wilton — 
sick  at  heart." 

"  I  hope  not  cold  at  heart,  Sherbrooke,"  replied  Wilton, 
somewhat  pained  by  the  tone  in  which  the  other  spoke.  "  I 
should  think  such  a  being  as  I  saw  with  you  might  well  warm 
you  to  constancy  as  well  as  love.  I  hope,  Sherbrooke,  those 
feelings  I  beheld  excited  in  you  have  not,  in  this  instance, 
evaporated  as  soon  as  in  others." 

Lord  Sherbrooke  turned  and  gazed  in  his  friend's  face  for 
a  moment  intently,  even  sternly,  and  then  replied,  "  Love 
her,  Wilton  }  I  love  her  better  than  anything  in  earth  or  in 
heaven  !  It  is  for  her  sake  I  am  sad ;  and  yet  she  is  so 
noble,  that  why  should  I  fear  to  bear  what  she  will  never 
shrink  from." 

"  Nay,  my  dear  Sherbrooke,"  replied  Wilton.  "  The  very 
resolution  which  I  see  you  have  taken  to  shake  yourself  fi'ee 
of  the  trammels  of  your  debts  ought  to  give  you  joy  and 
confidence." 

"  Debts  !"  said  Lord  Sherbrooke — "debts  !  Do  you  think 
that  it  was  debts  I  had  in  view  when  I  ordered  my  horses  to 
be  sold,  and  my  carriages  to  follow  them,  and  kicked  my 
Italian  valet  down  stairs,  and  dismissed  my  mistresses,  and 
got  rid  of  half-a-dozen  other  blood-suckers .'' — My  debts  had 
nothing  to  do  with  it.  By  Heaven,  Wilton,  if  it  had  been  for 
nothing  but  that,  I  would  have  spent  twenty  thousand  pounds 
more  before  the  year  was  over ;  for  when  one  has  a  mind  to 
enrage  one's  father,  or  go  to  gaol,  or  anything  of  that  kind, 
one  had  better  do  it  for  a  large  sum  at  once,  in  a  gentleman- 
like way.  Oh  no,  I  have  other  things  in  my  head,  Wilton, 
that  you  know  nothing  about." 

"  I  will  not  try  to  press  into  your  confidence,  Sherbrooke," 
replied  Wilton,  "  though  I  think  in  some  things  I  have  shown 
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myself  deserving  of  it.  But  I  need  hardly  tell  you,  that  if  I 
can  serve  you,  I  am  always  most  willing  to  do  so,  and  you 
need  but  command  me." 

"  Alas  !  my  dear  Wilton,"  replied  Lord  Shcrbrooke — "  this 
is  a  matter  in  which  you  can  do  nothing.  It  is  like  one  man 
trving  to  lift  Paul's  church  upon  his  back,  and  another 
coming  up  and  offering  to  help  him.  If  I  did  what  was 
right,  and  according  to  the  best  prescribed  practice,  1  should 
repay  your  kind  wishes  and  offers  by  turning  round  and 
cutting  your  throat." 

"  Nay,  nay,  my  dear  Sherbrooke,"  replied  Wilton,  "you 
are  in  one  of  your  misanthropical  fits,  and  carry  it  even 
further  than  ordinary.  The  world  is  bad  enough,  but  not  so 
bad  as  to  present  us  with  many  instances  of  people  cutting 
each  other's  throats  as  a  reward  for  offers  of  service." 

"  You  are  very  Avise,  Wilton,"  replied  Lord  Sherbrooke, 
"  but  nevertheless  you  will  find  out  that  at  present  I  am  right 
and  you  are  wrong.  However,  let  us  talk  of  something 
else  ;"  and  he  dashed  off  at  once  into  a  wild  gay  strain  of 
merriment,  as  unaccountable  as  the  grave  and  gloomy  tone 
with  which  he  had  entered  into  the  conversation. 

This  morning's  interview  formed  the  type  of  Lord  Sher- 
brooke's  conduct  during  the  whole  time  of  his  stay  in  town. 
Continual  fluctuations,  not  only  in  his  own  spirits,  but  in  his 
demeanour  towards  Wilton  himself,  evidently  showed  his 
friend  that  he  was  agitated  internally  by  some  great  grief  or 
terrible  anxiety.  Indeed,  from  time  to  time,  his  words  suf- 
fered it  to  appear,  though  not,  perhaps,  in  the  same  manner 
that  the  words  of  other  men  would  have  done  in  similar  cir- 
cumstances. The  only  thing  in  which  he  seemed  to  take 
pleasure  was  in  attending  the  trials  of  the  various  con- 
spirators ;  and  when  any  of  them  displayed  any  fear  or  want 
of  firmness,  he  found  therein  a  vast  source  of  merriment,  and 
would  come  home  laughing  to  Wilton,  and  telling  him  how 
the  beggarly  wretch  had  showed  his  pale  fright  at  the  block 
and  axe. 

"  That  villain  Knightly,"  he  said,  one  day,  "  who  was  as 
deep  or  deeper  in  the  plot  than  any  of  the  others,  and  sur- 
veyed the  ground  for  the  King's  assassination,  came  into 
court  the  colour  of  an  old  woman's  green  calamanco  petticoat, 
gaping  and  trembling  in  every  limb  like  a  boar's  head  in 
aspic  jelly;  and  Heaven  knows  that  I,  who  stood  looking  and 
laughing  at  him,  would  have  taken  his  place  for  a  dollar." 

The  perfect  conviction  that  some  very  serious  cause 
existed  for  this  despondency  induced  Wilton  to  deviate  from 
the  line  of  conduct  he  had  laid  down  for  himself,  and  to  urge 


THE  king's  highway.  295 

Lord  Sherbrookc  at  various  times  to  make  him  acquainted 
with  the  particuhirs  of  his  situation,  and  to  give  him  the 
opportunity  of  assisting  him  if  possible.  Lord  Shcrbrooke 
resisted  pertinaciously.  He  sometimes  answered  his  friend 
kindly  and  feelingly,  sometimes  sullenly,  sometimes  angrily. 
But  he  never  yielded;  and  on  one  occasion  he  expressed 
himself  so  harshly  and  ungratefully,  that  Wilton  turned  round 
and  left  him  in  the  park.  They  were  on  horseback  at  the 
time ;  and  Lord  Sherbrookc  rode  on  a  little  way,  without  taking 
the  slightest  notice  of  his  companion's  departure.  He  then 
suddenly  turned  his  horse,  however,  and  galloping  after  him  at 
full  speed,  he  held  out  his  hand  to  him,  saying,  "  Wilton,  you 
must  either  fight  me  or  forgive  me,  for  this  state  must  not 
last  five  minutes." 

Wilton  took  his  hand,  replying,  "  I  forgive  you  with  all 
my  heart,  Sherbrookc,  and  let  me  once  more  explain  that 
my  only  view,  my  only  wish,  is  to  be  of  assistance  to  you. 
I  see,  Sherbrookc,  that  you  are  melancholy,  wTetched, 
anxious.  I  wish  much  to  do  anything  that  I  can  to  relieve 
that  state  of  mind ;  and  though  I  have  no  power,  and  very 
little  interest,  yet  there  do  occasionally  occur  opportunities 
to  me,  which,  as  you  have  seen  in  the  case  of  Lady  Laura, 
afford  me  means  of  doing  things  which  might  not  be  expected 
from  my  situation." 

"  You  can  neither  help  me,  nor  relieve  me,  nor  assist  me 
in  the  least,  Wilton,"  replied  Lord  Sherbrookc,  "  unless, 
indeed,  you  could  entirely  change  beings  with  me;  unless 
you  become  me,  and  I  become  you.  But  it  cannot  be,  and 
I  cannot  even  explain  to  you  any  part  of  my  situation. 
Therefore  ask  me  nothing  more  upon  the  subject,  and  only 
be  contented  that  it  is  from  no  want  of  confidence  in  you 
that  I  hold  my  tongue." 

"  I  hope  and  trust  that  it  is  not,"  replied  Wilton ;  "  but 
now  that  we  are  speaking  upon  the  subject,  let  me  still  say 
one  word  more.  I  can  conceive,  from  various  reasons,  that 
you  may  not  think  fit  to  confide  in  me.  I  am  a  man  of  your 
own  age,  with  less  wit,  less  experience,  less  knowledge  of 
the  world  than  you  have " 

"  You  have  more  wit  in  your  little  finger,  more  knowledge 
of  the  world,  and  experience — Heaven  knows  how  you  got  it — 
more  common  sense,  ay,  and  uncommon  sense  too,  than  ever 
I  shall  have  in  my  life,"  replied  Lord  Sherbrookc,  hastily. 

"  But  hear  me,  Sherbrookc,  hear  me,"  said  Wilton — 
"  whatever  may  be  the  cause,  it  does  not  suit  you  to  take 
my  advice  and  assistance.  Now  there  is  one  person  in  whom 
you  may  fully  rely,  who  will  never  betray  your  confidence, 
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who  will  give  you  the  very  best  advice,  and  I  am  sure  will, 
if  it  be  in  his  power,  render  you  still  more  important  assist- 
ance— I  mean  Lord  Sunbury.  He  is  now  at  Geneva,  on  his 
way  home,  waiting  for  passports  from  France.  In  his  last 
letter,  he  mentioned  you  with  much  interest,  and  desired 
me " 

"  Good  God  !"  cried  Lord  Sherbrooke,  "  that  I  should  ever 
create  any  interest  in  anybody !  However,  Wilton,  your 
suggestion  is  not  a  bad  one.  Perhaps  you  have  pointed  out 
the  only  man  in  Europe  in  whom  I  could  confide  with  pro- 
priety, strange  as  that  may  seem.  But  in  the  first  place,  I 
must  consult  wnth  others. — HaA^e  you  seen  your  friend  Green 
lately  ?" 

"  Not  since  the  night  before  all  that  business  in  Kent," 
replied  Wilton.  "  I  have  sought  to  see  him,  but  have  never 
been  able  ;  and  I  begin  to  apprehend  that  he  must  have  taken 
a  part  in  this  conspiracy,  different  from  that  I  imagined,  and 
has  absented  himself  on  that  account." 

"  Not  he,  not  he  I"  replied  Lord  Sherbrooke  ;  "  I  saw  him 
but  two  days  ago.  But  who  have  we  here,  coming  up  on 
foot }  One  of  the  King's  servants,  it  would  seem,  and  with 
him  that  cowardly  rascal  Arden.  They  are  making  towards 
us,  Wilton,  doubtless  not  recognising  us.  Suppose  we  take 
Master  Arden,  and  horsewhip  him  out  of  the  park." 

"  No,  no,"  replied  Wilton,  "  no  such  violent  counsels  for 
me,  my  dear  Sherbrooke.  The  man  is  punished  more  than 
I  wished  already." 

The  two  men  directed  their  course  at  once  towards  Lord 
Sherbrooke  and  his  companion  ;  and  as  they  approached, 
the  King's  servant  advanced  before  the  other,  and  with  a 
respectful  bow  addressed  Wilton,  saying,  "  I  have  the  King's 
commands,  sir,  to  require  yoiu-  presence  at  Kensington 
immediately.  I  was  even  now  about  to  seek  you  in  St. 
James's  Square,  and  then  at  Whitehall.  But  I  presume  Mr. 
Arden  has  informed  me  rightly,  that  you  are  that  Mr.  Brown 
who  is  ])rivate  secretary  to  Lord  Byerdale." 

"  The  same,  sir,"  replied  Wilton.  "  Am  I  to  present  my- 
self to  his  majesty  in  my  riding  dress  ?" 

"  His  majesty's  commands  were  for  your  immediate  attend- 
ance, sir,"  replied  the  servant:  "the  council  must  be  over  by 
this  time,  and  then  he  expects  you." 

"  Then  I  will  lose  no  time,"  replied  Wilton,  "  but  ride  to 
the  ])alace  at  once." 

"  What  can  be  the  meaning  of  this,  Wilton .?"  said  Lord 
Sherbrooke,  as  he  put  his  horse  into  a  quick  jjace,  to  keep 
up  with  that  of  his  fiiend. 
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"  On  my  word,  I  cannot  tell,"  replied  Wilton.  "  I  trust 
for  no  evil,  though  1  know  not  that  any  good  can  be  in  store." 

"  Well,  I  will  leave  you  at  the  palace  gates,"  replied  Lord 
Sherbrooke,  "  and  ride  about  in  the  neighbourhood  till  1  see 
yovi  come  out.     1  hope  it  will  not  be  in  custody." 

"  I  trust  not,  indeed,"  replied  Wilton.  "  I  know  of  no 
good  reason  why  it  should  be  so :  but  in  these  days  of  sus- 
picion, and  I  must  say  of  guilt  and  treason  also,  no  one  can 
tell  who  may  be  the  next  person  destined  for  abode  in 
Newgate." 

In  such  speculations  the  two  young  gentlemen  continued 
till  they  reached  the  palace,  where  Lord  Sherbrooke  turned 
and  left  his  friend ;  and  Wilton,  if  the  truth  must  be  confessed, 
with  an  anxious  and  beating  heart,  applied  to  the  porter  for 
admittance. 

The  moment  that  his  name  was  given,  he  was  led  by  a  page 
to  a  small  waiting  room  on  the  ground  floor.  The  carriages 
which  had  surrounded  the  entrance  seemed  to  indicate  that 
the  council  was  not  yet  over ;  but  in  a  few  minutes  after,  the 
sound  of  many  feet  and  of  various  people  talking  was  heard 
in  the  neighbouring  jjassage  ;  and  then  came  the  roll  of  car- 
riages followed  by  a  dead  silence.  To  the  mind  of  Wilton 
the  silence  continued  for  an  exceedingly  long  time  ;  but  at 
length  a  voice  was  heard,  apparently  at  some  distance,  pro- 
nouncing a  name  indistinctly ;  but  Wilton  imagined  that  it 
sounded  like  his  own  name. 

The  next  instant,  another  voice  took  it  u]),  and  it  was  now 
distinctly,  "  Mr.  Brown  to  the  King." 

The  door  then  opened,  and  a  page  appeared,  saying,  "  Mr. 
Brown,  the  King  commands  your  presence." 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

William  III.  was  seated  in  a  small  cabinet,  with  a  table  to 
his  right  hand  on  which  his  elbow  rested ;  an  inkstand  and 
paper  were  beside  him  ;  and  on  the  other  hand,  a  step  behind, 
stood  a  gentleman  of  good  mien,  with  his  hand  upon  the 
back  of  the  King's  chair,  in  an  attitude  familiar,  but  not  dis- 
respectful. The  harsh  and  somewhat  coarse  features  of  the 
monarch,  which  abstractedly  seemed  calculated  to  display 
strong  passions,  were  in  their  habitual  state  of  cold  immo- 
bility ;  and  Wilton,  though  he  knew  his  person  well,  and  had 
seen  him  often,  could  not  derive  from  the  King's  face  the 
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slightest  intimation  of  what  was  passing  in  his  mind.  There 
was  no  trace  of  anger,  it  is  true ;  the  brow  was  sufficiently 
contracted  to  appear  thoughtful,  but  no  more  ;  and,  at  the 
same  time,  there  was  not  one  touch  even  of  courteous  affa- 
bility to  be  seen  in  those  rigid  lines  to  tell  that  the  young 
gentleman  had  been  sent  for  upon  some  pleasurable  occasion. 
Dignity,  to  a  certain  extent,  there  must  have  been  in  his 
demeanour,  that  sort  of  dignity  Avhich  is  communicated  to 
the  body  by  great  powers  of  mind,  and  great  decision  of 
character — in  fact,  dignity  divested  of  grace.  Nobody  could 
have  taken  him  for  a  vulgar  man,  although  his  person,  as  far 
as  mere  lines  and  colouring  go,  might  have  been  that  of  the 
lowest  artizan  ;  but  what  is  more,  no  one  could  see  him, 
however  simple  might  be  his  dress,  without  feeling  that  there 
sat  a  distinguished  man  of  some  kind. 

Wilton  had  been  accustomed  too  much  and  too  long  to 
mingle  with  the  first  people  in  the  first  country  of  the  world, 
to  suffer  himself  to  be  much  affected  by  any  of  the  external 
pomp  and  circumstance  of  courts,  or  even  by  the  vague 
sensations  of  respect  with  which  fancy  invests  royalty  ;  but 
he  could  not  help  feeling,  as  he  entered  the  presence  of 
William,  that  he  was  approaching  a  man  of  vast  mind  as  well 
as  vast  power. 

William  looked  at  him  quietly  for  several  minutes,  letting 
him  approach  within  two  steps,  and  gazing  at  him  still,  even 
after  he  had  stopped,  without  uttering  a  single  word.  Wilton 
bowed,  and  then  stood  erect  before  the  King,  feeling  a  little 
embarrassed,  it  is  true,  but  determined  not  to  suffer  his  em- 
barrassment to  appear. 

At  length,  the  King  addressed  him  in  a  harsh  tone  of  voice, 
saying,  "  Well,  sir,  what  have  you  to  say  ?" 

"  May  it  please  your  majesty,"  replied  Wilton,  "  I  do  not 
know  on  what  subject  your  majesty  wishes  me  to  speak.  I 
met  one  of  the  royal  servants  in  the  Park  who  com- 
manded me  to  present  myself  here  immediately,  and  I  came 
hither  accordingly,  without  waiting  to  inquire  for  what 
purpose." 

"  Oh  !  then  you  do  not  know  .?"  said  the  King.  "  1  thought 
you  did  know,  and  most  likely  were  prepared.  But  it  is  as 
well  as  it  is.  I  doubt  not  you  will  answer  me  truly.  Where 
were  you  on  Friday,  the  22d  of  February  last .?" 

"  I  cannot  exactly  say  where  I  was.  Sire,"  replied  Wilton  ; 
"  for  during  the  greater  part  of  that  day  I  was  continually 
ch:uiging  my  ])lace.  Having  set  out  for  a  small  town  or 
village  called  High  Halstow,  in  Kent,  at  an  early  hour  in 
the  day,  I  arrived  there  just  before  nightfall,  and  remained 
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in  that  place  or  in  the  neighbourhood  for  several  hours,  in- 
deed, till  nearly  or  past  midnight." 

"  Pray  what  was  your  business  there  ?"  demanded  the 
King. 

"  I  fear,"  replied  Wilton,  "  I  must  trouble  your  majesty 
with  some  long  details  to  enable  you  to  understand  the  object 
of  my  going." 

"  Go  on,"  was  William's  laconic  reply ;  and  the  young 
gentleman  proceeded  to  tell  him,  that  having  been  employed 
in  recovering  Lady  Laura  from  those  w^ho  had  carried  her 
off,  he  had  learned  in  the  course  of  his  inquiries  in  London 
that  she  was  likely  to  be  heard  of  in  that  neighbourhood. 

"  I  judged  it  likely  to  be  so  myself,  sire,"  continued 
Wilton,  "  because  I  believed  her  to  have  been  carried  off  by 
some  persons  belonging  to  a  party  of  Jacobites  who  were 
known  to  be  caballing  against  the  government,  though  to 
what  extent  was  not  then  ascertained." 

"  And  what  made  you  judge,"  demanded  the  King,  "  that 
she  had  been  carried  of!'  by  these  men  ?" 

"  Because,  sire,"  replied  Wilton,  "  the  lady's  father  had 
been  an  acquaintance  of  Sir  John  Fenwick,  one  of  the  most 
notorious  of  the  persons  now  implicated  in  the  present  foul 
plot  against  your  majesty's  life  and  crown.  With  him  the 
Duke  of  Gaveston,  I  found,  had  quarrelled  some  time  pre- 
viously, and  I  suspected,  though  1  had  no  proof  thereof,  that 
this  quarrel  had  been  occasioned  by  the  Duke  strongly  dif- 
fering from  Sir  John  Fenwick  in  his  political  views,  and  re- 
fusing to  take  any  part  in  any  designs  against  the  govern- 
ment." 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  this  of  the  Duke,  sir,"  replied  the 
King.  "  Then  it  was  out  of  revenge,  you  believe,  they  car- 
ried away  the  young  lady  ?" 

"  Rather  out  of  a  desire  to  have  a  hold  upon  the  Duke," 
replied  Wilton.  "  I  found  afterwards,  your  majesty,  that 
their  intention  was  to  send  the  young  lady  to  France,  and  I 
judged  throughout  that  their  design  was  to  force  the  Duke 
into  an  intrigue  which  they  found  he  would  not  meddle  with 
willingly." 

William  TIL,  though  he  was  himself  of  a  very  taciturn 
character,  and  not  fond  of  loquacity  in  others,  was  yet  fond 
of  fidl  explanations,  always  sitting  in  judgment,  as  it  were, 
upon  what  was  said  to  him,  and  passing  sentence  in  his  own 
breast.  He  now  made  Wilton  go  over  again  the  particulars 
of  Lady  Laura's  being  taken  away,  though  it  was  evident 
that  he  had  heard  all  the  facts  before,  and  obliged  him  to 
enter  into  every  minute  detail  which  in  any  way  affected  the 
question. 
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When  this  was  done,  without  any  other  comment  than  a 
look  to  the  gentleman  on  his  left  hand,  he  fixed  his  eyes 
again  upon  Wilton,  and  asked, — "  Now,  where  did  you  learn 
that  these  conspirators  were  likely  to  be  found  in  Kent?" 

"  I  heard  it  from  a  gentleman  named  Green,"  replied 
Wilton,  "  whom  I  met  with  at  a  tavern  in  St.  James's-street." 

"  Green  is  a  very  common  name,"  said  the  King. 

"  I  do  not  believe  that  it  is  his  real  name,"  replied  Wilton; 
"  but  what  his  real  name  is  I  do  not  know.  I  had  not  seen 
him  often  before ;  but  he  informed  me  of  these  facts,  and  I 
followed  his  advice  and  directions." 

"  That  was  rash,"  said  the  King.  "  You  are  sm"e  you  do 
not  know  his  real  name  .f"" 

"  I  cannot  even  guess  it,  sire,"  replied  Wilton ;  and  the 
King,  after  exchanging  a  mute  glance  with  his  attendant, 
went  on, — "  Well,  when  you  had  discovered  the  place  of 
meeting  of  these  conspirators,  and  reached  it,  what  happened 
then.?" 

"  I  did  not  go,  may  it  please  your  majesty,  to  discover 
their  place  of  meeting,  but  to  discover  the  place  where  Lady 
Laura  was  detained,  which,  when  I  had  done,  aided  by  a 
person  I  had  got  to  assist  me — after  Arden,  formerly  Mes- 
senger of  State,  had  fled  from  me  in  a  most  dastardly  manner, 
in  a  casual  rencounter  with  some  people — smugglers,  I  be- 
lieve— I  made  the  master  of  the  house  and  some  other 
persons  whom  avc  found  there  set  the  Lady  Laura  at  liberty. 
I  informed  her  of  the  authority  that  her  father  had  given  me, 
and  she  was  but  too  glad  to  accept  the  assistance  of  any 
friend  with  whom  she  was  acquainted." 

"  So,  so  ;  stop  !"  said  the  King.  "  So,  then,  Arden  was  not 
"with  you  at  this  time  .?" 

"  No,  sire,"  replied  Wilton — "  he  had  run  away  an  hour 
before." 

"  That  was  not  like  a  brave  man,"  said  William. 

"  No,  indeed,  sire,"  replied  Wilton,  "  nor  like  one  of  your 
majesty's  friends,  for  it  is  your  enemies  that  generally  run 
away." 

A  faint  smile  came  upon  William's  countenance,  and  he 
said,  "  Go  on.     What  ha])])ened  next  ?" 

"  Before  we  could  make  our  escape  from  the  house,"  re- 
plied Wilton,  "  we  were  sto])ped  by  a  large  party  of  men, 
who  entered ;  and,  principally  instigated  by  Sir  John  Fenwick, 
wlio  was  one  of  them,  they  opposed,  in  a  violent  manner, 
our  departure." 

Hitherto  Wilton  had  been  very  careful  of  his  speech,  un- 
willing to  compromise  any  one,  and  especially  unwilling  to 
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mention  the  name  of  Lord  Sherbrooke,  the  Lady  Helen 
Oswald,  or  anybody  else  except  the  conspirators  who  had 
taken  a  part  in  the  events  of  that  night.  Now,  however, 
when  he  had  to  dwell  princi])ally  upon  the  conduct  of  the 
conspirators  and  himself,  he  did  so  more  boldly,  and  gave  a 
full  account  of  all  that  had  been  said  and  done  till  the 
entrance  of  the  Duke  of  Berwick.  He  knew,  or  rather 
divined,  from  what  had  already  passed,  that  this  was  in  reality 
the  point  to  which  the  examination  he  underwent  principally 
tended.  But  yet  he  spoke  with  more  ease,  for,  notwith- 
standing the  danger  which  existed  at  that  moment  in  ac- 
knowledging any  communication  whatsoever  with  Jacobiies, 
he  well  knew  that  the  conduct  of  the  Duke  of  Berwick  him- 
self only  required  to  be  truly  reported,  to  be  admired  by 
every  noble  and  generous  mind ;  and  he  felt  conscious  that 
in  his  own  behaviour  he  had  only  acted  as  became  an  up- 
right and  an  honourable  heart.  He  detailed  then,  particu- 
larly, the  fact  of  his  having  seen  one  of  his  opponents  in  the 
act  of  pointing  a  pistol  at  him  over  the  shoulder  of  their 
principal  spokesman :  he  mentioned  his  having  cocked  his 
own  pistol  to  fire  in  return,  and  he  stated  that  at  the  time  he 
felt  perfectly  sure  his  life  was  about  to  be  made  a  sacrifice  to 
apprehensions  of  discovery  on  the  part  of  the  conspirators  ; 
and  he  then  related  to  the  King  how  he  had  seen  a  stranger 
enter  and  strike  up  the  muzzle  of  the  pistol  pointed  at  him, 
at  the  very  moment  the  other  was  in  the  act  of  firing. 

"  The  ball,"  he  said,  "  passed  through  the  window  above 
my  head,  and  seeing  that  new  assistance  had  come  to  my 
aid,  I  did  not  fire." 

"  Stay,  stay !"  said  the  King.  "  Let  me  ask  you  a  question 
or  two  first.  Did  you  see,  in  the  course  of  all  this  time,  the 
person  called  Sir  George  Barkley  amongst  these  conspi- 
rators ?" 

"  I  saw  a  person,  sire,"  replied  Wilton,  "  whom  I  believed 
at  the  time  to  be  Sir  George  Barkley,  and  have  every  reason 
to  believe  so  still." 

"  And  this  person  who  came  to  your  assistance  so  oppor- 
tunely was  not  the  same  ?"  demanded  the  King. 

"  Not  the  least  like  him,  sire,"  replied  Wilton.  "  He  was 
a  young  gentleman,  of  six  or  seven  and  twenty,  I  imagine, 
but  certainly  no  more  than  thirty." 

"  What  was  his  name  I"  demanded  the  King. 

"  The  name  he  gave,"  replied  Wilton,  "  was  Captain 
Churchill." 

"  Go  on,"  said  William,  and  Wilton  proceeded. 

Avoiding  all  names  as  tar  as  possible,  he  told  briefly,  but 
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accurately,  the  severe  and  striking  reprehension  that  the 
Duke  of  Berwick  had  bestowed  upon  Sir  George  Barkley 
and  the  rest  of  the  conspirators :  he  dwelt  upon  the  hatred 
he  had  displayed  of  the  crime  they  were  about  to  commit, 
and  of  the  noble  and  upright  tendency  of  every  word  that  he 
had  spoken.  William's  eyes  glistened  slightly,  and  a  glow 
came  up  in  his  pale  cheek,  but  he  made  no  comment  till 
Wilton  seemed  inclined  to  stop.  He  then  bade  him  again 
go  on,  and  made  him  tell  all  that  had  happened  till  he  and 
Lady  Laura  had  quitted  the  house,  to  make  the  best  of  their 
way  to  Halstow.    He  then  said — 

"  Three  questions.  Why  did  you  not  give  instant  infor- 
mation of  this  conspiracy  when  you  came  to  town  ?" 

"  May  it  please  your  majesty,"  replied  Wilton,  "  I  found 
immediately  on  my  arrival  that  the  conspiracy  was  disco- 
vered, and  warrants  issued  against  the  conspirators.  Nothing, 
therefore,  remained  for  me  to  do,  but  to  explain  to  Lord 
Byerdale  the  facts,  which  I  did." 

"  If  your  majesty  remembers,"  said  the  gentleman  on 
the  King's  left,  mingling  in  the  conversation  for  the  first 
time,  "  Lord  Byerdale  said  so." 

"  Secondly,"  said  the  King,  "  Is  it  true  that  this  gentleman 
who  came  to  your  assistance  went  with  you,  and  under  your 
protection,  to  the  inn  at  Halstow,  and  thence,  by  your  con- 
nivance, effected  his  escape  ?" 

The  King's  brow  was  somewhat  dark  and  ominous,  and 
his  tone  stern,  as  he  pronounced  these  words :  but  Wilton 
could  not  evade  the  question  so  put  without  telling  a  lie,  and 
he  consequently  replied  at  once,  "  Sire,  he  did." 

"  Now  for  the  third  question,"  said  the  King, — "  What  was 
his  real  name  ?" 

Wilton  hesitated.  He  believed  he  had  done  right  in  every 
respect ;  that  he  had  done  what  he  was  bound  to  do  in 
honour ;  that  he  had  done  what  was  in  reality  the  best  for 
the  King's  own  service ;  but  yet  he  knew  not  by  any  means 
how  this  act  might  be  looked  upon.  The  minds  of  all  men 
were  excited,  at  that  moment,  to  a  pitch  of  indignation 
against  the  whole  Jacobite  faction,  which  made  the  slightest 
connivance  with  any  of  their  practices,  the  slightest  favour 
shown  to  any  of  their  number,  a  high  crime  in  the  eyes  of 
every  one.  13ut  Wilton  knew  that  he  was,  moreover,  actually 
and  absolutely  punishable  by  law  as  a  traitor  for  what  he 
had  done :  what  he  was  called  ujjon  to  confess  was,  in  the 
strict  letter  of  the  law,  quite  sufficient  to  send  him  to  the 
Tower,  and  to  bring  his  neck  under  the  axe  ;  for  in  treason 
all  are  principals,  and  he  had  aided  and  abetted  one  marked 
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as  a  traitor.  But,  nevertheless,  though  he  hesitated  for  a 
moment  whether  he  shoukl  speak  at  all,  yet  he  had  resolved 
to  do  so,  and  of  course  to  do  so  truly,  when  the  King,  seeing 
him  pause,  and  mistaking  the  motives,  added, — 

"  You  had  better  tell  the  truth,  sir.  Captain  Churchill 
has  confessed,  that  though  out  of  consideration  for  you  he 
had  admitted  that  he  was  present  on  this  occasion,  yet  that 
in  reality  he  had  never  quitted  his  house  during  the  whole 
of  the  day  in  question." 

"  Sire,"  replied  Wilton,  looking  him  full  in  the  face,  with 
a  calm,  but  not  disrespectful  air,  "  your  majesty  may  have 
seen  by  my  answers  hitherto  that  whatever  I  do  say  will  be 
the  truth,  plain  and  undisguised.  I  only  hesitated  whether 
I  should  not  beg  your  majesty  to  excuse  my  answering  at 
all,  as  you  know  by  the  laws  of  England  no  man  can  be 
forced  to  criminate  himself ;  but  as  I  acted  in  a  manner  that 
became  a  man  of  honour,  and  also  in  a  manner  which  I 
believed  at  the  lime  to  be  fitted  to  promote  your  majesty's 
interests,  and  to  be  in  every  respect  such  as  you  yourself 
could  wish,  I  will  answer  the  question,  though,  perhaps, 
my  answer  might  in  some  circumstances  be  used  against 
myself." 

The  slightest  possible  shade  of  displeasure  had  come  over 
the  King's  countenance,  when  Wilton  expressed  a  doubt  as 
to  answering  the  question  at  all ;  but  whether  it  was  fi'om 
his  natm'al  command  over  his  features,  the  coldness  of  a 
phlegmatic  constitution,  or  that  he  really  was  not  seriously 
angry,  the  cloud  upon  his  brow  w  as  certainly  not  a  hundredth 
part  so  heavy  as  it  would  probably  have  been  with  any  other 
sovereign  in  Em'ope.  He  contented  himself,  then,  when 
Wilton  had  come  to  the  end  of  the  sentence,  by  merely  say- 
ing, with  evident  marks  of  impatience  and  curiosity,  "  Go  on. 
What  was  his  real  name  ?" 

"  The  name,  sire,  by  which  he  is  generally  known,"  re- 
plied Wilton,  "  is  the  Duke  of  Berwick." 

For  once  the  King  was  moved.  He  started  in  his  chair, 
and  turning  round,  looked  at  the  gentleman  by  his  side,  ex- 
claiming, "  It  was  not  Drummond,  then  !" 

"  No,  sire,"  replied  Wilton  ;  "  although  he  never  expressly 
stated  his  name  to  me,  yet  from  all  that  was  said  by  every 
one  around,  I  must  admit  that  I  knew  perfectly  it  was  the 
Duke  of  Berwick.  But,  sire,  whoever  it  was,  he  had  saved 
my  life  :  he  had  said  not  one  word  disrespectful  to  your 
Majesty's  person :  he  had  reprobated  in  the  most  severe  and 
cutting  terms  those  conspirators,  some  of  whom  have  already 
bowed  the  head  to  the  sword  of  justice  ;  and  he  had  stigma- 


304  THE  KING  S  HIGHWAY. 

tized  the  acts  they  proposed  to  commit  with  scorn,  con- 
tempt, and  hon'or.  All  this  he  had  done  in  my  presence  to 
ten  or  twelve  armed  men,  whose  conduct  to  myself,  and 
schemes  against  you,  showed  them  capable  of  any  daring 
villany.  These,  sire,  may  be  called  my  excuses  for  aiding 
a  person,  known  to  be  an  enemy  of  your  crown,  to  escape 
from  your  dominions  ;  but,  if  I  may  so  far  presume  to  say  it, 
there  was  a  reason  as  well  as  an  excuse  which  suggested 
itself  to  my  mind  at  the  time,  and  in  which  your  majesty's 
interests  were  concerned." 

The  King  had  listened  attentively  :  the  frown  had  gone 
from  his  brow ;  and  he  had  so  far  given  a  sign  of  approba- 
tion, as,  when  Wilton  mentioned  the  conduct  of  the  Duke 
of  Berwick,  to  make  a  slight  inclination  of  the  head.  When 
the  young  gentleman  concluded,  however,  he  paused  in 
order  to  let  him  go  on,  always  more  willing  that  others 
should  proceed,  than  say  a  single  word  to  bid  them  do  so. 

"  What  is  your  reason  ?"  he  said  at  last,  finding  that  no- 
thing was  added. 

"  It  was  this,  sire,"  replied  Wilton  ;  "  that  I  knew  the  Duke 
of  Berwick  was  connected  with  your  majesty's  own  family; 
that  he  was  one  person  of  high  character  and  reputation 
amongst  a  vast  number  of  low  and  infamous  conspirators  ; 
that  he  was  perfectly  innocent  of  the  dark  and  horrible 
crimes  of  which  they  were  guilty ;  and  yet,  that  he  must  be 
considei'ed  by  the  law  of  the  land  as  a  traitor  even  for  setting 
his  foot  upon  these  shores,  and  must  be  concluded  by  the 
law  and  its  ministers  under  the  same  punishment  and  con- 
demnation as  all  those  assassins  and  traitors  wdio  are  now 
expiating  their  evil  purposes  on  the  scaffold.  In  these  cir- 
cumstances, sire,  I  judged  that  it  would  be  nmch  more 
agreeable  to  your  majesty  that  he  should  escape,  than  that 
he  should  be  taken  ;  that  you  would  be  very  much  embar- 
rassed, indeed,  what  to  do  with  him,  if  any  indiscreet  person 
were  to  stop  him  in  his  flight;  and  that  you  would  not  dis- 
approve of  that  conduct,  the  first  motive  of  which,  1  openly 
confess,  was  gratitude  towards  the  man  who  had  saved  my  life." 

"  Sir,  you  did  very  right,"  said  William,  with  scarcely  a 
change  of  countenance.  "  You  did  very  right,  and  I  am 
nmch  obliged  to  you." 

At  the  same  time,  he  held  out  his  hand.  AVilton  bent  his 
knee,  and  kissed  it ;  and  as  he  rose,  Willinm  added,  "  1 
don't  know  what  I  can  do  for  you ;  but  if  at  any  time  you 
want  anything,  let  me  know,  for  1  think  you  have  done  well 
— and  judged  well.  My  Lord  of  Portland  here,  on  a])plica- 
tion  to  him,  will  procure  you  audience  of  me." 


THE  king's  highway.  305 

With  those  few  words,  which,  however,  from  William  III., 
conveyed  a  great  deal  of  meaning,  the  King  bowed  his  head 
to  signify  that  Wilton's  audience  was  over ;  and  the  young 
gentleman  withdrew  from  his  presence,  very  well  satisfied 
with  the  termination  of  an  affair,  which  certainly,  in  some 
hands,  might  have  ended  in  evil  instead  of  good. 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

Wilton  Brown,  on  quitting  the  King,  did  not  find  Lord 
Sherbrooke  where  he  expected;  but  little  doubting  that  he 
should  have  to  encounter  a  full  torrent  of  wrath  from  the 
Earl  of  Byerdale,  on  account  of  his  having  concealed  the  fact 
of  the  Duke  of  Berwick's  visit  to  England,  he  set  spurs  to 
his  horse  to  meet  the  storm  at  once,  and  proceeded  as 
rapidly  as  possible  to  the  Earl's  office  at  Whitehall.  His 
expectations  were  destined  to  be  disappointed,  however. 
Lord  Byerdale  was  all  smiles,  although  as  yet  he  knew 
nothing  more  than  the  simple  fact  that  Captain  Churchill 
had  acknowledged  his  presence  at  a  scene  in  which  he  had 
certainly  played  no  part.  His  whole  %\Tath  seemed  to  turn 
upon  Arden,  the  Messenger,  against  whom  he  vowed  and 
afterwards  executed,  signal  vengeance,  prosecuting  him  for 
various  acts  of  neglect  in  points  of  duty,  and  for  some  small 
peculations  which  the  man  had  committed,  till  he  reduced  him 
to  beggary  and  a  miserable  death. 

He  received  Wilton,  however,  without  a  word  of  censure ; 
listened  to  all  that  passed  between  him  and  the  King, 
appeared  delighted  with  the  result;  and  although,  to  tell  the 
truth,  Wilton  had  no  excuse  to  offer  for  not  having  commu- 
nicated the  facts  to  him  before,  which  hs  had  abstained  from 
doing  simply  from  utter  want  of  confidence  in  the  Earl,  yet 
his  lordship  found  an  excuse  himself,  saying, — 

"  I'm  sure,  Wilton,  I  am  more  obliged  to  you  even  than  the 
King  must  be,  for  not  implicating  me  in  your  secret  at  all. 
I  should  not  have  known  how  to  have  acted  in  the  least.  It 
would  have  placed  me  in  the  most  embarrassing  situation 
that  it  is  possible  to  conceive,  and  by  taking  the  responsibility 
on  yourself  you  have  spared  me,  and,  as  you  see,  done  your- 
self no  harm." 

Wilton  was  puzzled;  and  though  he  certainly  was  not  a 
suspicious  man,  he  could  not  help  doubting  the  perfect 
sincerity  of  the  noble  lord.     All  his  civility,  all  his  kindness, 
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which  was  so  unlike  his  character  in  general,  but  made  his 
secretary  doubt  the  more,  and  the  more  firmly  resolve  to 
watch  his  conduct  accurately. 

A  few  days  after  the  events  which  we  have  just  related,  the 
Duke  of  Gaveston  and  Lady  Laura  left  Beaufort  House  for 
the  Earl's  seat  in  Hampshire,  which  Lord  Aylesbury  had 
pointed  out  as  the  best  suited  to  the  occasion.  It  was  pain- 
ful for  Wilton  to  part  from  Laura ;  but  yet  he  could  not 
divest  his  mind  of  the  idea  that  Lord  Byerdale  did  not  mean 
altogether  so  kindly  by  the  Duke  as  he  professed  to  do,  and 
he  was  not  sorry  the  latter  nobleman,  now  that  he  could  do 
so  without  giving  the  slightest  handle  to  suspicion,  should 
follow  the  advice  of  Lord  Aylesbury. 

By  this  time  Wilton  had  become  really  attached  to  the 
Duke;  the  kindness  that  nobleman  had  shown  to  him;  the 
confidence  he  had  placed  in  him;  the  leaning  to  his  opinions 
which  he  had  always  displayed,  would  naturally  have  excited 
kindly  and  affectionate  feelings  in  such  a  heart  as  Wilton's, 
even  had  the  Duke  not  been  the  father  of  her  he  loved  best 
on  earth.  But  in  the  relative  situation  in  which  they  now 
stood,  he  had  gradually  grown  more  and  more  attached  to 
the  old  nobleman,  and  perhaps  even  the  very  weaknesses  of 
his  chai'acter  made  Wilton  feel  more  like  a  son  towards  him. 

To  insure,  therefore,  his  absence  from  scenes  of  political 
strife,  to  guard  against  his  meddling  with  transactions  which 
he  was  imfitted  to  guide,  was  a  great  satisfaction  to  Wilton, 
and  a  compensation  for  the  loss  of  Laura's  daily  society. 
Another  compensation,  also,  was  found  in  a  general  invitation 
to  come  down  whenever  it  was  possible  to  Somersbury  Court, 
and  a  pressing  request,  that  at  all  events  he  would  spend  the 
Sunday  of  every  week  at  that  place.  In  regard  to  all  his 
affairs  in  London,  and  more  especially  to  everything  that 
concerned  Sir  John  Fenwick  and  the  conspiracy,  the  Duke 
trusted  implicitly  to  Wilton ;  and  the  constant  correspondence 
which  was  thus  likely  to  take  place  afforded  him  also  the 
means  of  hearing  continually  of  Laura. 

He  was  not  long  without  seeing  her  again,  however;  for  it 
was  evident  that  liord  Byerdale  had  determined  to  give  his 
secretary  every  sort  of  opportunity  of  pursuing  his  suit  with 
the  daughter  of  the  Duke. 

"  Did  you  not  tell  me,  Wilton,"  he  said  one  day,  "  that 
your  good  friend  the  Duke  of  Gaveston  had  invited  you  to 
come  down  and  stay  with  him  at  Somersbury?" 

"  He  has  invited  me  repeatedly,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton, 
"  and  in  a  letter  I  received  yesterday,  pressed  his  request 
again ;  but  seeing  you  so  overwhelmed  with  business,  I  did 
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not  like  to  be  absent  for  any  length  of  time.  I  should  have 
gone  down,  indeed,  as  I  had  promised,  on  Saturday  last,  to 
have  come  up  on  Monday  morning  again  ;  but  if  you  remem- 
ber, on  Saturday  you  were  occupied  till  nearly  twelve  at  night 
with  all  this  business  of  Cook." 

"  Who,  by  the  way,  you  see,  Wilton,  has  said  nothing 
against  your  friend,"  said  the  Earl. 

"  So  I  see,  indeed,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton.  "  What  will 
be  done  with  the  man?" 

"  Oh,  we  shall  keep  the  matter  over  his  head,"  said  the 
Earl,  "  and  make  use  of  him  as  an  evidence.  But  to  return 
to  your  visit  to  the  Duke — I  can  very  well  spare  you  for  the 
next  week,  if  you  like  to  go  down  on  Monday ;  and  now  that 
I  know  your  arrangements,  will  contrive  that  you  shall  always 
have  your  Saturday  evenings  and  Monday  mornings,  so  as  to 
be  able  to  go  down  and  return  on  those  days,  till  you  become 
his  grace's  son-in-law,  though  I  am  afraid  fair  Lady  Laura 
will  think  you  but  a  cold  lover. 

Wilton  smiled,  well  knowing  that  there  was  no  such  danger. 
The  Earl's  offer,  however,  was  too  tempting  to  be  resisted, 
and  accordingly  he  lost  no  time  in  bearing  down,  in  person, 
to  Somersbury  Court  the  happy  intelligence  that  Cook,  who 
was  to  be  the  conspirator  most  feared,  it  seemed,  had  said 
nothing  at  his  trial  to  inculpate  the  Duke. 

His  journey,  as  was  not  uncommon  in  those  days,  was 
performed  on  horseback  with  a  servant  charged  with  his 
valise  behind  him,  and  it  was  late  in  the  day  before  he 
reached  Somersbury ;  but  it  was  a  bright  evening  in  May ; 
the  world  was  all  clad  in  young  green;  the  calm  rich  purple 
of  the  sunset  spread  over  the  whole  scene  ;  and  as  Wilton 
rode  down  a  winding  yellow  road,  amidst  rich  woods  and 
gentle  slopes  of  land,  into  the  fine  old  park  that  surrounded 
the  mansion,  he  could  see  enough  to  show  him  that  all  the 
picturesque  beauty,  which  was  far  more  congenial  to  his  heart 
and  his  feelings  than  even  the  finest  works  of  art,  was  there 
in  store  for  him  on  the  morrow. 

On  his  arrival,  he  found  the  Duke  delighted  to  receive  him, 
though  somewhat  suffering  from  a  slight  attack  of  gout.  He 
was  more  delighted  still,  however,  when  he  heard  the  news 
his  young  fi'iend  brought;  and  when,  after  a  few  moments, 
Laura  joined  him  and  the  Duke,  her  eyes  sparkled  with 
double  brightness,  both  from  the  feelings  of  her  own  heart 
at  meeting  again  the  man  she  loved  best  on  earth,  and  from 
the  pleasure  that  she  saw  on  her  father's  countenance,  which 
told  her  in  a  moment  that  all  the  news  Wilton  had  brought 
was  favourable. 

x2 
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The  result  to  the  Duke,  however,  was  not  so  satisfactory 
as  it  might  have  been.  In  the  joy  of  his  heart  he  gave  way 
somewhat  more  to  his  appetite  at  supper  than  was  prudent, 
ate  all  those  things  that  Sir  George  Millington,  his  good  phy- 
sician, forbade  him  to  eat,  and  drank  ts\o  or  three  glasses  of 
wine  more  than  his  usual  portion.  At  the  time,  all  this 
seemed  to  do  him  no  harm,  and  lie  spoke  somewhat  crossly  to 
his  own  servant  who  reminded  him  of  the  physician's  regula- 
tions. He  even  shook  his  finger  playfully  at  Laura  for  her 
grave  looks  upon  the  occasion,  and  during  the  rest  of  the 
evening  was  as  gay  as  gay  could  be.  The  consequence, 
however,  was,  that  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  after  Wilton 
had  descended  to  the  breakfast-room  on  the  following  morn- 
ing, Laura  came  down  alone. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  say,  Wilton,"  she  said,  with  a  slight  smile, 
"  that  my  dear  father  has  greatly  increased  his  pain  by  ex- 
ceeding a  little  last  night.  He  has  scarcely  slept  at  all,  I 
find,  and  begs  you  will  excuse  him  till  dinner-time.  He  leaves 
me  to  entertain  you,  Wilton.     Do  you  think  I  can  do  it?" 

Wilton's  answer  was  easily  found ;  and  Lama  passed  the 
whole  morning  with  him  alone. 

Certainly  neither  of  the  two  would  have  purchased  the 
pleasure  at  the  expense  of  the  Duke's  suffering ;  but  yet  that 
pleasure  of  being  alone  together  was,  indeed,  intense  and 
bright.  They  were  both  very  young,  both  fitted  for  high 
enjoyment,  both  loving  as  ardently  and  deeply  as  it  is  pos- 
sible for  human  beings  to  love.  Through  the  rich  and  beau- 
tiful woods  of  the  park,  over  the  sunny  lawns  and  grassy 
savannas — where  the  wild  deer,  nested  in  the  tall  fern,  raising 
its  dark  eyes  and  antlered  head  to  gaze  above  the  feathery 
green  at  the  passers  by — Wilton  and  Laura  wandered  on, 
pouring  forth  the  tale  of  affection  into  each  other's  hearts, 
gazing  in  each  other's  eyes,  and  seeming,  through  that  clear 
window  lighted  up  with  life,  to  see  into  the  deepest  chambers 
of  each  other's  bosom,  and  there  behold  a  treasury  of  joy 
and  mutual  tenderness  for  years  to  come. 

In  the  midst  of  that  beautiful  scene  their  love  seemed  in 
its  proper  j)lace — everything  appeared  to  harmonize  with  it — 
whereas,  in  the  crowded  city,  all  had  jarred.  Here  the  voices 
of  the  birds  poured  forth  the  sweetest  harmony  upon  their 
ear  as  they  went  by ;  everything  that  the  eye  rested  upon 
spoke  softness,  and  peace,  and  beauty,  and  happy  days ; 
everything  refieshcd  the  sight  and  made  the  bosom  expand; 
everything  breathed  of  joy  or  imaged  tranquillity. 

The  words,  too,  the  words  of  affection,  seemed  more  easily 
to   find    utterance ;    all   the    objects    around   suggested   that 
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imagery  which  passion,  and  tenderness,  and  imagination, 
can  revel  in  at  ease ;  the  fonciful  clouds,  as  they  flitted  over 
the  sky,  the  waving  branches  of  the  woods,  the  gay  sparkling 
of  the  bright  stream,  the  wide-extending  prospect  here  and 
there,  with  the  hills,  only  ajipearing  warmer  and  more  glow- 
ing still,  as  the  eye  traced  them  into  the  distance — all  fur- 
nished to  fancy  some  new  means  of  shadowing  forth  bright 
hopes,  and  wishes,  and  purposes.  Each  was  an  enthusiastic 
admirer  of  nature ;  each  had  often  and  often  stood,  and  pon- 
dered and  gazed,  and  admired  scenes  of  similar  loveliness ; 
each,  too,  had  felt  deep  and  ardent  affection  for  the  other  in 
other  places ;  and  each  had  believed  that  nothing  could 
exceed  the  joy  that  they  experienced  in  their  occasional 
solitary  interviews ;  but  neither  had  ever  before  known  the 
same  sensations  of  delight  in  the  beautiful  aspect  of  unrivalled 
nature,  neither  had  tasted  the  joy  which  two  hearts  that  love 
each  other  can  feel  in  pouring  forth  their  thoughts  together 
in  scenes  that  both  are  worthy  to  admire. 

Nature  had  acquired  tenfold  charms  to  their  eyes  ;  and  the 
secret  of  it  was,  that  the  spirit  of  love  within  their  hearts 
pervaded  and  brightened  it  all.  Love  itself  seemed  to  have 
gained  an  intensity  and  brightness  in  those  scenes  that  it 
had  never  known  before,  because  the  great  spirit  of  nature, 
the  inspiring,  the  expanding  genius  of  the  scene,  answered 
the  spirit  within  their  hearts,  and  seemed  to  witness  and 
applaud  their  affection. 

Oh,  how  happily  the  hours  went  by  in  those  sweet  words 
and  caresses,  innocent  but  dear !  oh,  how  glad,  how  unlike 
the  world's  joys  in  general,  were  the  feelings  in  each  of  those 
young  hearts,  while  they  wandered  on  alone,  with  none  but 
love  and  nature  for  their  companions  on  the  way  !  On  that 
first  day,  at  least  to  Laura,  the  feeling  was  altogether  over- 
powering :  she  might  have  had  a  faint  and  misty  dream  that 
such  things  could  exist,  but  nothing  more ;  but  now  that  she 
felt  them,  they  seemed  to  absorb  every  other  sensation  for 
the  time,  to  make  her  heart  beat  as  it  had  never  beat  before, 
to  cast  her  thoughts  into  strange  but  bright  confusion,  so 
that  when  she  returned  with  Wilton,  and  found  that  her 
father  had  come  down,  she  ran  to  her  own  room,  to  pause 
for  a  few  moments,  and  to  collect  her  ideas  into  some  sort  of 
order  once  more. 

Day  after  day,  during  Wilton  s  stay,  the  same  bright  round 
of  happy  hours  succeeded.  During  the  whole  of  the  first 
pai"t  of  his  sojourn,  the  Duke  was  unable  to  go  out,  and 
^Yilton  and  Lady  Laura  were  left  veiy  much  alone.  Wilton 
felt  no  hesitation  in  regard  to  his  conduct.     He  could  not 
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believe,  he  scarcely  even  feared,  that  the  Duke  was  blind  to 
the  mutual  love  which  existed  between  Laura  and  himself; 
and  he  only  waited  till  his  own  fate  was  cleared  up,  to  speak 
to  her  father  upon  the  subject  openly. 

Thus  passed  his  visit ;  and  we  could  pause  upon  it  long, 
could  paint  many  a  scene  of  sweet  and  sunshiny  happiness, 
warm,  and  soft,  and  beautiful,  like  the  pictures  of  Claude  de 
Lorraine  :  but  we  have  other  things  to  do,  and  scenes  far  less 
joyous  to  dwell  upon.  The  time  of  his  stay  at  length 
expired,  and  of  course  seemed  all  the  more  brief  for  being 
happy. 

It  the  sojoiu'u  of  Wilton  at  Somersbury  Court  had  given 
pleasure  to  Laiu'a,  it  gave  scarcely  less  to  the  Duke  himself, 
though  in  a  different  way ;  and  when  his  young  visitor  was 
gone,  he  felt  a  want  and  a  vacancy  which  made  the  days 
seem  tedious.  Thus,  shortly  after  Wilton's  arrival  in  town, 
he  received  a  letter  from  the  Duke,  begging  him  not  to  forget 
his  promise  of  another  speedy  visit  of  longer  duration,  nor 
neglect  the  opportunity  of  each  week's  close  to  spend  at 
least  one  day  with  him  and  Laura.  The  origin  of  these  feel- 
ings towards  his  young  friend  was  certainly  to  be  traced  to 
the  somewhat  forced  confidence  which  he  had  been  obliged 
to  place  in  him,  in  regard  to  Sir  John  Fenwick ;  but  the  feel- 
ings survived  the  cause ;  and  during  six  weeks  which  fol- 
lowed, although  Sir  John  Fenwick  was  universally  supposed 
to  have  made  his  escape  from  England,  and  the  Duke  felt 
himself  quite  safe,  Wilton  experienced  no  change  of  manner, 
but  was  greeted  with  gladness  and  smiles  whenever  he  pre- 
sented himself. 

On  every  occasion,  too,  the  Earl  of  Byerdale  showed  him- 
self as  kind  as  it  Avas  possible  for  him  to  be ;  and  in  one 
instance,  in  the  middle  of  the  year,  spoke  to  him  more 
seriously  tlian  usual,  in  regard  to  his  marriage  with  Lady 
Laura.  The  tone  he  took  was  considerate  and  thoughtful, 
and  Wilton  found  that  he  could  no  longer  give  a  vague  reply 
upon  the  subject. 

"  I  need  not  say  to  your  lordship,"  he  said,  "  how  grate- 
ful I  feel  to  you  in  this  business ;  but  I  really  can  tell  you 
no  more  than  you  see.  I  am  received  by  the  Duke  and  I^ady 
J^aura,  upon  all  occasions,  with  the  greatest  kindness  and 
every  testimony  of  regard.  I  am  received,  indeed,  when  no 
one  else  is  received,  and  I  have  every  reason  to  believe  that 
the  Duke  regards  me  almost  as  a  son  ;  but  of  course  1  cannot 
presume,  so  long  as  I  can  give  no  information  of  who  I  am, 
what  is  my  family,  what  are  the  circumstances  and  history  of 
my  Vnrth,  to  seek  the  Duke's  ap23robation  to  ray  marriage 
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with  his  daughter.  Fortuneless  and  portionless  as  I  must  be, 
the  proposal  may  seem  presumptuous  enough  at  any  time ; 
and  though  the  legend  told  us,  my  lord,  to  '  be  bold,  and 
bold,  and  everywhere  be  bold,'  it  told  us  also  to  '  be  not  too 
bold.' " 

"  You  are  right,  you  are  right,  Wilton,"  replied  the  Earl. 
"  But  leave  it  to  me :  I  myself  will  write  to  the  Duke  upon 
the  subject,  and  doubt  not  shall  find  means  to  satisfy  him, 
though  I  cannot  flatter  you,  Wilton — and  I  tell  you  so  at  once 
— I  cannot  flatter  you  with  the  idea  of  any  unexpected  wealth, 
^'our  blood  is  your  only  possession  ;  but  that  is  enough.  I 
will  write  myself  in  a  few  days." 

"  I  trust,  my  lord,  you  Avill  not  do  so  immediately,"  replied 
Wilton.  "You  were  kind  enough  to  promise  me  explanations 
regarding  my  birth.  Others  have  done  so,  too."  (The  Earl 
started.)  "  Lord  Sunbury,"  continued  Wilton,  "  promised 
me  the  same  explanation,  and  to  give  me  the  papers  which 
he  possesses  regarding  me,  even  before  the  present  period ; 
but  he  returns  in  September  or  October,  and  then  they  will 
of  course  be  mine." 

"  Ha !"  said  the  Earl,  musing.  "  Ha !  does  he }  But  why 
does  he  not  send  you  over  the  papers .?  he  is  no  farther  off 
than  Paris  now ;  for  I  know  he  obtained  a  passpoit  the  other 
day,  and  promised  to  look  into  the  negotiations  which  are 
going  on  for  peace." 

"  I  fancy,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton,  "  that  in  the  distracted 
state  of  both  countries  he  fears  to  send  over  the  papers  by 
any  ordinary  messenger." 

"  Oh,  but  from  time  to  time  there  are  council  messengers," 
replied  the  Earl.  "  There  is  not  a  petit  mcdtre  in  the  whole 
land  who  does  not  contrive,  notwithstanding  the  war,  to  get 
over  his  embroidery  from  France,  nor  any  old  lady  to  furnish 
herself  with  bon-bons.'" 

"  I  suppose  he  thinks,  too,"  replied  Wilton,  "  that,  as  he 
is  coming  so  soon,  it  is  scarcely  worth  wliile,  and,  perhaps, 
the  papers  may  need  explanations  from  his  own  mouth." 

"  Ah !  but  the  papers,  the  papers,  are  the  most  important," 
replied  the  Earl,  thoughtfully.  "  In  September  or  October 
does  he  come?  Well,  I  will  tell  you  all  before  that  ray- 
self,  Wilton.  I  thought  I  should  have  been  able  to  do  it 
ere  now ;  but  there  is  one  link  in  the  chain  incomplete,  and 
before  I  say  anything,  it  must  be  rendered  ])erfect.  However, 
things  are  happening  every  day  which  no  one  anticipates ; 
and  though  I  do  not  expect  the  paper  that  I  mentioned  for 
a  fortnight,  it  may  come  to-moiTow,  perhaps." 

About  ten  days  after  this  period,  Wilton,  as  he  went  to  the 
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house  of  the  Earl  of  Byerdale,  remarked  all  those  external 
signs  and  s}  mptoms  of  agitation  amongst  the  people,  which 
may  always  be  seen  more  or  less  by  an  observing  eye,  when 
any  event  of  importance  takes  place  in  a  great  city.  They 
were,  perhaps,  more  apparent  than  usual  on  the  present 
occasion;  for  in  the  short  distance  he  had  to  go  he  saw  two 
hawkers  of  halfpenny  sheets  bawling  down  unintelligible 
tidings  to  maids  in  the  areas,  and  two  or  three  groups 
gathered  together  in  the  sunshiny  morning  at  the  corners  of 
the  streets. 

When  he  reached  the  Earl's  house,  he  found  him  more 
excited  than  he  usually  suffered  himself  to  be,  and  holding 
up  a  letter,  he  exclaimed, — 

"  Here's  an  account  of  this  great  event  of  the  day,  which 
of  course  you  heard  as  you  came  here.  This  is  a  proof 
how  things  are  brought  about  unexpectedly.  Not  a  man  in 
England,  statesman  or  mechanic,  could  have  imagined,  for 
the  last  six  weeks,  that  this  dark,  cold-blooded  plotter.  Sir 
John  Fenwick,  had  failed  to  effect  his  escape." 

"And  has  he  not?"  exclaimed  Wilton,  eagerly.  "Is he  in 
England  ?     Has  he  been  found?" 

"  He  has  not  escaped,"  replied  the  Earl,  dryly.  "  He  is  in 
England;  and  he  is  at  the  present  moment  safe  in  Newgate. 
Some  spies  or  other  officers  of  the  Duke  of  Shrewsbury  dis- 
covered him  lingeiing  about  in  Kent  and  Sussex,  and  he 
has  since  been  apprehended,  in  attempting  to  escape  into 
France." 

"  This  is  indeed  great  intelligence,"  replied  Wilton.  "  I 
suppose  there  is  no  chance  whatever  of  his  being  acquitted." 

"  None,"  answered  the  Earl ;  "  none  whatever,  if  they 
manage  the  matter  rightly,  though  he  is  more  subtle  than  all 
the  rest  of  the  men  put  together.  It  seems  likely  that  the 
whole  business  will  fall  upon  me,  and  I  shall  see  him 
in  a  few  days;  for  he  already  talks  of  giving  information 
against  gi'cat  persons,  on  condition  that  his  life  be  spared." 

Wilton  concealed  any  curiosity  he  might  feel  as  well  as 
he  could,  and  went  on  with  the  usual  occupations  of  the  day, 
not  remarking  as  anything  particular,  that  the  Earl  wrote  a 
long  and  seemingly  tedious  letter,  and  gave  it  to  one  of  the 
porters,  with  orders  to  send  it  off'  by  a  special  messenger. 

On  going  out  aftei'wards,  he  found  that  the  tidings  of  Sir 
John  Fenwick's  arrest  had  spread  over  the  whole  town  ;  and 
the  rumour,  agitation,  and  anxiety  which  had  been  caused 
by  the  ])]ot,  and  had  since  subsided,  was,  for  the  time,  re- 
vived with  more  activity  than  ever.  As  no  one,  however, 
was  mentioned  in  any  of  the  rumours  but  Sir*  John  Fenwick 
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himself,  Wilton  did  not  think  it  worth  while  to  make  the 
mind  of  the  Duke  anxious  upon  the  subject  till  he  could 
obtain  farther  information;  and  he  therefore  refrained  from 
writing,  as  it  was  now  the  middle  of  the  week,  and  his  visit 
was  to  be  renewed  on  the  Saturday  following.  A  day  passed 
by  without  the  matter  being  any  farther  cleared  up;  but  on 
the  Friday,  when  Wilton  visited  the  Earl  at  his  own  house,  he 
found  him  reading  his  letters  with  a  very  cloudy  brow,  which 
however,  grew  brighter  soon  after  he  appeared. 

Wilton  found  that  some  painful  conversation  must  have 
taken  place  between  the  Earl  and  his  son;  for  Lord  Sher- 
brooke  was  seated  in  the  opposite  chair,  with  one  of  those 
listless  and  indifferent  looks  upon  his  countenance  Avhich  he 
often  assumed  during  grave  discussions,  to  cover,  perhaps, 
deeper  matter  within  his  own  breast.  The  Earl,  though  a 
little  imtable,  seemed  not  angry;  and  after  he  had  concluded 
the  reading  of  his  letters,  he  said,  "  I  must  answer  all  these 
tiresome  epistles  myself,  Wilton:  for  the  good  people  who 
wrote  them  have  so  contrived  it,  in  order,  I  suppose,  to  spare 
you,  and  make  me  work  myself.  I  shall  not  need  your  aid 
to-day,  then;  and,  indeed,  I  do  not  see  why  you  should  not 
go  down  to  Somersbury  at  once,  if  you  like  it ;  only  be  up  at 
an  early  hour  on  Monday  morning. — Sherbrooke,  I  wish  you 
would  take  yourself  away:  it  makes  me  angry  to  see  you 
twisting  that  paper  up  into  a  thousand  forms  like  a  mounte- 
bank at  a  fair." 

"  Dear  ])apa,"  replied  Lord  Sherbrooke,  in  a  childish  tone, 
"  you  ought  to  have  given  me  something  better  to  do,  then. 
If  you  had  taught  me  an  honest  trade,  I  should  not  have 
been  so  given  to  making  penny  whistles  and  cutting  cockades 
out  of  foolscap  paper.  Nay,  don't  look  so  black,  and  mutter, 
'  Fool's  cap  paper,  indeed!'  between  your  teeth,  I'll  go,  I'll 
go,"  and  he  accordingly  quitted  the  room. 

"  Wilton,"  said  the  Earl,  as  soon  as  his  son  was  gone,  "  I 
have  one  word  moi'e  to  say  to  you.  When  you  are  down  at 
Somersbury,  lose  not  your  opportunity — confer  with  the 
Duke  about  your  marriage  at  once.  The  political  sky  is 
darkening.  No  one  can  tell  what  another  hour  may  bring. 
Now  leave  me." 

Wilton  obeyed,  and  passed  through  the  ante-room  into  the 
hall.  The  moment  he  appeared  there,  however,  Lord  Sher- 
brooke darted  out  of  the  opposite  room  and  caught  him  by 
the  arm,  almost  overturning  the  fat  porter  in  the  w^ay. 

"  Come  hither,  Wilton,"  he  said,  "  come  hither.  I  want 
to  speak  to  you  a  moment.  I  want  to  show  you  a  present 
that  I've  got  for  you." 
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Wilton  followed  hiin,  and  to  his  surprise  found  lying  upon 
the  table  a  pair  of  handsome  spurs,  which  Lord  Sherbrooke 
instantly  put  in  his  hand,  saying,  "  There,  Wilton !  there.  Use 
them  to-night  as  you  go  to  Somersbury;  and,  amongst  other 
pretty  things  that  you  may  have  to  say  to  the  Duke,  you 
may  tell  him  that  Sir  John  Fenwick  has  accused  him  of  high 
treason.  My  father  is  going  to  write  to  him  this  very  night, 
to  ask  him  civilly  to  come  up  to  town  to  confer  with  him  on 
business  of  importance.  You  yourself  may  be  the  bait  to  the 
trap,  Wilton,  for  aught  I  know.  So  to  your  horse's  back  and 
away,  and  have  all  your  plans  settled  with  the  Duke  before 
the  post  arrives  to-morrow  morning." 

The  earnestness  of  Sherbrooke's  manner  convinced  his 
friend  that  what  he  said  was  serious  and  true,  and  thanking 
him  eagerly,  he  left  him,  and  again  passed  through  the  hall. 
Lord  Byerdale  was  speaking  at  that  moment  to  the  porter; 
but  he  did  not  appear  to  notice  Wilton,  who  passed  on  with- 
out pausing,  sought  his  own  lodgings  with  all  speed,  mounted 
his  horse,  and  set  out  for  Somersbury. 


CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

The  world  was  in  all  its  summer  beauty,  nature  smiling  with 
her  brightest  smiles,  the  glorious  sunshine  just  departing 
from  the  sky,  and  glowing  with  double  brightness  in  its 
dying  hour,  the  woods  still  green  and  fresh,  the  blackbird 
tuning  his  evening  song,  and  everything  speaking  peace  and 
promising  joy,  as  Wilton  rode  through  the  gates  of  Somers- 
bury park. 

When  he  dismounted  from  his  horse  and  rang  the  bell,  his 
own  servant  took  the  tired  beast  and  led  it  round  towards  the 
stable  with  the  air  of  one  who  felt  himself  quite  at  home  in 
the  Duke's  house.  But  the  attendant  who  opened  the  doors 
to  him,  and  who  was  not  .the  ordinary  porter*,  bore  a  certain 
degree  of  sadness  and  gravity  in  his  demeanom-,  wdiich  caused 
Wilton  instantly  to  ask  after  the  health  of  the  Duke  and  Lady 
Laura. 

"  My  young  lady  is  quite  well,  sir,"  replied  the  servant; 
"  but  the  Duke  has  had  another  bad  fit  of  the  gout  in  the 
beginning  of  the  week — which  has  made  him  wonderfully 
cross,"  he  added,  lowering  his  voice  and  giving  a  marked 
look  in  Wilton's  face,  which  made  the  young  gentleman  feel 
that  he  intended  his  words  as  a  sort  of  v^arning. 
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"  I  am  afraid,"  thought  Wilton,  "  what  I  have  to  tell  him 
will  not  diminish  his  crossness." 

But  he  said  nothing  aloud,  and  followed  the  servant  to- 
wards the  Duke's  own  particular  sitting  room.  He  found 
that  nobleman  alone,  with  his  foot  upon  a  stool.  He  had 
calculated  as  he  went  thither  how  he  mi-iht  best  soften  the 
tidings  he  had  to  bring;  but  the  Duke  began  the  conversa- 
tion himself,  and  in  a  manner  which  instantly  put  all  other 
thoughts  to  flight,  and,  to  say  the  truth,  banished  Sir  .John 
Fenwick  and  his  whole  concerns  from  his  young  companion's 
mind  in  a  moment. 

"  So,  sir,  so,''  he  began,  using  none  of  the  friendly  and 
familiar  terms  that  he  generally  applied  to  Wilton,  "  so  you 
have  really  had  the  goodness  to  come  down  here  again." 

"  My  lord  duke,"  replied  Wilton,  "  your  invitation  to  me 
was  not  only  so  general  but  so  pressing,  that  always  having 
found  you  a  man  of  sincerity  and  truth,  I  took  it  for  granted 
that  you  wished  to  see  me,  or  you  would  not  have  asked 
me." 

"  So  I  am,  sir,  so  I  am,"  replied  the  Duke ;  "  I  am  a  man 
of  sincerity  and  truth,  and  you  sliall  find  I  am  one,  too.  But 
from  your  manner,  I  suppose  my  Lord  of  Byerdale  has  not 
told  you  the  contents  of  my  letter  to  him  this  morning." 

"  He  never  told  me,"  replied  Wilton,  "  that  your  grace 
had  written  to  him  at  all ;  but  so  far  from  even  hinting  that 
my  visit  could  be  disagreeable  to  you,  he  told  me  that  as  he 
did  not  require  my  assistance  I  had  better  come  down  here." 

"He  did,  he  did?"  said  the  Duke.  "He  is  marvellous 
kind  to  send  guests  to  my  house,  whom  he  knows  that  I  do 
not  wish  to  see." 

Wilton  now  began  to  divine  the  cause  of  the  Duke's  present 
behavioiu".  It  was  evident  that  Lord  Byerdale,  without  letting 
him  know  anything  about  it,  had  interfered  to  demand  for 
him  the  hand  of  Lady  Laura.  How  or  in  what  terms  he  had 
done  so,  Wilton  was  somewhat  anxious  to  ascertain,  but  he 
was  so  completely  thunderstruck  and  surprised  by  his  pre- 
sent reception,  that  he  could  scarcely  play  the  diflicult  game 
in  which  he  was  engaged  with  anything  like  calmness  or 
forethought. 

"  My  lord,"  he  replied,  "  it  is  probable  that  the  Earl  of 
Byerdale  was  more  moved  by  kindness  towards  me  than  con- 
sideration for  your  grace.  As  you  do  not  tell  me  what  was 
the  nature  of  your  correspondence,  1  can  but  guess  at  Lord 
Bverdale's  motives " 

"  Which  were,  sir,"  interrupted  the  Duke,  "  to  give  you  a 
farther   opportunity   of  engaging   my  daughter's    affections 
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against  her  father's  wishes  and  consent.  I  suppose  this  was 
his  object,  at  least." 

'•  I  should  think  not,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton,  resolved  not 
to  yield  his  point  so  easily.  "  I  should  rather  imagine  that 
Lord  Byerdale's  view  was  to  give  me  an  opportunity,  on  the 
contrary,  of  pleading  my  own  cause  with  the  Duke  of  Gave- 
ston — to  give  me  an  opportunity  of  recalling  all  those  feel- 
ings of  kindness,  friendship,  and  generosity  which  the  Duke 
has  constantly  displayed  towards  me,  and  of  urging  him  by 
all  those  high  feelings,  which  I  know  he  possesses,  not  to 
crush  an  attachment  which  has  grown  up  under  his  eyes,  and 
been  fostered  by  his  kindness." 

The  Duke  was  a  little  moved  by  Wilton's  words  and  his 
manner;  but  he  had  taken  his  resolution  to  make  the  present 
discussion  between  himself  and  Wilton  final,  and  he  seized 
instantly  upon  the  latter  words  of  his  reply. 

"  Grown  up  under  my  eye,  and  fostered  by  my  kindness!" 
he  exclaimed.  "  You  do  not  mean  to  say,  sir,  I  trust,  that  I 
gave  you  any  encouragement  in  this  mad  pursuit.  You  do 
not  mean  to  say  that  I  saw  and  connived  at  your  attachment 
to  my  daughter  .^" 

Wilton  might  very  well  have  said  that  he  certainly  did 
give  such  encouragement  and  oj^portunity  that  the  result 
could  scarcely  have  been  by  any  possibility  otherwise  than 
that  which  it  actually  was.  But  he  knew  that  to  show  him 
in  fault  would  only  iii'itate  the  Duke  more,  and  he  was 
silent. 

"  Good  God '."  continued  the  peer,  "  such  a  thing  never 
entered  into  my  head.  It  was  so  preposterous,  so  insane,  so 
out  of  all  reasonable  calculation,  that  I  might  just  as  well 
have  been  afraid  of  building  mv  house  under  a  hill  for  fear 
the  hill  should  walk  out  of  its  place  and  crush  it.  I  could 
never  have  dreamed  of  or  fancied  such  a  thing,  sir,  as  that 
you  should  forget  the  difference  between  my  daughter,  Lady 
Laura  Gaveston,  and  yourself,  and  presume  to  seek  the  hand 
of  one  so  much  above  you.  It  shows  how  kindness  and  con- 
descension may  be  mistaken.  Lord  Bj^erdale,  indeed,  talks 
some  vague  nonsense  about  your  having  good  blood  in  your 
veins  ;  but  what  are  your  titles,  sir  ^  what  is  your  rank  ?  where 
are  your  estates .''  Show  me  your  rent-rolls.  I  have  never 
known  anything  of  Mr.  Wilton  Brown  but  as  the  private 
secretary  of  the  Earl  of  Byerdale — his  clerk  he  called  him  to 
me  one  day — who  has  nothing  but  a  good  person,  a  good 
cfjat,  and  two  or  three  hundred  a  year.  Mr.  Wilton  Brown 
to  be  the  suitor  for  the  only  child  of  one  of  the  first  peers  in 
the  land,  the  heiress  of  a  Imndred  thousand  per  annum  !  M}^ 
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dear  sir,  the  thing  was  too  ridiculous  to  be  thought  of.  If 
people  had  told  me  I  should  have  my  eyes  picked  out  by  a 
sparrow  I  should  have  believed  them  as  much;"  and  he 
laughed  aloud  at  his  own  joke,  not  with  the  laugh  of  merri- 
ment, but  of  anger  and  scorn. 

Wilton  felt  cut  to  the  heart,  but  still  he  recollected  that  it  was 
Laura's  father  who  spoke  ;  and  he  was  resolved  that  no  pro- 
vocation whatsoever  should  induce  him  to  say  one  word  which 
he  himself  might  repent  at  an  after  period,  or  with  which  she 
might  justly  reproach  him.  He  felt  that  from  the  Duke  he 
must  bear  what  he  would  have  borne  from  no  other  man  on 
earth ;  that  to  the  Duke  he  must  use  a  tone  different  from 
that  which  he  would  have  employed  to  any  other  man.  He 
paused  a  moment,  both  to  let  the  Duke's  laugh  subside,  and 
the  first  angry  feelings  of  his  own  heart  wear  oflf :  but  he  then 
answered, — 

"  Perhaps,  my  lord,  you  attribute  to  me  other  feelings  and 
greater  presumption  than  I  have  in  reality  been  actuated  by. 
Will  you  allow  me,  before  you  utterly  condemn  me — will  you 
allow  me,  I  say,  not  to  point  out  any  cause  Avhy  you  should 
have  seen,  or  known,  or  countenanced  my  attachment  to  your 
daughter,  but  merely  to  recall  to  your  remembrance  the  cir- 
cumstances in  which  I  have  been  placed,  and  in  which  it 
was  scarcely  possible  for  me  to  resist  those  feelings  of  love 
and  attachment  which  I  will  not  attempt  to  disown,  which  I 
never  will  cast  off,  and  which  I  will  retain  and  cherish  to  the 
last  hour  of  my  life,  whatever  may  be  your  grace's  ultimate 
decision,  whatever  may  be  my  fate,  fortune,  happiness,  or 
misery,  in  other  respects  ?" 

The  Duke  was  better  jjleased  with  Wilton's  tone,  and,  to 
say  the  truth,  though  his  resolution  was  in  no  degree  shaken, 
yet  the  anger  which  he  had  called  up,  in  order  to  drown 
every  word  of  opposition,  had  by  this  time  nearly  exhausted 
itself. 

"  My  ultimate  decision  !"  said  the  Duke  ;  "  sir,  there  is  no 
decision  to  be  made  :  the  matter  is  decided.  — But  go  on,  sir, 
go  on — I  am  perfectly  willing  to  hear.  I  am  not  so  unrea- 
sonable as  not  to  hear  anything  that  you  may  wish  to  say, 
without  giving  you  the  slightest  hope  that  I  may  be  shaken 
by  words  :  which  cannot  be.     What  is  it  you  wish  to  say  ?" 

"  Merely  this,  your  grace,"  replied  Wilton.  "  The  first 
time  I  had  the  honour  of  meeting  your  grace,  I  rendered 
yourself,  and  more  particularly  the  Lady  Laura,  a  slight 
service,  a  very  slight  one,  it  is  true,  but  yet  sufficient  to  make 
you  think,  yourself,  that  I  was  entitled  to  claim  your  after- 
acquaintance,  and  to  justify  your  reproach  for  not  coming  to 
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your  box  at  the  theatre.  You  must  admit  then,  certainly,  that 
I  did  not  press  myself  into  the  society  of  the  Lady  Laui-a." 

"  Oh,  certainly  not,  certainly  not,"  replied  the  Duke — "  I 
never  accused  you  of  that,  sir.  Your  conduct,  your  external 
demeanour,  has  always  been  most  correct.  It  is  not  of  any 
presumption  of  manners  that  I  accuse  you." 

"  ^^'ell,  my  lord,"  continued  Wilton,  "  it  so  happened 
that  an  accidental  circumstance,  not  worth  noticing  now, 
induced  your  lordship  to  place  much  confidence  in  me,  and 
to  render  me  a  familiar  visitor  at  your  house.  You  on  one 
occasion  called  me  to  your  daughter  yoiu"  best  friend,  and  I 
was  more  than  once  left  in  Lady  Laura's  society  for  a  con- 
siderable period  alone.  Now,  my  lord,  none  can  know  better 
than  yourself  the  charms  of  that  society,  or  how  much  it  is 
calculated  to  win  and  engage  the  heart  of  any  one  whose 
bosom  was  totally  free,  and  had  never  beheld  before  a  woman 
equal  in  the  slightest  degree  to  his  ideas  of  perfection.  I  will 
confess,  my  lord,  that  I  struggled  very  hard  against  the 
feelings  which  I  found  growing  up  in  my  own  bosom.  At  that 
time  I  struggled  the  more  and  with  the  firmer  determination, 
because  1  had  always  entertained  an  erroneous  impression 
with  regard  to  my  own  birth,  an  impression  which,  had  it  con- 
tinued, would  have  prevented  my  dreaming  it  possible  that 
Lady  Laura  could  ever  be  mine " 

"It  is  a  pity  that  it  did  not  continue,"  said  the  Duke, 
dryly  ;  but  Wilton  took  no  notice,  and  went  on. 

"  At  that  time,  however,"  he  said,  "  I  learned,  through  the 
Earl  of  Byerdale,  that  I  had  been  in  error  in  regard  to  my 
own  situation  -  though  the  distance  between  your  grace  and 
myself  might  still  be  great,  it  was  diminished  ;  and  you  may 
easily  imagine  that  such  joyful  tidings  naturally  carried 
hope  and  expectation  to  a  higher  pitch  than  perhaps  was 
reasonable." 

"  To  a  very  unreasonable  pitch,  it  would  seem,  indeed,  sir," 
answered  the  Duke. 

"  It  may  be  so,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton,  "  but  the 
punishment  upon  myself  is  very  severe.  However,  not  even 
then — although  I  had  the  fairest  prospects  from  the  interest 
and  promises  of  the  Earl  of  Byerdale,  and  from  the  whole 
interest  of  the  Earl  of  Sunbury,  who  has  ever  treated  me  as  a 
son — although  I  might  believe  that  a  bright  political  career 
w;is  open  before  me,  and  that  I  might  ])erhaps  raise  myself  to 
the  highest  stations  in  the  state — not  even  then  did  I  pre- 
sume to  think  of  Lady  Laura  with  anything  like  immediate 
hopes.  Just  at  this  same  period,  however,  the  daring  attempt 
to  mix  your  grace  with  the  plans  of  the  conspirators  by  car- 
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rying  off  your  daughter  took  place,  and  you  were  pleased  to 
intrust  to  me  the  delicate  and  somewhat  dangerous  task 
of  discovering  the  place  to  which  she  had  been  carried, 
and  setting  her  free  from  the  hands  of  the  bold  and  in- 
famous men  who  had  obtained  possession  of  her  person. 
Now,  my  lord — feeling  every  inclination  to  love  her,  I  may 
indeed  say  loving  her  before — you  can  easily  feel  how  much 
such  an  attachment  must  have  been  increased  ;  how  much 
every  feeling  of  tenderness  and  affection  must  have  been 
augmented  by  the  interest,  the  powerful  interest  of  that 
pursuit ;  how  everything  must  have  combined  to  confirm  my 
love  for  her  for  ever,  while  all  my  thoughts  were  bent  upon 
saving  her  and  restoring  her  to  your  arms ;  while  the  whole 
feelings  of  my  heart  and  energies  of  my  mind  were  busy  with 
her,  and  her  fate  alone.  Then,  my  lord,  when  I  came  to  defend 
her,  at  the  hazard  of  my  life  ;  when  I  came  to  contend  for  her 
with  those  who  withheld  her  from  you  ;  when  we  had  to  pass 
together  several  hours  of  danger  and  apprehension,  with  her 
clini^ing  to  my  arm,  and  with  my  arm  only  for  her  support 
and  protection,  and  when,  at  length,  all  my  efforts  proved 
successful,  and  she  was  set  free,  was  it  wonderful,  was  it  at 
all  extraordinar}',  that  I  loved  her,  or  that  she  felt  some 
slight  interest  and  regard  for  me  ?  Since  then,  my  lord,  re- 
flect on  all  that  has  taken  place  ;  how  constantly  we  have 
been  together  ;  how  she  has  been  accustomed  to  treat  me  as 
the  most  intimate  and  dearest  of  her  friends ;  how  you  your- 

self  have  said  you  looked  upon  me  as  your  son " 

"  But  never  in  that  sense,  sir,  never  in  that  sense !"  ex- 
claimed the  Duke,  glad  to  catch  at  any  word  to  cut  short  a 
detail  which  was  telling  somewhat  strongly  against  him.  "  A 
son,  sir,  I  said,  a  son,  not  a  son-in-law.  But,  however,  to  end 
the  whole  matter  at  once,  Mr.  Wilton  Brown,  I  am  very  willing 
to  acknowledge  the  various  services  you  have  rendered  me, 
and  which  you  have  recapitulated  somewhat  at  length,  and 
to  acknowledge  that  there  might  be  a  great  many  motives 
for  falling  in  love  with  my  daughter,  without  my  attributing 
to  you  any  mercenary  or  ambitious  motives.  It  is  not  that 
I  blame  you  at  all  for  falling  in  love  with  her;  that  was  but 
a  folly  for  which  you  must  suffer  your  own  punishment:  but 
I  do  blame  you  very  much,  sir,  for  trying  to  make  her  fall  in 
love  with  you,  when  you  must  have  known  perfectly  well 
that  her  so  doing  would  meet  with  the  most  decided  disap- 
probation fi-om  her  father,  and  tliat  your  marriage  was  alto- 
gether out  of  the  question.  T  think  that  this  very  grave 
error  might  well  cancel  all  obligations  between  us ;  but, 
nevoi'theless,   I  am   very  willing  to  recompense  those    ser- 


320  THE   KING  S  HIGHWAY. 

vices "  Wilton  waved  his  hand  indignantly — "  to  recom- 
pense those  services,"  continued  the  Duke ;  "  to  testify  my 
sense  of  them,  in  shoit,  in  any  way  that  you  will  point  out." 

"  My  lord,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton,  "  you  surely  must 
wish  to  give  me  more  pain  than  that  which  I  feel  already. 
The  services  which  I  have  rendered  were  freely  rendered. 
They  have  been  repaid  already,  not  by  your  grace,  but  by 
my  own  heart  and  feelings.  The  only  recompence  I  ever 
proposed  to  myself  was  to  know  that  they  were  really  ser- 
viceable and  beneficial  to  those  for  whom  they  were  done.  I 
ask  nothing  of  your  grace  but  that  which  you  Avill  not  grant. 
But  the  time  will  come,  my  lord, " 

"  Do  not  flatter  yourself,  to  your  own  disappointment !" 
interrupted  the  Duke :  "  the  time  will  never  come  when  I 
shall  change  in  this  respect.  I  grant  my  daughter  a  veto,  as  I 
promised  her  dear  mother  I  would,  and  she  shall  never  marry 
a  man  she  does  not  love ;  but  I  claim  a  veto,  too,  Mr.  Wilton 
Brown,  and  will  not  see  her  cast  herself  away,  even  though 
she  should  wish  it.  The  matter,  sir,  is  altogether  at  an  end  : 
it  is  out  of  the  question,  impossible,  and  it  shall  never  be." 

The  Duke  rose  from  his  chair  as  he  spoke  ;  and  then  went 
on,  in  a  cold  tone  : — "  I  certainly  expected  that  you  might 
come  to-morrow,  sir,  but  not  to-night,  and  I  should  have  made 
in  the  morning  such  preparations  as  would  have  prevented 
any  unj^leasant meeting  between  my  daughter  and  yourself  in 
these  circumstances.  I  must  now  give  orders  for  her  to  keep 
her  room,  as  I  cannot  consent  to  your  meeting,  and  of  course 
must  not  treat  you  inhospitably ;  but  you  will  understand 
that  the  circumstances  prevent  me  from  requesting  you  to 
protract  your  visit  beyond  an  early  hour  to-morrow  morning." 

"  Your  grace,  I  believe,  mistakes  my  character  a  good 
deal,"  replied  Wilton  :  "  I  remain  not  an  hour  in  a  house 
where  I  am  not  welcome,  and  I  shall  beg  instantly  to  take 
my  leave,  as  Somersbury  must  not  be  my  abode  to-night." 

His  utterance  was  difficult,  for  his  heart  was  too  full  to 
admit  of  his  speaking  freely,  and  it  required  a  great  effort  to 
prevent  his  own  feelings  from  bursting  forth. 

"  But  your  horse  nnist  be  tired,"  said  the  Duke,  feeling 
somewhat  ashamed  of  the  part  he  was  acting. 

"  Not  too  tired,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton,  ''  to  bear  his 
master  fi'om  a  house  where  he  is  unwillingly  received.  Were 
it  necessary,  my  lord,  I  would  walk,  ratlier  than  force  your 
grace  to  make  any  change  in  your  domestic  arrangements. 
You  will  ])criuit  me  to  tell  the  porter  to  call  roinid  my 
groom ;"  and  going  out  for  a  moment,  he  bade  the  porter  in 
a  loud  clear  voice  order  his  horses  to  be  saddled  again,  and 
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his  groom  to  come  round.  He  then  returned  to  the  chamber 
where  the  Duke  remained,  and  both  continued  silent  and 
embaiTassed.  It  was  some  time,  indeed,  before  Wilton's 
orders  could  be  obeyed,  for  his  valise  had  been  carried  up 
to  his  usual  apartments.  At  length,  however,  the  horse  was 
announced,  and  Wilton  went  towards  the  door, — 

"  I  now  take  my  leave  of  you,  my  lord,"  he  said,  "  and  in 
doing  so,  shall  endeavour  to  bear  with  me  all  the  bright 
memories  of  much  kindness  experienced  at  your  hands,  and 
forgetfulness  of  one  night's  unkindness,  which  I  trust  and 
believe  I  have  deserved  even  less  than  I  did  your  former 
goodness  towards  me.  For  yourself  I  shall  ever  retain 
feelings  of  the  deepest  regard  and  esteem ;  for  your  daughter, 
undying  love  and  attachment." 

The  Duke  was  somewhat  moved,  and  very  much  embar- 
rassed ;  and  whether  from  habit,  embarrassment,  or  real 
feelings  of  regard,  he  held  out  his  hand  to  Wilton  as  they 
parted.  Wilton  took  it,  and  pressed  it  in  his  own.  A  single 
bright  drop  rose  in  his  eye,  and  feeling  that  if  he  remained 
another  moment  his  self-command  would  give  way,  he  left 
the  Duke,  and  sprang  upon  his  horse's  back. 

Two  or  three  of  the  old  servants  were  in  the  hall  as  he 
passed,  witnessing,  with  evident  marks  of  consternation  and 
grief,  liis  sudden  departure  from  Somersbury.  The  Duke's 
head  groom  kept  his  stirrup,  and  to  his  surprise  he  saw  the 
old  butler  himself  holding  the- rein. 

As  Wilton  thanked  him  and  took  it,  however,  the  man 
slipped  a  note  into  his  hand,  saying  in  a  low  voice,  "  From 
my  young  lady."  Wilton  clasped  his  fingers  tight  upon  it, 
and  with  one  consolation,  at  least,  rode  away  from  the  house 
where  he  had  known  so  much  happiness. 


CHAPTER  XXXVH. 

The  light  was  fading  away  as  Wilton  took  his  path  through 
the  thick  trees  of  the  park  up  towards  the  lodge  at  the  gates; 
but  at  the  first  opening  where  the  last  rays  of  the  evening 
streamed  through,  he  opened  Laura's  note,  and  found  light 
enough  to  read  it,  though  perhaps  no  other  eyes  than  those 
of  love  could  have  accomplished  half  so  much;  and  oh,  what 
a  joy  and  what  a  satisfiiction  it  was  to  him  when  he  did  read 
it  I  though  he  found  afterwards,  that  note  had  been  written 
while  the  eyes  were  dropping  fast  with  tears. 
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"  Fear  not,  dear  Wilton,"  it  said  :  "  I  have  only  time  to 
bid  you  not  to  fear.  I  am  yours,  ever  yours ;  and  whatever 
you  may  be  told,  never  believe  that  I  give  even  one  thought 
to  any  other  man. 

"  Laura  Gaveston." 

She  signed  her  name  at  full,  as  if  she  felt  that  it  was  a 
solemn  act — not  exactly  a  pledge,  that  would  bind  her  in  the 
least,  more  than  her  own  resolutions  had  already  bound  her 
— but  a  pledge  to  Wilton's  heart — a  pledge  to  which  in  after 
years  she  could  always  refer,  if  at  any  time  the  hand  of 
another  man  should  be  proposed  to  her. 

She  had  wept  while  she  had  written  it,  but  it  had  given 
her  deep  satisfaction  to  do  that  act ;  for  she  figured  to  her- 
self the  balm,  the  consolation,  the  support  which  it  would  be 
to  him  that  she  loved  best  on  earth — yes,  best  on  earth ;  for 
though  she  loved  her  father  deeply,  she  loved  Wilton  more. 

When  the  high  command  went  forth,  "  Thou  shalt  leave  all 
on  earth  and  cleave  unto  thy  husband  or  thy  wife,"  the  God 
that  made  the  ordinance  fashioned  the  human  heart  for  its 
accomplishment.  It  would  seem  treating  a  high  subject 
somewhat  lightly,  perhaps,  to  say  that  it  may  even  be  by 
the  will  of  God  that  parents  so  very  frequently  behave  ill  or 
unkindly  to  their  children  in  the  matter  of  their  marriage,  in 
order  to  lessen  the  breaking  of  that  great  tie — in  order  that 
the  scion  may  be  stripped  from  the  stem  more  easily.  But 
it  were  well  if  pai^ents  thought  of  the  effect  that  they  produce 
in  their  children's  affection  towards  them  by  such  conduct; 
for  youth  is  tenacious  of  the  memories  of  unkindness,  and 
often  retains  the  unpleasant  impression  that  it  makes,  when 
the  prejudices  that  produced  it  have  passed  away. 

However  that  might  be,  Laura  loved  Wilton,  as  we  have 
said,  best  on  earth ;  she  had  a  duty  to  perform  to  him,  and 
she  had  a  duty  to  perform  to  her  father,  and  she  determined 
to  perform  them  both  ;  for  she  believed — and  she  was  right — 
that  no  two  duties  are  ever  incompatible  :  the  greater  must 
swallow  up  the  less  ;  and  to  let  it  do  so,  is  a  duty  in  itself; 
but  in  the  present  instance  there  were  two  duties  which  were 
perfectly  compatible.  She  would  never  marry  Wilton  while 
her  father  opposed ;  but  she  would  never  marry  any  one 
else ;  for  she  felt  that  in  heart  she  was  already  wedded  unto 
him. 

The  words  that  she  wrote  gave  Wilton  that  assurance,  and 
it  was  a  bright  and  happy  assurance  to  him :  for  so  long  as 
there  is  notliing  irrevocable  in  the  future,  the  space  whicli  it 
affords  gives  room  for  Hope  to  spread  her  wings;  and  though 
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he  might  feel  bitterly  and  deeply  depressed  by  the  conduct 
of  the  Duke,  and  the  stern  determination  which  he  had  dis- 
played, yet  with  love — with  mutual  love,  and  firmness  of 
heart  on  both  sides,  he  thought  that  happiness  might  be  in- 
deed delayed,  but  was  not  permanently  lost. 

Meditating  on  these  things,  he  rode  on  for  about  a  couple 
of  miles ;  but  then  suddenly  recollected  that  in  all  the  agita- 
tion of  the  moment,  and  the  painful  discussion  he  had  under- 
gone, he  had  totally  forgotten  to  tell  the  Duke  either  the 
arrest  of  Sir  John  Fenwick,  or  the  tidings  which  he  had 
heard  more  immediately  affecting  himself.  He  again  checked 
his  weary  horse,  and  asked  himself,  "Shall  I  ride  back?" 
But  then  he  thought,  "  No,  I  will  not.  I  will  stop  at  the 
first  farm-house  or  inn  that  I  may  find,  where  I  can  get 
shelter  for  myself  and  food  for  my  horses  during  the  night, 
and  thence  I  will  write  him  the  intelligence,  take  it  how  he 
will.  I  will  not  expose  myself  to  fresh  contumely  by  going 
back  this  night." 

He  accordingly  rode  on  upon  his  way,  full  of  sad  and  melan- 
choly thoughts,  and  with  the  bright  but  unsubstantial  hopes 
which  Laura's  letter  had  given  him  fading  away  again  rapidly 
under  causes  of  despondency  that  were  but  too  real.  It  was 
an  hour  in  which  gloom  was  triumphant  over  all  other  feel- 
ings ;  one  of  those  hours  when  even  the  heart  of  youth  seems 
to  lose  its  elastic  bound;  when  hope  itself,  like  some  faint 
light  upon  a  dark  night,  makes  the  sombre  colours  of  our 
fate  look  even  blacker  than  before,  and  when  we  feel  like 
mariners  who  see  the  day  close  upon  them  in  the  midst  of  a 
storm,  as  if  the  sun  of  happiness  had  simk  from  \4ew  for 
ever.  Such  feelings  and  such  thoughts  absorbed  him  en- 
tirely as  he  rode  along,  and  he  marked  not  at  all  how  far  he 
went,  though,  from  the  natural  impulse  of  humanity,  he 
spared  the  tired  horse  which  carried  him,  and  proceeded  at 
a  slow  pace. 

About  three  miles  from  the  Duke's  gates,  his  servant  I'ode 
up,  saying,  "  I  see  a  light  there,  sir.  I  should  not  wonder 
if  that  were  the  little  inn  of  the  village  which  one  passes  on 
the  right." 

"  We  had  better  keep  our  straight-forward  way,"  replied 
Wilton.  "  We  cannot  be  very  far  from  the  Three  Cups, 
which,  though  a  poor  place  enough,  may  serve  me  for  a 
night's  lodging." 

The  man  fell  back  again,  and  Wilton  was  proceeding 
slowly  when  he  perceived  three  men  riding  towards  him  at 
an  easy  pace.  The  night  was  clear  and  fine,  and  the  hour 
was   so  earlv,  that  he  anticipated  no   evil,  though  he  had 

y2 
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come  unarmed,  expecting  to  reach  Somersbury,  as  he  did, 
before  dark. 

He  rode  on  quietly,  then,  till  he  met  them,  when  he  was 
forced  suddenly  to  stop,  one  of  the  three  presenting  a  pistol 
at  his  breast,  and  exclaiming,  "  Stand  !     Who  are  you  .?  " 

"  Is  it  my  money  you  want,  gentlemen } "  demanded  Wil- 
ton ;  "  for  if  it  be,  there  is  but  little  of  it :  but  as  much  as  I 
have  is  at  your  service." 

"  I  ask,  who  are  you  .f"'  replied  the  other.  "  I  did  not  ask 
you  for  your  money.  Are  you  a  King's  officer }  And  which 
King's  ?'" 

"  I  am  no  King's  officer,"  replied  Wilton,  "  but  a  ti'ue 
subject  of  King  William  " 

"  Pass  on,"  replied  the  other  man,  dropping  his  pistol : 
*'  you  are  not  the  person  we  want." 

Wilton  rode  forward,  very  well  contented  to  have  escaped 
so  easily ;  but  he  remarked  that  his  servant  was  likewise 
stopped,  and  that  the  same  questions  were  put  to  him  also. 
He,  too,  was  alloAved  to  pass,  however,  without  any  molesta- 
tion, and  for  the  next  half  mile  they  went  on  without  any 
further  interruption.  Then,  however,  they  were  met  by  a 
single  horseman,  riding  at  the  same  leisurely  pace  as  the 
others ;  but  he  suffered  Wilton  to  pass  without  speaking, 
and  merely  stopped  the  servant  to  ask,  "  Who  is  that  gen- 
tleman .? " 

No  sooner  had  the  man  given  his  name  than  the  horseman 
turned  round  and  rode  after  him,  exclaiming,  "  Mr.  Brown ! 
Mr.  Brown ! " 

Wilton  checked  his  horse,  and  in  a  moment  after,  to  his 
sui-prise,  he  found  no  other  but  the  worthy  Captain  Byerly 
by  his  side. 

"  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Brown.?"  said  the  Captain,  as  he 
came  up.  "  I  have  but  a  moment  to  speak  to  you,  for  I  have 
business  on  before  ;  but  I  wanted  to  tell  you,  that  if  you  keep 
straight  on  for  half  a  mile  farther,  and  taking  the  road  to  the 
right,  where  you  will  see  a  finger-post,  go  into  a  cottage — 
that  cottage  there,  where  you  can  just  see  a  light  twinkling  in 
the  window  over  the  moor — you  will  find  some  old  friends  of 
yours,  whom  you  and  I  saw  together  the  last  time  we  met, 
and  another  one,  too,  who  will  be  glad  enough  to  see  you." 

"  Who  do  you  mean  t "  demanded  Wilton,  somewhat 
anxiously. 

"  I  mean  the  Colonel,"  re])lied  Captain  Byerly. 

"  Indeed!"  said  Wilton.     ''  I  wish  to  see  him  very  much." 

"  You  will  find  him  there,  then,"  replied  the  other.  "  But 
he  is  sadly  changed,  poor  fellow,  sadly  changed,  indeed  ! " 
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"  How  so  ? "  said  Wilton.  "  Do  you  mean  that  he  has 
been  ill?" 

"  No,  not  exactly  ill,"  answered  Byerly,  "  and  I  don't  well 
know  what  it  is  makes  him  so. — At  all  events,  I  can't  stop 
to  talk  about  it  at  present ;  but  if  you  go  on  you  will  see 
him,  and  hear  more  about  it  from  himself.  Good  night,  Mr. 
Brown,  good  night :  those  fellows  will  get  too  far  ahead  of 
me,  if  I  don't  mind."     And  thus  saying,  he  rode  on. 

Wilton,  for  his  part,  proceeded  on  his  way,  musing  over 
Avhat  had  occurred.  It  seemed  to  him,  indeed,  not  a  little 
strange,  that  a  party  of  men,  whose  general  business  was 
hardly  doubtful,  should  suffer  him,  without  any  knowledge 
of  his  person  or  any  private  motives  for  so  doing,  to  pass 
them  thus  quietly  on  his  way,  and  he  was  led  to  imagine 
that  they  must  have  in  view  some  very  pecuhar  object  to 
account  for  such  conduct.  That  object,  however,  was  evi- 
dently considered  by  themselves  of  very  great  importance, 
and  to  require  extraordinary  precautions ;  for  before  Wilton 
reached  the  direction-post  to  which  Byerly  had  referred,  he 
passed  two  more  horsemen,  one  of  whom  was  singing  as  he 
came  up,  but  stopped  immediately  on  perceiving  the  way- 
farer, and  demanded  in  a  civil  tone — 

"  Pray,  sir,  did  you  meet  some  gentlemen  on  before  ?" 

"  Yes,"  replied  Wilton,  "  I  did  :  three,  and  then  one." 

"  Did  they  speak  to  you .'"  demanded  the  other. 

"  Yes,"  replied  Wilton,  "  they  asked  me  some  questions." 

"  Oh,  was  that  all  ?"  said  the  man.  "  Good  night,  sir ;"  and 
on  the  two  rode. 

At  the  finger-post,  Wilton  turned  from  the  highway;  but 
for  some  time  he  was  inclined  to  fancy,  either  that  he  had 
mistaken  the  direction,  or  that  the  light  had  been  put  out  in 
the  cottage  window,  for  not  the  least  glimmering  ray  could 
he  now  see.  At  length,  on  suddenly  turning  a  belt  of  young 
planting,  he  found  himself  in  front  of  a  low  but  extensive 
and  very  pretty  cottage,  or  rather  perhaps  it  might  be  called 
two  cottages  joined  together  by  a  centre  somewhat  lower 
than  themselves.  It  was  more  like  a  building  of  the  present 
day  than  one  of  that  epoch  ;  and  though  the  beautiful  China 
rose,  the  sweetest  ornament  of  our  cottage  doors  at  present, 
was  not  then  known  in  this  country,  a  rich  spreading  vine 
covered  every  part  of  the  fj-ont  with  its  luxuriant  foliage. 
The  light  was  still  in  the  window,  having  only  been  hidden 
by  the  trees ;  and  throwing  his  rein  to  the  groom,  Wilton 
said, — 

"  Perhaps  we  may  find  shelter  here  for  the  night ;  but  I 
must  first  go  in,  and  see." 
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Thus  saying,  he  advanced  and  rang  a  bell,  the  handle  of 
which  he  found  hanging  down  by  the  door-post,  and  after 
having  waited  a  minute  or  two,  he  heard  the  sound  of  steps 
coming  along  the  passage.  The  door  was  opened  by  a 
pretty,  neat,  servant  girl,  with  a  candle  in  her  hand ;  but 
behind  her  stood  a  woman  considerably  advanced  in  life, 
bowed  in  the  back,  and  with  a  stick  in  her  hand,  presenting 
so  much  altogether  the  same  appearance  which  the  Lady 
Helen  Oswald  had  thought  fit  to  assume  in  her  first  interview 
with  him,  that  for  an  instant  Wilton  doubted  whether  it  was 
or  was  not  herself.  A  second  glance,  however,  at  the  old 
woman's  face,  showed  the  withering  hand  of  time  too  strongly 
for  him  to  doubt  any  farther. 

The  momentary  suspense  had  made  him  gaze  at  the  old 
woman  intently,  and  she  had  certainly  done  the  same  with 
regard  to  him.  There  was  an  expression  of  wonder,  of 
doubt,  and  yet  of  joy,  in  her  countenance,  which  he  did  not  at 
all  understand;  and  his  surprise  was  still  more  increased, 
when,  upon  his  asking  whether  he  could  there  obtain  shelter 
during  the  night,  the  woman  exclaimed  with  a  strong  Irish 
accent,  "  Oh,  that  you  shall,  and  welcome  a  thousand  times!" 

"  But  I  have  two  horses  and  my  groom  here,"  replied 
Wilton. 

"  Oh,  for  the  horses  and  the  groom,"  replied  the  woman, 
"  I  fear  me,  boy,  we  can't  take  them  in  for  ye ;  but  he  can  go 
away  up  to  the  high  road,  and  in  half  a  mile  he'll  come  to 
the  Three  Cups,  where  he  will  find  good  warm  stabling- 
enough." 

"  That  will  be  the  best  way,  I  believe,"  replied  Wilton  ; 
and  turning  back  to  speak  with  the  man  for  a  moment,  he 
gave  him  directions  to  go  to  the  little  public  house,  to  put  up 
the  horses,  to  get  some  repose,  and  to  be  ready  to  retui'n  to 
London  at  four  o'clock  on  the  following  morning. 

As  soon  as  he  had  so  done,  he  turned  back  again,  and 
found  the  old  lady  with  her  head  thrust  into  the  doorway  of 
a  room  on  the  right-hand  side,  saying  in  a  loud  tone — "  It's 
himself,  sure  enough,  though !" 

The  moment  she  had  spoken,  he  heard  an  exclamation, 
apparently  in  the  voice  of  Lord  Sherbrooke  ;  and,  following 
a  sign  from  the  girl  who  had  o])ened  the  door,  he  went  in, 
and  found  the  room  tenanted  by  four  persons,  who  had  been 
brought  together  in  intimate  association,  by  one  of  the 
strangest  of  those  strange  combinations  in  which  fate  some- 
times indulges. 

Seated  in  a  large  arm-chair,  with  her  cheek  much  paler 
than  it  had  been  before,  but  still  extremely  beautiful,  was  the 
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lady  whom  we  must  now  call  Lady  Sheibrooke.  Her  large 
dark  eyes,  full  of  light  and  lustre,  though  somewhat  shaded 
by  a  languid  fall  of  the  upper  eyelid,  were  turned  towards 
the  door  as  Wilton  entered,  and  her  fair  beautiful  hand  lay 
in  that  of  her  husband  as  he  sat  beside  her. 

On  the  opposite  side  of  the  room,  with  her  fine  face 
bearing  but  very  few  traces  of  time's  withering  power,  and 
her  beautiful  figure  falling  into  a  line  of  exquisitely  easy 
grace,  sat  the  Lady  Helen,  gazing  on  the  other  two,  with  her 
arm  resting  on  a  small  work-table,  and  her  cheek  supported 
by  her  hand. 

Cast  with  apparent  listlessness  into  a  chair,  somewhat 
behind  the  Lady  Helen  Oswald,  and  shaded  by  her  figure 
from  the  light  upon  the  table,  was  the  powerful  form  of  our 
old  acquaintance  Green.  But  there  was  in  the  whole  attitude 
which  he  had  assumed  an  apathy,  a  weary  sort  of  thought- 
fulness,  which  struck  Wilton  very  much  the  moment  he 
beheld  him.  Green's  eyes,  indeed,  were  raised  to  mark  the 
opening  door,  but  still  there  was  a  gloomy  want  of  interest 
in  their  glance  which  was  utterly  unlike  the  quick  and  spark- 
ling vivacity  which  had  characterized  them  in  foinner  times. 

The  first  who  spoke  was  Lord  Sherbrooke,  who,  still 
holding  Caroline's  hand  in  his,  held  out  the  other  to  his 
friend,  saying,  in  a  tone  of  some  feeling,  but  at  the  same  time 
of  feeling  decidedly  melancholy,  "  This  is  a  sight  that  will 
give  you  pleasure,  Wilton." 

"  It  is,  indeed,  my  dear  Sherbrooke,"  replied  Wilton  ; 
"  only  I  do  wish  that  it  had  been  rendered  more  pleasant 
still,  by  seeing  no  remaining  trace  of  illness  in  this  lady's  face." 

"  I  am  better,  sir,  much  better,"  she  said ;  "  for  my  re- 
covery has  been  certain  and  uninterrupted,  though  somewhat 
long.  If  I  could  but  teach  your  friend  to  bear  a  little  adver- 
sity as  unrepining  as  I  have  borne  sickness,  we  might  be 
very  happy.  I  am  very  glad,  indeed,  to  see  you,  sir,"  she 
continued  ;  "  for  you  must  know,  that  this  is  my  house  that 
you  are  in,"  and  she  smiled  gaily  as  she  spoke:  "  but  though 
I  should  always  have  been  happy  to  welcome  you  as  Sher- 
brooke's  friend,  yet  I  do  so  more  gladly  now,  as  it  gives  me 
the  opportunity  of  thanking  you  for  all  the  care  and  kindness 
that  you  showed  me  upon  a  late  occasion." 

Though  Wilton  had  his  heart  too  full  of  painful  memories 
to  speak  cheerfully  upon  any  subject,  yet  he  said  all  that  was 
courteous,  and  all  that  was  kind ;  and,  as  it  were  to  force 
himself  to  show  an  interest,  which  he  would  more  really  have 
experienced  at  another  moment,  he  added,  "  I  often  wished 
to  know  how  the  sad  adventures  of  that  night  ended." 
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The  lady  coloured  ;  but  he  instantly  continued,  "  I  mean 
what  was  the  result,  when  the  constables,  and  other  people, 
visited  the  house.  I  knew  that  Sherbrooke's  very  name  was 
suffitient  to  protect  him,  and  all  in  whom  he  had  an  interest, 
and  therefore  I  took  no  steps  in  the  matter  ;  but  I  much 
wished  to  hear  what  followed  after  I  had  left  the  place, 
though,  as  Sherbrooke  said  nothing,  I  did  not  like  to  ques- 
tion him." 

"  You  have  questioned  me  on  deeper  subjects  than  that, 
Wilton,"  replied  Lord  Sherbrooke. — "  But  the  matter  that 
you  speak  of  was  easily  settled.     The  constables  found  no 
one  in  the  house  but  Plessis,  myself,  these  two  ladies,  and 
some  humbler  women.     It  so  happened,  however,  that  I  was 
known  to  one  of  the  men,  who  had  been  a  coachman  in  my 
father's  service,  and  had  thriven,  till  he  had  grown— into  a 
baker,  of  all  earthly  things.     As  to  Plessis,  no  inquiries  were 
made,  as  there  was  not  a  constable  amongst  them  who  had 
not  an  occasional  advantage,  by  his  '  little  commerce,'  as  he 
calls  it ;  and  the  ladies  of  course  passed  unscathed,  though 
the  searching  of  the  house,  which  at  the  time  we  could  not 
rightly   account   for,   till  Plessis   afterwards    explained   the 
whole,  alarmed  my  poor  Caroline,  and,  I  think,  did  her  no 
small  harm.      But  look  you,  Wilton,   there   is    your    good 
friend,   and  mine,  on   the   other  side  of  the  room,  rousing 
himself  from  his  reverie,  to  speak  with  you.     Ay!  and  one 
who  nmst  have  a  share  in  your  greetings,  also,  though,  with 
the  unrivalled  patience  which  has  marked  her  life,  she  waits 
till  all  have  done." 

Wilton  crossed  over  the  room,  and  spoke  a  few  words  to 
the  I^ady  Helen  Oswald  ;  and  then  turning  to  Green,  he  held 
out  his  hand  to  him  ;  but  the  greeting  of  the  latter  was  still 
somewhat  abstracted  and  gloomy. 

"  Ha  !  Wilton,"  he  said.  "  What  brought  you  hither  this 
night,  my  good  boy  .''  You  are  on  your  way  to  Somersbury, 
I  suppose." 

"  No,"  replied  Wilton  ;  "  I  have  just  come  thence," 

"  Indeed  !"  said  Green.  "  Indeed  !  How  happens  that,  I 
wonder  ?  Did  you  meet  any  of  my  men  .''  Indeed  you  nmst 
have  met  them,  if  you  come  from  Somersbury." 

"  I  met  several  men  on  horseback,"  replied  Wilton ;  "  one 
party  of  whom,  three  in  number,  stopped  me,  and  asked  me 
several  questions." 

"  They  offered  no  violence  ?  They  offered  no  violence .?" 
repeated  Green,  eagerly. 

"  None,"  answered  Wilton  ;  "  though  I  suppose,  if  I  had 
not  answered  their  questions  satisfactorily,  they  would  have 
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done  so,  as  they  seemed  very  fit  persons  for  such  proceedings. 
But  I  was  in  hopes^"  he  continued,  "  that  all  this  had  gone 
by  with  you,  and  that  such  dangerous  adventures  were  no 
more  thought  of." 

"  I  wish  I  had  never  thought  of  any  still  more  dangerous," 
replied  Green ;  "  I  should  not  have  the  faces  looking  at  me 
that  now  disturb  my  sleep.  But  this  is  not  my  adventure," 
he  continued,  ''  but  his — his  sitting  opposite  there.  1  have 
nothing  to  do  with  it,  but  assisting  him." 

"  Yes,  indeed,  my  dear  Wilton,"  replied  Lord  Sherbrooke, 
"  the  adventure  is  mine.  All  other  trades  failing,  and  having 
exhausted  every  other  mad  prank  but  that,  1  am  taking  a 
turn  ujDon  the  King's  Highway,  which  has  become  far  more 
fashionable  now-a-days  than  the  Park,  the  puppet-show,  or 
even  Constitution  Hill." 

"  Nay,  nay,  Henry  !"  exclaimed  his  wife,  interrupting  him, 
"  I  will  not  hear  you  malign  yourself  in  that  way.  He  is 
not  taking  a  turn  upon  the  King's  Highway,  sir,  for  here  he 
sits,  bodily,  I  trust,  beside  his  wife ;  and  if  the  spirit  have 
anything  to  do  with  the  adventure  that  he  talks  of,  the 
motive  is  a  noble  one — the  object  is  not  what  he  says." 

"  Hush,  hush,  Caroline,"  replied  Lord  Sherbrooke  ;  "  you 
will  make  Wilton  believe,  first,  that  I  am  sane ;  next,  that  I 
am  virtuous ;  and,  lastly,  that  I  love  any  woman  sufficiently 
to  submit  to  her  contradicting  me  ;  things  which  I  have  been 
labouring  hard  for  months  to  make  him  think  impossible." 

"  He  knows,  sir,"  said  Green,  interrupting  him,  "  that  you 
are  generous,  and  that  you  are  kind,  though  he  does  not  yet 
know  to  what  extent." 

"  I  believe  he  knows  me  better  than  any  man  now  living," 
replied  Lord  Sherbrooke  ;  "  but  it  happens  somewhat  inop- 
portunely that  he  should  be  here  to-night. — Hark,  Colonel ! 
There  is  even  now  the  galloping  of  a  horse  round  to  the 
back  of  the  house.  Let  you  and  I  go  into  the  other  room, 
and  see  what  booty  our  comrade  has  brought  back." 

He  spoke  with  one  of  his  gay  but  uncertain  smiles,  while 
Green's  eyes  sparkled  with  some  of  the  brightness  of  former 
times,  as  he  listened  eagerly,  to  make  sure  that  Lord  Sher- 
brooke's  ear  had  not  deceived  him. 

"  You  are  right,  you  are  right,  sir,"  he  said ;  "  and  then,  I 
hear  Byerly's  voice  speaking  to  the  old  woman." 

But  before  he  could  proceed  to  put  Lord  Sherbrooke's 
suggestion  in  execution,  Byerly  was  in  the  room,  holding  up 
a  large  leathern  bag,  and  exclaiming,  "  Here  it  is !  here  it  is !" 

"  Alas !"  said  Caroline — "  I  fear  dangerously  obtained." 

"  Not  in  the  least,  madam,"  replied  Byerly :  "  if  the  man 
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dies,  let  it  be  remarked,  he  dies  of  fright,  and  nothing  else  ; 
not  a  finger  has  been  laid,  in  the  way  of  violence,  upon  his 
person ;  but  he  would  have  given  up  anything  to  any  one 
who  asked  him.  We  made  him  promise  and  vow  that  he 
would  ride  back  to  the  town  he  came  from  ;  and  tying  his 
feet  under  his  horse's  belly,  we  sent  him  off  as  hard  as  he 
could  go.  I,  indeed,  kept  at  a  distance  watching  all,  but  the 
others  gave  me  the  bag  as  soon  as  it  was  obtained,  and  then 
scattered  over  the  moor,  every  man  his  own  way.  I  am 
back  to  London  with  all  speed,  and  not  a  point  of  this  will 
be  ever  known." 

"  Come  hither,  then,  come  hither,  Byerly,"  said  Green, 
leading  him  away ;  "  we  must  see  the  contents  of  the  bag, 
take  what  we  want,  and  dispose  of  the  rest.  You  had  better 
come  with  me  too,  sir,"  he  added,  addressing  Lord  Sher- 
brooke ;  "  for  as  good  Don  Quixote  would  have  said,  '  The 
adventure  is  yours,  and  it  is  now  happily  achieved.' " 

Thus  saying,  the  three  left  the  room  together.,  and  were 
absent  for  nearly  half  an  hour. 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

It  was  evident  to  Wilton,  that  whatever  was  the  enterprise 
in  which  Lord  Sherbrooke  and  Green  were  engaged,  it  was 
one  which,  without  absolutely  wanting  confidence  in  him, 
they  were  anxious  to  conceal  from  his  knowledge ;  and,  to 
say  truth,  he  was  by  no  means  sorry  that  such  should  be 
the  case. 

He  knew  Lord  Sherbrooke  too  well  to  hope  that  any 
remonstrance  would  affect  him,  and  he  was  therefore  glad 
not  to  be  made  a  partaker  of  any  secret  regarding  transac- 
tions which  he  believed  to  be  dangerous,  and  yet  could  not 
prevent.  In  regard  to  Green,  too,  there  were  particular 
feelings  in  his  bosom  which  made  him  anxious  to  avoid  any 
further  knowledge  of  that  most  hazardous  course  of  life  in 
which  he  was  evidently  engaged ;  for  he  could  not  shut  his 
eyes  to  what  that  course  of  life  really  was.  Although,  as  we 
have  already  said,  at  that  period  the  resource  of  the  King's 
Highway  had  been  adopted  by  very  different  people  from 
those  who  even  ten  or  twenty  years  afterwards  trafficked 
thereon :  though  many  a  man  of  high  education,  gallant 
courage,  and  polished  manners,  ay,  even  of  high  birth,  cast 
from  his  station  by  the  changes  and  misfortunes  of  the  day — 
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like  parts  of  a  fine  building  thrown  down  by  an  earthquake, 
and  turned  to  viler  purposes — sought  the  midnight  road  as 
their  only  means  of  support:  nay,  though  there  were  even 
some  names  afterwards  restored  to  the  peerage,  which  are 
sup])Osed  to  have  been  well  known  amongst  the  august  body 
of  traffickers  in  powder  and  lead :  yet  Wilton  could  not  but 
feel  grieved  that  any  one  in  whom  he  felt  an  interest  should 
be  tempted  or  driven  to  such  an  expedient,  and  at  all 
events,  he  thought  that  the  less  he  knew  upon  the  subject 
the  better. 

That,  howevei",  which  struck  him  as  the  most  strange,  was 
to  find  two  beings  such  as  those  who  were  now  left  alone 
with  him,  graceful,  beautiful,  gentle,  high-toned  in  manners, 
distinguished  in  appearance,  fitted  to  mingle  with  the  highest 
society,  and  adorn  the  highest  rank,  cognizant  of,  if  not 
taking  part  in,  things  so  dangerous  and  reprehensible. 

A  momentary  silence  ensued  when  he  was  left  alone  with 
the  two  ladies,  and  the  first  words  that  he  spoke  evidently 
showed  to  the  Lady  Helen  what  was  passing  in  Wilton's 
mind.  She  looked  at  him  for  a  moment  with  a  grave  smile, 
and  after  she  had  herself  alluded  more  directly  to  the  sub- 
ject, he  expressed  plainly  the  regret  that  he  felt  at  what  he 
witnessed. 

"  I  regTct  likewise,  my  dear  boy,"  she  said,  "  much  that 
has  gone  before,  nay,  almost  everything  that  has  taken  place 
in  the  conduct  of  him  you  speak  of  lor  many  years  past.  I 
regret  it  all  deeply,  and  regret  it  far  more  than  1  do  the 
present  transaction.  You  will  think  it  strange,  but  I  see  not 
well  how  this  was  to  be  avoided.  Not  that  I  believe,"  she 
added,  thoughtfully,  "  that  we  ought  to  frustrate  bad  men  by 
bad  means ;  but  nevertheless,  Wilton,  here  was  a  very  great 
and  high  object  to  be  attained :  utter  destruction  to  all  our 
hopes  would  have  been  the  consequence  of  missing  that 
object;  and  there  was  but  one  way  of  securing  it.  This  is 
to  be  the  last  enterprise  of  the  kind  ever  undertaken  ;  and  it 
was  that  very  fact  which  made  me  so  feaiful,  for  I  know  how 
treacherously  fate  deals  with  us  in  regard  to  any  rash  or  evil 
acts.  How  very  often  do  we  see  that  the  last  time — the  very 
last  time — men  who  have  long  gone  on  with  impiuiity,  are  to 
commit  anything  that  is  wrong,  punishment  and  discovery 
overtake  them,  and  vengeance  steps  in  before  reforma- 
tion." 

Wilton  did  not,  of  course,  press  the  subject,  as  it  was  one, 
in  regard  to  Avhich  he  would  have  been  forced  to  converse 
on  abstract  principles,  while  the  others  spoke  from  particular 
knowledge.     Nor  was  his  mind  attuned  at  that  moment  to 
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much  conversation  of  any  kind,  nor  to  any  thoughts  but  those 
of  his  own  grief. 

The  conversation  lingered  then  till  Green  and  Lord  Sher- 
brooke  returned.  Captain  Byerly  was  now  no  longer  with 
them,  and  not  another  word  was  said  of  the  transactions  of 
that  night.  Green  relapsed  into  gloomy  silence,  and  very 
shortly  after,  the  two  ladies  retired  to  rest. 

The  moment  they  were  gone,  Lord  Sherbrooke  grasped 
Wilton's  hand,  saying,  "  What  is  the  matter,  Wilton  ?  You 
are  evidently  ill  at  ease." 

Wilton  smiled. 

"  You  give  me  none  of  your  confidence,  Sherbrooke,"  he 
said,  "  and  yet  you  demand  mine.  However,  I  will  tell  you 
in  one  word  what  I  might  well  have  expected  has  occurred. 
An  explanation  has  taken  place  between  the  Duke  and 
myself,  and  that  bright  vision  has  faded  away." 

"  hideed  !"  said  Lord  Sherbrooke,  thoughtfully.  "  Have 
you,  too,  met  with  a  reverse,  Wilton  .?  I  thought  that  you 
were  one  of  the  exempt,  that  everything  was  to  smile  upon 
you,  that  prosperity  was  to  attend  your  footsteps  even  to  the 
close  of  life.  But  fear  not,  fear  not,  Wilton — this  is  only  a 
momentary  frown  of  the  capricious  goddess.  She  will  smile 
again,  and  all  be  bright.  It  is  not  in  your  fate  to  be  un- 
fortunate !" 

"  Nay,  nay,  Sherbrooke,  this  is  cruel  jesting,"  said  Wilton. 
*'  Surely  my  lot  is  no  very  enviable  one." 

"  It  is  one  of  those  that  mend,  Wilton,"  replied  Sher- 
brooke, sadly.     "  I  live  but  to  lose." 

He  spoke  with  a  tone  of  deep  and  bitter  melancholy  ;  and 
Green,  who  had  hitherto  scarcely  uttered  a  word,  chimed  in 
with  feelings  of  as  sad  a  kind;  adding,  as  an  observation 
upon  what  Lord  Sherbrooke  had  said,  "  Who  is  there  that 
lives  past  twenty  that  may  not  say  the  same  ?  Who  is  there 
that  does  not  live  to  lose  .'' — First  goes  by  youth,  down  into 
that  deep,  deep  sea,  which  gives  us  back  none  of  all  the 
treasures  that  it  swallows  up.  Youth  goes  down  and  inno- 
cence goes  with  it,  and  peace  is  then  drowned  too.  Some 
sweet  and  happy  feelings  that  belonged  to  youth,  like  the 
strong  swimmers  from  some  shipwrecked  bark,  struggle  a 
while  upon  the  surface,  but  are  engulfed  at  last.  Strength, 
vigour,  power  of  enjoyment,  disappear  one  by  one.  Hope, 
buoyant  hope,  snatching  at  straws  to  keep  herself  afloat, 
sinks  also  in  the  end.  Then  life  itself  goes  down,  and  the 
broad  sea  of  events,  which  has  just  swallowed  uj)  another 
argosy,  flows  on,  as  if  no  such  thing  had  been  ;  and  myriads 
cross    and   re-cross    on    the    same  voyage  the    spot    where 
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others  perished  scarce  a  day  before.     It  is  all  loss,  nothing 
but  loss,"  and  he  again  fell  into  a  fit  of  bitter  musing. 

"  Come,  Wilton,"  said  Lord  Sherbrooke,  .after  a  moment's 
thought,  "  I  will  show  you  a  room  where  you  can  sleep. 
These  are  but  melancholy  subjects,  and  your  fancies  are 
grave  enough  already.  They  will  be  bi'ighter  soon — fear  not, 
Wilton,  they  will  be  brighter  soon." 

"  I  know  not  what  should  brighten  them,"  replied  Wilton. 
"  But  I  will  willingly  go  and  seek  sleep  for  an  hour  or  two, 
as  I  must  depart  by  daylight  to-morrow.  In  the  meanwhile, 
Sherbrooke,  1  will  ask  you  to  let  me  Avrite  a  brief  note  to  the 
Duke,  and  trust  to  you  to  send  it  as  early  as  may  be ;  for  to 
say  the  truth,  in  the  bitter  disappointment  I  have  met  with, 
and  the  harsh  language  which  he  used  towards  me,  I  forgot 
altogether  to  mention  what  you  told  me  this  morning." 

The  materials  for  writing  were  soon  furnished,  although 
Lord  Sherbrooke  declared,  that  were  he  in  Wilton's  situation, 
he  would  let  the  proud  peer  take  his  own  course,  as  he  had 
shown  himself  so  ungrateful  for  previous  services. 

Wilton,  however,  only  replied,  "  He  is  Laura's  father, 
Sherbrooke,"  and  the  note  was  accordingly  written. 

"  It  shall  be  delivered  early,"  said  Lord  Sherbrooke,  as  soon 
as  it  was  ready.  "  Give  it  to  me,  Wilton ;  and  now  let 
us  go." 

Ere  he  quitted  the  room,  however,  Wilton  turned  to  Green, 
and  held  out  his  hand,  saying,  "  I  am  grieved  to  see  you  so 
sad.     Can  I  by  no  means  aid  you  or  give  you  comfort  ?" 

Green  grasped  his  hand  eagerly  and  tightly  in  his  own, 
and  replied,  "  No,  my  boy,  no ;  nothing  can  give  me  comfort. 
I  have  done  that  which  calmly  and  deliberately  I  would  do 
again  to-morrow,  were  I  so  called  upon,  and  which  yet,  in  the 
doing  it,  has  deprived  my  mind  of  peace.  There  may  be  yet 
one  ray  of  comfort  reach  me,  and  it  will  reach  me  from  you, 
Wilton;  but  it  may  be  that  you  may  wish  to  speak  with  me 
from  time  to  time;  if  so,  you  will  hear  of  me  here,  for  I  go  no 
more  to  London.  I  have  seen  bloody  heads  and  human 
quarters  enow.  Seek  me  here  ;  and  if  you  want  anything,  ask 
me  :  for  though  powerless  to  cure  the  bitterness  of  my  own 
heart,  I  have  more  power  to  serve  others  than  ever  I  had. ' 

"  I  have  tried  more  than  once  in  vain  to  see  you,"  replied 
Wilton ;  "  not  that  I  wanted  anything,  but  that  I  was  anxious 
to  hear  tidings  of  you,  and  to  thank  you  for  what  you  had 
already  done.  I  will  now,  however,  bid  you  good  night,  and 
trust  that  time,  at  least,  may  prove  an  alleviation  of  your 
biu'dens  as  well  as  those  of  others." 

Green  shook  his  head  with  a  look  of  utter  despondency, 
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and  Wilton  quitted  him,  seeing  that  further  words  were  vain. 
Lord  Sherbrooke  then  conducted  him  to  a  small  neat  room, 
and  left  him  to  lie  down  to  rest,  saying — 

"  I  know  not,  Wilton,  whether  I  can  conquer  my  bad  habits 
so  much  as  to  be  up  before  you  go.  If  not,  T  may  not  see 
you  for  many  days,  for  I  have  leave  of  absence,"  he  added, 
with  one  of  his  light  laughs,  "  fi'om  my  most  honoured  and 
respected  parent.  Should  you  need  me,  you  will  find  me 
here ;  and  1  would  fain  have  you  tell  me  if  anything  of  import 
befals  you.     I  shall  hear,  however — I  shall  hear." 

Thus  saying,  he  left  him,  and  at  an  early  hour  on  the  fol- 
lowing day  Wilton  was  on  his  way  homeward.  He  reached 
London  before  the  time  at  which  it  was  usual  for  him  to 
present  himself  at  the  house  of  Lord  Byerdale ;  but  when, 
after  pulling  off  his  riding  dress,  he  went  thither,  he  found 
that  the  Earl  had  already  gone  to  Whitehall,  and  conse- 
quently he  followed  him  to  that  place. 

The  statesman  seemed  not  a  little  surprised  to  see  him, 
and  instantly  questioned  him  in  regard  to  his  interview  with 
the  Duke.  That  interview  was  soon  told  by  Wilton,  who 
loved  not  to  dwell  upon  the  particulars,  and  consequently 
related  the  whole  as  briefly  as  possible. 

He  told  enough,  however,  to  move  the  Earl  a  good  deal, 
but  in  a  different  manner  from  what  might  have  been  ex- 
pected. Once  or  twice  he  coloured  and  frowned  heavily,  and 
then  laughed  loud  and  bitterly. 

"  His  pride  is  almost  more  absurd  than  I  had  fancied, 
Wilton,"  he  said,  at  length ;  "  but  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  have  in 
some  degree  foreseen  all  this,  though  not  quite  to  this  extent, 
[f  he  had  willingly  consented  to  your  marriage  with  his 
daughter,  he  might  have  saved  himself,  perhaps,  some  pain, 
for  he  must  consent  in  the  end,  and  it  would  not  surprise  me 
some  day  to  see  him  suing  you  to  the  alliance  that  he  now 
refuses  you.  His  grace  is  certainly  a  very  great  and  haughty 
peer,  but  nevertheless  he  may  some  day  find  you  quite  a  fit- 
ting match  for  his  daughter." 

"  I  trust  it  may  be  so,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton  ;  "  but  yet 
T  see  not  very  well  how  it  can  be  so." 

"  \'ou  will  see,  you  will  see,  Wilton,"  replied  Lord  Byer- 
dale :  "  it  matters  not  at  present  to  talk  of  it.  But  now  sit 
down  and  write  me  a  letter  to  the  Lord  Lieutenant  of  Hamp- 
shire, telling  him  that  I  must  beg  he  and  the  Sheriff  would 
take  projiipt  measures  for  restoring  peace  and  security  in  the 
<M)iuit>.  Let  him  know  that  one  of  the  government  couriers 
was  stopped  and  j)lundered  on  the  road  last  night.  Luckily 
the  bag  of  despatches   has  been   found    upon  the  highway 
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unopened,  but  still  the  act  Avas  a  most  daring  one.  The 
same  sort  of  thing  has  been  of  frequent  occun'ence  in  that 
county  :  it  is  evident  that  a  large  troop  of  these  gentry  of  the 
road  make  that  part  of  the  world  their  field,  and  we  must  put 
a  stop  to  it." 

Wilton  sat  down  and  did  as  he  was  bid,  feeling,  it  is  true, 
that  he  could  give  a  good  deal  more  information  upon  the 
subject  than  the  Earl  possessed,  if  he  thought  fit  to  do  so. 
This,  of  course,  he  did  not  choose  to  do  ;  and  after  the  letter 
to  the  Lord  Lieutenant  was  written,  the  Earl  allowed  him  to 
depart,  saying — "  Our  business  is  somewhat  light  to-day, 
Wilton ;  but  do  not  be  the  least  afraid  on  account  of  this 
fair  lady.  The  Duke's  foolish  pride  will  come  down  when 
he  hears  more." 

Wilton  departed,  in  a  meditative  mood  ;  for  notwithstand- 
ing every  assurance  given  him,  he  could  not  but  feel  appre- 
hensive, sad,  and  despondent.  He  might  ask  himself,  in- 
deed— for  the  Earl's  words  natiurally  led  to  such  a  mistaken 
question — "  Who,  then,  am  I  ?  Who  is  it  they  woidd  have 
me  believe  myself,  that  so  proud  a  man  should  seek  the 
alliance  which  he  now  scorns,  as  soon  as  he  knows  who  I 
am  ?"  But  there  seemed  to  him  a  sort  of  mockery  in  the 
very  idea,  which  made  him  cast  it  from  him  as  a  vain  de- 
lusion. 

Though  freed  from  ordinary  business,  and  at  liberty  to  go 
where  he  liked,  with  a  thousand  refined  tastes  which  he  was 
accustomed  to  gratify  in  his  own  dwelling,  yet  Wilton  felt 
not  the  slightest  inclination  to  turn  his  steps  homeward  on 
the  present  occasion.  Music,  he  knew  full  well,  Avas  by  no 
means  calculated  to  soothe  his  mind  under  the  first  effects  of 
bitter  disappointment.  Had  it  been  but  the  disappointment 
of  seeing  Laura  at  the  time  he  expected  to  do  so — had  cir- 
cumstances compelled  him  to  be  absent  from  her  for  a  week 
or  a  month  longer  than  he  had  expected — had  the  bright 
dreams  which  he  always  conjured  up  of  pleasant  hours  and 
happy  days,  and  warm  smiles  and  sweet  words,  when  he 
proposed  to  go  down  to  Somersbury,  been  left  unrealized 
by  the  interposition  of  some  unexpected  event — the  disap- 
pointment would  certainly  have  been  great ;  but  neverthe- 
less he  might  have  then  found  a  pleasure,  a  consolation  in 
music,  in  singing  the  songs,  in  playing  the  airs,  of  which 
Laura  was  fond  ;  in  calling  up  from  memory  the  joys  that 
were  denied  to  hope,  which  can  never  so  well  be  done,  so 
powerfully,  as  by  the  magic  voice  of  song. 

But  now  all  was  uncertain :  his  heart  was  too  full  of  de- 
spondency and  grief  to  find  relief  by  re-awakening  even  the 
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brightest  memories  of  the  past :  he  could  not  gaze  upon  the 
days  gone  bv,  like  the  painter  or  the  poet  looking  upon  some 
beautiful  landscape,  for  his  situation  he  felt  to  be  that  rather 
of  some  unhappy  exile  looking  back  upon  a  bright  land  that 
he  loved,  when  quitting  it,  perhaps  never  to  return.  Neither 
could  books  afford  him  relief;  for  his  own  sorrowful  feelings 
were  now  too  actively  present  to  suffer  him  to  rove  with  the 
gay  imagination  of  others,  or  to  meditate  on  abstracted  sub- 
jects with  the  thoughtful  and  the  grave. 

To  fly  from  the  crowds  that  at  that  time  thronged  the  streets 
— to  seek  solitary  thought— to  wander  on,  changing  his  place 
continually — to  suffer  and  give  way  to  all  the  many  strange 
and  confused  ideas  and  feelings  of  grief,  and  disappointment, 
and  bitterness  of  heart,  and  burning  indignation,  at  ill- 
merited  scorn,  and  surprise  and  curiosity  in  regard  to  the 
hopes  that  were  held  out  to  him,  and  despairing  rejection  of 
those  hopes,  even  while  the  voice  of  the  never-dying  pro- 
phetess of  blessings  was  whispering  in  his  heart  that  those 
very  hopes  might  be  true — was  all  that  Wilton  could  do  at 
that  moment. 

The  country,  however,  was  sooner  reached  in  those  days 
than  it  is  at  present ;  and  after  leaving  Whitehall,  he  was  in 
a  few  minutes  in  the  sweet  fields,  with  their  shady  rows  of 
tall  elms,  which  lay  to  the  westward  of  St.  James's-street. 
Here  he  wandered  on,  musing,  as  we  have  said,  for  several 
hours,  with  his  arms  crossed  upon  his  chest,  and  his  eyes 
scanning  the  ground.  At  length  he  turned  his  steps  home- 
ward, thinking  that  it  was  a  weakness  thus  to  give  way  ;  but 
still  as  he  went,  the  same  feelings  and  the  same  thoughts 
pursued  him  ;  and  that  black  care,  which  in  the  days  of  the 
Latin  poet  sat  behind  the  horseman,  was  his  companion, 
also,  bv  the  wav. 

On  reaching  his  lodgings,  the  door  was  opened  by  the 
servant  of  the  house,  and  he  was  passing  on,  but  the  girl 
stopped  him,  saying — "  There  is  a  lady,  sir,  up  stairs,  who 
has  been  waiting  for  you  near  an  hour." 

"  A  lady  !"  exclaimed  Wilton,  with  no  slight  surprise  ; 
for  though  such  a  visit  in  those  days  might  have  passed 
w'ithout  scandal,  he  knew  no  one  w'ho  was  likely  to  call  upon 
him,  luiless,  indeed,  it  were  the  Lady  Helen  Oswald,  whose 
interest  in  him  seemed  to  be  of  such  a  kind  as  might  well 
prciduce  a  visit  upon  any  extraordinary  occasion. 

1I(!  mounted  the  stairs  with  a  rapid  step,  however,  for  he 
knew  that  it  nnist  be  something  out  of  the  connnon  course  of 
events  which  had  l)rought  her,  and  opening  the  door  quickly, 
••ntered  his  small  sitting-room.     But  what  was  his  sui-prise 
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to  behold,  seated  on  the  op})osite  side  of  the  room,  and 
watching  eagerly  the  door,  none  other  but  Lady  Laura 
Gaveston  herself. 

Astonishment  certainly  was  the  first  sensation,  but  joy  was 
the  second  ;  and  advancing  quickly  to  her,  he  took  her  in 
his  arms  and  held  her  to  his  heart,  and  kissed  her  cheek 
again  and  again.  For  several  moments  he  asked  no  question. 
It  was  sufficient  that  she  was  there,  pressed  to  his  bosom, 
returning  his  affection,  and  whatever  might  be  the  conse- 
quences, for  the  time  at  least  he  was  happy.  The  joy  that 
was  in  his  countenance — the  tenderness — the  deep  devoted 
love  of  his  whole  manner — gave  as  much  happiness  to  Laura 
herself  as  she  was  capable  of  receiving  fi'om  anything  at  that 
moment. 

Her  thoughts,  also,  for  a  minute  or  two,  were  all  given  up 
to  love  and  happiness ;  but  it  was  evident  from  the  tears  on 
her  cheeks  that  she  had  been  weeping  bitterly  ever  since  she 
had  been  there ;  and  the  moment  that  he  had  recovered  him- 
self a  little,  Wilton  led  her  back  to  her  seat,  and  placing 
himself  beside  her,  still  holding  her  hand,  he  said — "  Dear, 
dear  Laura !  I  fear  that  something  very  painftil,  I  may  say 
very  tenible,  has  driven  you  to  this  step ;  but  indeed,  dear 
girl,  you  have  not  placed  your  confidence  wrongly  ;  and  I 
shall  value  this  dear  hand  only  the  more,  should  your  love 
for  me  have  deprived  you  of  that  wealth  which  you  have 
been  taught  to  expect.  I  will  labour  for  you,  dear  Laura, 
with  redoubled  energy,  and  I  fear  not  to  obtain  such  a  com- 
petence as  may  make  you  happy,  though  I  can  never  give 
you  that  affluence  which  you  have  a  right  to  claim." 

The  tears  had  again  run  over  Laura's  cheek ;  but  as  she 
returned  the  pressure  of  his  hand,  she  replied — 

"  Thank  you,  dear  Wilton  —  thank  you :  I  know  you 
would  willingly  do  all  for  me,  but  you  mistake,  and  I  think 
cannot  have  heard  what  has  happened." 

Those  words  instantly  guided  Wilton's  mind  back  to  the 
right  point,  though  for  a  moment  thought  hovered  round  it 
vaguely.  He  recollected  all  that  Lord  Sherbrooke  had  said 
with  regard  to  Sir  John  Fenwick,  and  the  charge  against  the 
Duke,  and  he  replied,  "  I  had  mistaken,  Laura — I  had  mis- 
taken. But  what  has  happened  ?  I  have  been  out  wander- 
ing long  in  the  fields,  thinking  of  but  one  subject,  and 
melancholy  enough,  dear  girl." 

"I  know  it,  dear  Wilton — oh,  I  know  it!"  she  replied, 
leaning  her  head  upon  his  shoulder  ;  "  and  I,  too,  have 
passed  a  wretched  night,  thinking  of  you.  Not  that  I  ever 
feared  all  would  not  in  the  end  go  right,  but  I  knew  how 
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miserable  what  had  occurred  would  make  you  ;  and  I  knew 
how  angrily  my  father  sometimes  speaks,  how  much  more 
he  says  than  he  really  means,  and  what  pain  he  gives  with- 
out intending  it.  The  night  was  miserable  enough,  dear 
Wilton;  but  I  knew  not  indeed  how  much  more  miserable  the 
morning  was  to  be. — You  have  not  heard,  then,  what  has 
taken  place  ?" 

"  I  have  heard  nothing,  dearest  Laura,"  replied  Wilton  ; 
"  I  have  heard  nothing  of  any  consequence  since  I  came  to 
town :  but  I  fear  for  your  father,  Laura  ;  for  I  heard  yester- 
day that  some  accusation  had  been  brought  against  him  by 
Sir  John  Fenwick ;  and  though  last  night,  in  the  agitation 
and  pain  of  the  moment,  I  forgot  to  tell  him,  I  wrote  a  note, 
and  sent  it  early  this  morning." 

"  He  got  it  before  eight  this  morning,"  replied  Laura, 
"  and  sent  to  call  me  down  in  haste.  I  found  him  partly 
angry,  jiartly  frightened,  partly  suspicious,  and  hesitating 
what  to  do.  I  besought  him,  Wilton,  to  fly  with  all  speed. 
I  pledged  my  word  that  Wilton,  however  ill-treated  he  might 
have  been,  and  however  he  might  feel  that  the  services  which 
he  had  rendered  had  been  undervalued,  would  say  nothing 
but  that  which  was  actually  true,  and  absolutely  necessary 
for  the  safety  of  those  he  loved." 

"  Sui'ely,"  said  Wilton,  "  he  did  not  suspect  me  of  falsi- 
fying the  ti'uth  to  give  myself  greater  importance  in  his 
eyes?" 

"  Whatever  were  his  suspicions,  dear  Wilton,"  replied 
Lady  Laura,  "  they  were  too  soon  painfully  removed ;  for 
he  had  scarcely  given  orders  to  have  breakfast  immediately, 
and  the  carriage  prepared  without  loss  of  time,  Avlien  two 
Messengers  arrived  with  a  warrant  for  his  committal  to  the 
Tower.  They  treated  us  with  all  kindness,"  continued  Lady 
liaura,  "  waited  till  our  preparations  were  made,  permitted 
me  to  accompany  him,  and  have  promised  that  to-morrow  or 
the  day  after  —  as  soon,  in  short,  as  a  proper  order  can  be 
made  for  it  —  I  shall  be  permitted  to  be  with  him,  and  have 
a  room  near  his.  But  oh,  Wilton,  you  cannot  imagine  how 
my  father's  mind  is  overthrown.  It  seems,  though  1  never 
knew  it  before,  that  he  has  really  had  some  dealings  with 
this  Sir  .John  Fenwick,  and  his  whole  reliance  now  appears 
to  be  upon  you,  Wilton." 

"  Oh,  I  trust,  dearest  Laura,  that  this  charge  will  prove 
nothing,"  rejilicd  Wilton.  "  As  far  as  I  know,  though  he 
acted  ini])rud('nt]y,  there  was  not  iinything  in  the  slightest 
d(!grec  criminal  in  his  conduct.  The  days,  I  trust,  are  gone 
by  when  liclitious   plots  might  be  got  up,  and  the  blood  of 
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the  innocent  be  sold  for  its  weight  of  gokl.  It  may  have 
been  judged  necessary  to  secure  his  person,  and  yet  there 
may  not  be  the  slightest  probability  of  his  being  condemned 
or  even  tried." 

"  I  do  not  know,  Wilton,"  replied  Lady  Laura,  sadly — "  I 
do  not  know.  He  seems  in  very  great  terror  and  agitation. 
Are  you  sure  he  has  told  you  all,  Wilton  ?" 

"  On  that  subject,  of  course,  I  cannot  be  sure,"  replied 
Wilton.  "  But  I  do  not  feel  at  all  sure,  Laura,  that  this 
charge  and  this  imprisonment  may  not  have  its  origin  in 
personal  revenge.  If  so,  perhaps  we  may  frustrate  the 
plotter,  though  we  be  weak  and  he  is  strong.  Who  was  the 
warrant  against  your  father  signed  by  ?  —  Was  it ?  " 

"  Not  by  Lord  Byerdale,"  replied  Laura,  laying  her  hand 
upon  his  and  gazing  into  his  face,  and  thus  showing  Wilton 
that  she  instantly  divined  his  suspicions.  —  "  It  was  by  the 
Duke  of  Shrewsbury." 

"  That  looks  ill,  dearest  Laura,"  replied  Wilton,  thought- 
fully. "  The  Duke  of  Shrewsbury  is  one  above  all  sus- 
picion, high,  noble,  independent,  serving  the  state  only  for 
the  love  of  his  country,  abhorring  office  and  the  task  of 
governing,  but  wise  and  prudent,  neither  to  be  led  by  any 
art  or  trickery  to  do  what  is  not  just,  nor  even  to  entertain 
base  suspicions  of  another,  without  some  very  specious  cause 
to  give  them  credibility.  This  is  strange,  Laura,  and  1  do 
not  understand  it.  Did  your  father  express  a  wish  that  you 
should  see  me,  so  that  I  may  act  openly  in  the  business 
without  offending  him  ?" 

"  He  not  only  told  me  to  consult  with  you,"  replied  Laura, 
"  but  he  sent  me  direct  fi'om  the  Tower  in  the  chair  which 
you  saw  standing  at  the  door,  desiring  me  not  to  go  to  Beau- 
fort House  till  I  had  seen  you ;  to  beseech  you  to  come  to 
him  immediately,  in  order  that  he  might  advise  wdth  and 
consult  you  upon  his  situation.  Indeed,  he  seems  to  have 
no  hope  in  any  one  but  in  you." 

Wilton  mused  for  a  minute  or  two. 

"  I  do  not  think,  my  deai*  Laura,"  he  said,  "  that  the  Earl 
of  Byerdale  knew  anything  of  your  father's  arrest  this 
moi-ning  when  I  saw  him.  I  believe  I  must  have  done  him 
wrong  in  my  first  suspicions.  I  will  now,  however,  go  to 
him  at  once,  and  endeavour  to  ascertain  the  precise  nature  of 
Sir  .John  Fenwick's  charge." 

"  Might  it  not  be  better,"  said  Ijaura,  anxiously,  "  to  see 
ray  father  first .? " 

"  I  must  obtain  an  order  of  admission,  dear  Laura,"  re- 
plied Wilton.    "  What  are  the  orders  respecting  your  father's 
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confinement  I  cannot  tell,  but  I  know  that  Sir  John  Fenwick 
is  ])ermitted  to  see  no  one  but  the  ministers  of  the  crown  or 
somebody  appointed  by  them.  At  all  events,  I  think  it  will 
be  better  to  converse  with  the  Earl,  and  get  the  order  at  the 
same  time.  I  will  then  hasten  to  your  father  with  all  speed, 
give  him  what  comfort  and  consolation  I  can,  and  afterwards 
come  for  a  few  minutes  to  Beaufort  House  to  see  my  Laura, 
and  tell  her  the  result — that  is  to  say,  if  I  may." 

"  If  you  may  !  dear  Wilton,"  said  Lady  Laura,  casting 
herself  upon  his  bosom.  "  If  you  could  see  my  poor  father 
now  with  all  his  pride  subdued,  you  would  not  ask  if  you 
may." 

"  But  we  must  lose  no  time,  dear  Laura,"  replied  Wilton. 
"  You  shall  go  on  to  Beaufort  House  with  all  speed.  But 
wliere  are  your  servants  .?     I  saw  none  in  the  hall." 

"  Oh,  I  have  none  with  me,"  replied  Lady  Laura ;  "  there 
was  but  one  with  the  carriage  :  the  others  were  left  with 
orders  to  follow  quickly  to  town ;  and  I  am  sure  in  the  agi- 
tation of  the  moment  neither  my  father  nor  I  thought  of  ser- 
vants at  all." 

"  Nay,  dear  Laura,"  replied  Wilton,  "  my  OAvn  servant 
shall  go  with  you  then ;  for  after  having  once  lost  my  trea- 
sure and  found  it  again,  I  will  not  trust  you  with  two  strange 
chairmen  such  a  distance,  and  alone." 

This  arrangement  was  soon  made;  and  with  a  mind  com- 
forted and  relieved,  even  from  this  short  interview  with  him 
she  loved.  Lady  Laura  left  him,  and  took  her  way  to  her 
solitary  home. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

Wilton  was  sincerely  pained  and  grieved  for  the  Duke  ; 
and  the  moment  that  he  liad  seen  Laura  safely  on  her  way 
towards  Beaufort  House,  he  hastened  to  seek  the  Earl  of 
Byerdale,  supposing  that  he  had  returned  to  his  own  dwell- 
ing, which  was  near  at  hand.  He  was  still  at  Whitehall, 
however,  arul  thither  Wilton  accordingly  went.  He  was 
admitted  innnediately  to  tlie  liarl's  presence,  and  found  him 
with  a  nundjer  of  written  letters  before  him,  folded  up  and 
ready  for  the  dejjarture  of  the  courier.  Not  knowhig  that 
there  was  anything  in  the  mere  addresses  of  the  letters  that 
was  not  intended  lor  him  to  see,  Wilton  suffered  his  eye  to 
rest  u])()n  t]i(;m  lor  a  moment.  I'he  I^arl  hastily  gathered 
tlicm  togctlicr,  but  not  bc^fore  Wilton  liud  remarked  that  one 
"f  iliciii   was  addressed   to   the   Earl    of  Sunbury  ;  and  the 
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very  haste  with  Avhich  tlic  statesman  removed  them  from  his 
sight  naturally  gave  rise  to  a  suspicion  of  something  being 
wrong,  though  Wilton  could  form  no  definite  idea  of  what 
was  the  motive  for  this  concealment. 

"  Have  you  heard  that  the  Duke  is  aiTcsted,  Wilton?"  was 
the  Earl's  first  question,  before  Wilton  himself  could  speak. 

"  Yes,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton.  "  I  have  heard,  and  was 
somewhat  surprised,  as  your  lordship  did  not  speak  to  me  on 
the  subject  in  the  morning." 

"  I  knew  nothing  about  it,"  replied  the  Earl,  "  except 
that  I  thought  it  likely.  It  was  his  grace  of  Shrewsbury's 
doing,  and  I  do  not  doubt  that  he  was  very  right,  for  one 
cannot  punish  mean  offenders  and  let  high  ones  pass." 

"  Certainly  not,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton  ;  "  but  from 
what  I  know  of  the  Duke,  I  should  think  that  he  was  the  last 
man  on  earth  to  do  any  treasonable  act.  I  have  come  to 
ask  your  lordship's  permission  to  visit  him  in  the  Tower, 
and  to  obtain  an  order  to  that  effect,  hoping,  too,  that  you 
may  tell  me  the  particulars  of  the  charge  against  him,  for  he 
is  now  very  anxious  to  see  me." 

"  Oh  ho  !"  exclaimed  the  Duke.  "  What !  is  his  pride 
come  down  so  soon  }  What !  in  one  single  day  does  he 
send  for  the  man  that  he  maltreated  the  night  before  }  Such 
is  human  pride  and  human  weakness.  Well,  Avell,  Wilton, 
we  will  not  mar  your  young  fortunes.  You  shall  have  every 
opportunity,  and  perhaps  may  serve  the  Duke  ;  although,  I 
very  much  fear,"  he  added,  in  a  graver  tone,  "  from  the  Duke 
of  Shrewsbury  having  signed  the  warrant,  that  your  good 
friend  has  been  led  much  farther  into  these  matters  than  you 
are  aware  of.  Make  out  an  order  to  see  him,  and  I  will 
sign  it." 

"But  cannot  1,  my  lord,  obtain  any  information,"  said 
Wilton,  as  he  wrote  the  order,  "  concerning  the  real  charges 
against  the  Duke  ?" 

"  I  really  am  not  aware  of  them,"  replied  Lord  Byerdale. 
"  The  business  has  not  been  done  through  this  office.  I 
have  seen  Fenwick,  indeed,  but  he  only  spoke  generally,  and 
seemed  inclined  to  accuse  everybody  indiscriminately.  How- 
ever, I  will  send  to  Lord  Shrewsbury,  and  ask  all  the  parti- 
culars ;  but,  by  the  way,  Shrewsbury  went  out  of  town  to-day. 
I  must  write  to  Vernon,  his  secretary,  instead  ;"  and  sitting 
down,  he  wrote  and  despatched  a  note  to  a  neighbouring 
ministerial  office.  An  answer  was  almost  immediately  re- 
turned in  the  following  tenns  : — 

"  My  Loud, — I  have  been  honoured  with  your  lordship's 
note,  and  beg  to  inform  you  that  the  charge  against  the  Duke 
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of  Gaveston  is  for  high  treason,  in  having  heard  and  con- 
nived at  the  projected  assassination  of  the  King  in  the  begin- 
ning of  this  year,  together  with  various  other  counts,  such  as 
that  of  levying  war,  hokhng  treasonable  correspondence  with 
the  enemy,  and  concealing  the  designs  of  traitors,  &c.  Your 
lordship's  order  will  admit  Air.  Brown  immediately  to  the 
Tower,  as  no  particular  directions  have  been  given  in  regard 
to  keeping  the  Duke  a  close  prisoner.  His  grace  of  Shrews- 
bury went  out  of  town  to  Eyford  at  eleven  this  morning. — 
1  have  the  honour  to  be,  your  lordship's  obedient  ser- 
vant," &c. 

"  There,  Wilton,"  said  the  Earl,  putting  over  the  note  to 
his  secretary,  "  there  is  all  the  information  that  I  can  obtain 
on  the  subject ;  and  here,  take  the  order,  and  go  and  see 
your  friend  the  Duke.  Tell  him  I  will  come  and  see  him 
to-morrow,  and  give  him  what  consolation  you  can  ;  but  yet 
do  not  act  like  a  silly  boy,  and  make  too  light  of  the  busi- 
ness, for  two  reasons :  first,  because  the  matter  is  really 
serious — the  good  folks  of  London  have  an  appetite  for 
blood  upon  them  just  now,  and  will  not  be  satisfied  unless 
they  see  a  head  struck  off  every  now  and  then;  and  next, 
because,  if  his  lordship  do  escape  the  abbreviating  process 
of  Tower  Hill,  we  shall  have  to  bring  down  his  pride  still 
farther  than  it  is,  to  make  him  give  ready  consent  to  your 
marriage  with  his  daughter." 

"  I  would  rather  win  his  consent  by  good  services,  my 
lord,"  replied  Wilton,  "than  drive  him  to  give  it  by  any 
harsh  means." 

"  Pshaw  !  you  are  a  silly  boy,"  replied  the  Earl :  "  there 
is  nothing  so  tiresome  to  a  man  of  exjierience  as  the  false 
generosity  Avith  which  young  men  set  out  in  the  world.  Here, 
wlieu  you  have  the  opportunity  in  your  power  of  inducing 
the  ])uke  easily  to  give  his  consent  to  that  which  is  most  for 
his  own  interests,  for  yours,  and  for  everybody's,  you  would 
let  it  slip,  remain  miserable  yourself,  and  see  Laura  made 
miserable  too,  from  the  mere  idle  fancy  of  not  taking  advan- 
tage of  misfortunes  which  the  Duke  lias  brought  upon  him- 
self; but  I  will  consent  to  no  such  idle  folly,  Wilton.  I  am 
determined  to  take  care  of  your  interests,  if  you  do  not  take 
care  of  them  for  yourself,  and  I  have  a  right  to  do  so,  as  I 
believe  I  am  your  nearest  living  relation.  And  now,  my  good 
youth,  mark  my  words,  and  remember  that  I  am  one  who 
will  kee])  them  to  the  letter.  The  Duke,  I  know,  has  so 
fa,r  couuuitted  himself  as  to  be  really  criminal.  How  far 
his  crime  may  be  aggravated  I  do  not  know.  If  he  have 
brouglit  liis  own  head  to  the  block   I  cannot  help  it,  and 
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then  all  matters  will  be  clear,  for  Lady  Laura  will  be  free 
to  do  as  she  pleases  ;  but  as  his  pardon  for  the  offences  he 
has  really  committed  nnist  pass  through  my  hands,  if  it 
should  be  found  that  his  errors  are  not  of  a  very  deep  dye,  I 
give  you  fair  warning,  that  he  shall  not  set  his  foot  beyond 
the  doors  of  the  Tower  till  Lady  Laura  is  your  bride.  Say 
not  a  word,  for  my  determination  is  taken,  and  he  shall  find 
me  somewhat  firmer  in  my  purpose  than  he  has  shown  him- 
self towards  you." 

"  I  sujjj^ose  your  lordship  means,"  replied  Wilton,  "  till 
he  has  given  his  consent  to  the  marriage.  The  Duke  is  too 
honourable  a  man  to  revoke  it  when  once  it  is  granted." 

"  No,  by  Heaven  !"  answered  Lord  Byerdale  :  "  she  shall 
be  yours,  fully,  irrevocably  your  wife,  ere  he  sets  his  foot 
forth.  There  are  such  things,  I  tell  you,  Wilton,  as  quarrels 
about  marriage-settlements.  I  will  have  none  of  that.  I 
will  be  a  better  friend  to  you  than  you  w^ould  be  to  yourself. 
However,  on  second  thoughts,  say  nothing  about  it  to  the 
Duke.  I  will  take  it  all  upon  myself,  which  will  spare  you 
pain.  You  shall  see  that  the  proposal  will  come  from  the 
Duke  himself" 

Wilton  smiled  ;  and  we  cannot  think  that  he  was  much  to 
bl^me  if  there  was  some  pleasure  mingled  in  his  feelings  at 
the  thought  of  soon  and  easily  obtaining  her  he  loved,  even 
though  he  experienced  repugnance  to  the  means  which  the 
Earl  proposed  to  employ.  He  resolved,  therefore,  to  let  the 
matter  take  its  course,  feeling  very  sure  that  the  result  of  the 
Duke's  present  situation  would  be  much  affected,  and  his 
liberation  gi'eatly  facilitated,  by  suffering  the  Earl  to  manage 
the  matter  in  his  own  way. 

He  took  the  order,  then,  and  proceeded  at  once  to  the 
Tower,  where,  through  walls,  and  palisades,  and  courts,  he 
was  led  to  that  part  of  the  building  reserved  for  the  confine- 
ment of  state  prisoners.  There  was  nothing  very  formidable 
or  very  gloomy  in  the  appearance  of  the  rooms  and  corridors 
through  which  he  passed ;  but  the  sentry  at  the  gates,  the 
locked  doors,  the  turning  of  keys,  announced  that  he  was  in 
a  place  from  which  ever-smiling  liberty  was  excluded ;  and 
the  very  first  aspect  of  the  Duke,  when  his  young  friend  was 
admitted  to  the  apartments  assigned  to  that  nobleman, 
showed  how  deeply  he  felt  the  loss  of  freedom.  In  the  few 
hours  that  had  passed  since  Wilton  last  saw  him,  he  had 
turned  very  pale ;  and  though  still  slightly  lame,  he  was 
Avalking  up  and  down  the  room  with  hasty  and  irregular 
steps.  The  sound  of  the  opening  door  made  him  start  and 
turn  round  with  a  look  of  nervous  apprehension ;  and  when 
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he  beheld  the  countenance  that  presented  itself,  his  face,  in- 
deed, lighted  up  -svith  a  smile,  but  that  smile  was  so  mingled 
with  an  expression  of  melancholy  and  agitation,  that  it 
seemed  as  if  he  were  about  to  burst  into  tears. 

"  This  is  very  kind  of  you,  indeed,  Wilton  !"  he  exclaimed, 
stretching  out  his  hand  towards  him  :  "  pray  let  us  forget  all 
that  took  place  last  night.  Indeed,  your  kindness  in  coming 
now  must  make  a  very  great  difference  in  my  feelings  towards 
you  :  not  only  that,  indeed,  but  your  note,  which  reached  me 
early  this  morning,  and  which  had  already  made  such  a 
difference,  that  I  should  certainly  have  sent  for  you  to  talk 
over  all  matters  more  calmly,  if  this  terrible  misfortune  had 
not  happened  to  me." 

Was  the  Duke  endeavouring  to  deceive  Wilton? — No,  in- 
deed, he  was  not  I  Though  there  can  be  scarcely  a  doubt  that, 
had  he  not  been  very  much  brought  down  by  fear  and  anxiety, 
he  would  not  have  sent  for  Wilton  at  all.  The  truth  was,  he 
had  first  deceived  himself,  and  at  that  moment  he  firmly 
believed  that  he  would  have  done  everything  that  was  kind 
and  considerate  towards  Wilton  and  his  daughter,  even  had 
he  not  been  arrested. 

"  We  will  not  think  of  any  of  these  things,  your  grace," 
replied  Wilton.  "  I  need  not  tell  you  that  I  was  both  over- 
joyed to  see  Lady  Laura,  and  tenibly  grieved  to  hear  the 
cause  of  her  coming.  As  soon  as  I  had  heard  fi"om  her  your 
grace's  situation  and  wishes,  I  sent  my  servant  to  accompany 
her  to  Beaufort  House." 

"  Ay,"  said  the  Duke,  inteiTupting  him,  "  in  the  agitation 
of  the  moment,  poor  girl,  I  forgot  to  send  any  one  with  her  : 
1  kept  my  man  here.  But  what  then,  Wilton,  what  then  ? — • 
\  ou  are  always  kind  and  considerate. — What  did  you  do 
then  r 

"  I  went  immediately  to  Lord  Byerdale,"  replied  Wilton, 
"  who  seemed  just  to  have  heard  of  yoiu-  arrest.  From  him 
I  obtained  an  order  to  see  you  ;  and  he  was  kind  enough 
also  to  write  to  his  grace  of  Shrewsbury's  secretary  to  know 
upon  what  charge  you  had  been  arrested." 

"  Ay,  that  is  the  point !  that  is  the  point !"  exclaimed  the 
Duke,  eagerly.  "  When  we  hear  what  is  the  charge,  we  can 
better  judge  what  danger  there  is;  in  ;shoit,  how  one  is  situ- 
ated altogether." 

"  Why,  I  giieve  to  say,  my  lord,"  rejilied  W^ilton,  "  that 
the  charge  is  heavy." 

"  Good  God  !"  exclaimed  the  Duke,  "  what  is  it,  Wilton, 
what  is  it .''  Do  not  keep  me  in  suspense,  but  tell  me  quickly. 
What  does  the  villain  charge  me  with  ?    He  first  spoke  upon 
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the  sul)jcct  to  mc,  and   he   knows  that  I  am  as  innocent  as 
the  child  unborn." 

"  It  would  seem,  your  grace,"  replied  Wilton,  "  that  he 
levels  charges  at  many  persons  most  likely  as  innocent  as 
you  are  ;  and  that  he  wishes  to  save  his  own  life  by  endanger- 
ing the  lives  of  other  people.  He  charges  you  with  neither 
more  nor  less  than  high  treason,  for  having  been  cogni- 
sant of,  if  not  consenting  to,  the  plan  for  assassinating  the 
King " 


"  I  never  consented  to  such  a  thing  !"  exclaimed  the  Duke, 
interrupting  him.  "  I  abhoiTcd  the  very  idea.  I  never  heard 
of  it — I — I — I  never  heard  it  distinctly  proposed.  Some 
one,  indeed,  said  it  would  be  better ;  but  there  was  no  distinct 
proposal  of  the  kind ;  and  T  went  away  directly,  saying,  that 
I  would  have  no  farther  part  in  their  counsels." 

Wilton's  countenance  fell  at  hearing  this  admission  ;  for 
he  now  for  the  first  time  saw  fully  how  terrible  was  the  situa- 
tion in  which  the  Duke  had  placed  himself.  That  nobleman, 
then,  had,  in  fact,  heard  and  had  concealed  the  design  against 
the  King's  life.  The  simple  law  of  high  treason,  therefore, 
held  him  completely  within  its  grasp.  That  law  declared  a 
person  concealing  treason  to  be  as  guilty  as  the  actual  deviser 
or  perpetrator  thereof,  and  doomed  them  to  the  same  penalty. 
There  was  no  hope,  there  was  no  resource,  but  in  the  cle- 
mency of  the  government ;  and  the  words  used  by  Lord 
Byerdale  rang  in  Wilton's  ears,  in  regard  to  the  bloody 
appetite  of  the  times  for  executions.  He  turned  very  pale, 
then,  and  remained  silent  for  a  moment  or  two,  while  the 
Duke  clasped  his  hands,  and  gazed  in  his  face. 

"  For  Heaven's  sake,  my  lord,"  he  said,  at  length,  "  with- 
hold such  admission  from  anybody  else,  for  I  fear  very 
much  a  bad  use  might  be  made  of  it." 

"  I  see  that  you  think  that  the  case  goes  ill  with  me,"  said 
the  Duke.  "  But  I  give  you  my  word  of  honour,  my  dear 
Wilton,  that  the  moment  I  heard  of  the  designs  of  these  men 
I  left  the  place  in  indignation." 

"  It  is  necessary,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton,  "  that  your 
grace  should  know  how  you  stand ;  and  I  fear  very  much 
that  if  this  business  can  be  proved  at  all,  the  best  view  of  the 
case  that  can  be  taken  will  be,  that  you  have  committed  mis- 
prision of  treason,  which  may  subject  you  to  long  imprison- 
ment and  forfeiture.  If  the  government  deals  leniently  with 
you,  such  may  be  the  case  ;  but  if  the  strict  law  be  urged,  I 
fear  that  your  having  gone  to  this  meeting  at  all,  and  con- 
sented to  designs  against  the  government  of  the  King,  and 
afterwards  concealing  the  plans  for  introducing  foreign  forces, 
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and  foi-  compassing  the  death  of  the  King,  must  be  considered 
by  the  peers  as  nothing  short  of  paramount  treason  itself. 
Let  me  beseech  you,  therefore,  my  lord,  to  be  most  careful 
and  guarded  in  your  s]ieech ;  to  content  yourself  with  simplv 
denying  all  treasonable  intentions,  and  to  leave  me,  and  any 
other  friends  whom  you  may  think  fit  to  employ,  to  endea- 
vour, by  using  all  extraordinary  means,  to  save  you  even 
from  the  pain  and  risk  of  trial.  Our  greatest  hope  and  tlie 
greatest  security  for  you,  is  the  fact — which  is  so  generally 
reported  that  I  fancy  it  must  be  true  — that  Sir  John  Fenwick 
has  charged  a  number  of  persons  in  the  highest  stations,  and 
some  even  near  to  the  King's  person  and  counsels.  It  will 
be  for  every  one's  interest,  therefore,  to  cast  discredit  upon 
all  his  accusations,  and  amongst  the  rest,  perhaps,  this  also 
may  fall  to  the  ground." 

"  Could  you  not  see  him,  Wilton,  could  you  not  see  him  ?" 
demanded  the  Duke,  eagerly.  "  Perhaps  he  might  be  per- 
suaded to  mitigate  his  charge  ;  to  withdraw  it ;  or  to  add 
some  account  of  the  abhorrence  I  expressed  at  the  plans  and 
purposes  I  heard." 

"  I  see  no  way  by  which  I  could  gain  admittance,  my 
lord,"  replied  Wilton.  "  He  is  a  close  prisoner  in  Newgate. 
I  know  no  one  who  even  is  acquainted  with  him  ;  and  I 
believe  none  but  his  Avife  and  various  members  of  the  govern- 
ment are  admitted  to  see  him  alone.  However,  I  will  do  my 
best,  my  lord,  and  if  I  can  gain  admission,  I  will." 

The  Duke  cast  himself  in  deep  despondency  into  a  chair, 
and  mused  for  several  minutes  without  reply,  seeing  evidently, 
from  Wilton's  words  and  manner,  that  he  thought  his  case  a 
desperate  one.  After  a  moment,  however,  a  momentary  ray 
of  hope  crossed  his  countenance  again. 

"  Cannot  you  see  the  Lady  Mary  Fenwick  ?"  he  said. 
"  She  could  surely  gain  you  admission  to  her  husband.  She 
is  a  distant  relation  of  my  own,  too,  for  my  grandftither 
married  I/ady  Carlisle's  aunt.  Beseech  her,  Wilton,  to  gain 
you  admittance  ;  and  try  also — try,  by  all  means — to  make 
her  use  her  influence  with  her  husband  in  my  behalf.  Per- 
haps at  her  entreaty  he  would  modify  the  charge,  or  retract 
a  part  of  it.     It  can  do  him  no  good^it  may  ruin  me." 

"  I  will  do  my  best,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton,  "  and  in 
the  meantime  my  Lord  of  Byerdale  desired  me  to  tell  your 
grace  that  he  would  visit  you  to-morroAv.  He  comes,  indeed, 
merely  as  a  fi'iend ;  but  I  would  beg  your  grace  to  remember 
tliat  ho  is  also  a  minister  of  the  crown,  bound  by  his  office 
to  give  intimation  of  everything  allecling  the  welfare  of  the 
state." 
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"  oil,  I  will  be  careful,  I  will  be  careful !"  replied  the 
Duke.  "  But  can  you  think  of  nothing  else,  Wilton  ?  can 
we  fall  upon  no  means  ?  Would  to  Heaven  I  had  always 
taken  your  advice  !  I  should  not  now  be  here.  Should  T 
ever  escape,  you  will  find  me  a  ditferent  V)eing,  Wilton.  1 
will  not  forget  your  kindness,  nor  be  ungrateful  for  it ;"  and 
he  fell  into  a  somewhat  sad  and  feeble  commentary  upon  his 
own  conduct,  briefly  expressing  regret  for  what  he  had  done, 
partly  alleging  excuses  for  it,  but  still  evidently  speaking 
under  the  overpowering  influence  of  fear ;  while  pride,  that 
weakest  and  most  enfeebling  of  all  evil  passions,  gave  him 
no  support  under  affliction,  no  strength  and  vigour  in  the 
moment  of  danger.  In  his  heart  Wilton  could  not  respect 
him ;  but  still  he  had  nourished  in  his  bosom  feelings  of 
affectionate  regard  towards  him  :  he  knew  that  Laura's  hap- 
piness was  not  to  be  separated  from  her  father's  safety,  and 
he  resolved  once  more  to  exert  every  energy  of  mind  and 
body  in  the  service  of  the  Duke. 

For  about  half  an  hour  more  their  conversation  was  pro- 
tracted in  the  same  strain,  and  then  Wilton  took  his  leave, 
telling  the  prisoner  that  he  feared  he  should  not  be  able  to 
visit  him  on  the  following  day.  The  Duke  pressed  him 
much  to  do  so ;  but  when  he  heard  that  every  spare  moment 
of  Wilton's  time  was  to  be  devoted  to  his  service,  he  readily 
agreed,  for  that  object,  to  lose  the  consolation  of  seeing 
him. 

According  to  his  promise,  Wilton  sped  as  fast  as  possible 
to  Beaufort  House ;  and  though  the  brief  conversation  which 
ensued  between  him  and  Laura  was  mingled  with  much  that 
was  sad,  yet  the  very  fact  of  being  together — of  pouring  out 
every  thought  of  the  heart  to  each  other — of  consulting  with 
each  other  upon  the  welfare  of  one  who  was  now  an  object 
of  the  deepest  interest  to  both — was  in  itself  a  happiness,  to 
Wilton  powerfid  and  intense;  to  Laura,  sweet,  soothing,  and 
supporting.  During  the  short  time  that  Wilton  stayed,  the 
conversation  turned  entirely  upon  the  Duke.  At  that  moment, 
and  with  but  little  cheering  hope  to  give,  Wilton  coidd  not 
mingle  the  subject  of  his  own  feelings  with  the  sadder  ones 
which  brought  him  thither.  Love,  indeed,  pervaded  every 
word  he  spoke ;  love,  indeed,  gave  its  colouring  to  all  his 
feelings  and  to  all  his  thoughts ;  but  that  very  love  was  of  a 
kind  which  prevented  him  from  making  it  the  sul)ject  of  dis- 
course at  such  an  hour  as  that.  Nor  was  his  visit  long,  for 
it  was  now  dark;  and  after  one  whole  day,  which  he  knew 
had  been  spent  in  anxiety,  care,  and  fatigue,  and  after  a 
night  which  he  likewise  knew  had  gone  by  in  sorrow  and 
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angiiish,  he  felt  that  Laura  would  require  repose,  and  hoped, 
though  but  faintly,  tlmt  she  would  obtain  it. 

He  left  her,  then,  in  less  than  an  hour,  and  took  his  way 
homeward,  meditating  over  what  might  be  done  for  the  Duke, 
but  seeing  no  hope,  no  chance,  but  in  the  exertions  of  the 
Earl  of  Byerdale,  or  the  merciiiil  interposition  of  the  Duke  of 
Shrewsbury.  He  was  not  without  hope  that  the  Earl  would 
exert  himself;  though  when  he  asked  his  own  mind  the 
question,  "  Upon  wliat  motives,  and  to  what  effect,  will  the 
Earl  exert  himself?"  he  was  obliged  to  pause  in  doubt  — ay, 
and  in  suspicion.  He  could  not  divest  his  own  heart  of  a 
conviction  that  the  Earl  was  acting  insincerely;  that  there 
was  some  object  in  view  which  it  was  impossible  for  him  to 
divine ;  some  piu'pose  more  than  mere  kindness  to  a  relation 
whom  he  had  never  known  or  acknowledged  for  so  many 
years  of  theii*  mutual  life. 


CHAPTER   XL. 

It  was  the  ninth  hour  of  the  evening  on  the  following  day 
when  a  carriage  stopped  at  the  gates  of  Newgate,  and  a 
lady  got  out  and  entered  the  prison.  It  was  by  this  time 
dark,  for  the  year  was  already  beginning  to  show  a  slight 
diminution  in  the  length  of  the  days;  and  there  were  few 
people  just  at  that  moment  in  the  streets  to  remark  that  she 
left  a  male  companion  behind  her  in  the  vehicle,  who,  wdth 
his  anns  crossed  upon  his  chest,  and  his  eyes  bent  thought- 
fully upon  the  other  side  of  the  carriage,  remained  buried  in 
deep  and  seemingly  gloomy  meditation. 

After  the  lapse  of  about  ten  minutes  the  lady  returned,  and 
said,  "  You  may  come;  but  the  govenior  says  your  visit  must 
not  be  long,  and  on  no  account  must  be  mentioned."* 

Wilton  instantly  stepped  out  of  the  carriage  as  Lady  Mary 
Fenwick  spoke,  and  followed  her  into  the  prison.  A  turnkey 
was  in  waiting  with  a  light,  and  led  them  round  the  outer 
court  and  through  one  or  two  dark  and  narrow  passages  to 
the  cell  in  which  Sir  John  Fenwick  was  confined.  There 
was  another  turnkey  waiting  without ;  and  Wilton,  being  ad- 
mitted, found  the  wretched  man  whose  crimes  had  brought 
him  thither,  and  whose  cowardly  treachery  Avas  even  then 
])re])aring  to  make  liis  end  disgraceful,  sitting  pale,  haggard, 

*  It  is  an  und'ubtcd  historical  fact,  that  more  persons  visited  and  conversed 
hmg  with  Feinvick  in  prison  than  the  court  was  at  all  aware  of. 
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and  worn,  with  his  elbow  resting  on  the  small  table  in  the 
middle  of  the  cell,  and  his  anxious  eye  fixed  upon  that  door 
from  which  he  was  never  more  to  go  forth  but  to  trial,  to 
shame,  and  to  death. 

Lady  Mary  Fenwick,  his  unfortunate  wife,  whose  eager 
and  strenuous  exertions  in  her  husband's  behalf  were  suf- 
ficient to  atone  in  some  degree  for  the  error  of  countenancing 
those  calumnies  by  which  he  hoped  to  escape  his  well-deserved 
fate,  accompanied  or  rather  followed  Wilton  into  the  cell; 
and  as  she  did  so,  remarking  the  haggard  glance  with  which 
Sir  John  regarded  the  visitor,  she  held  up  her  finger  with  a 
meaning  look,  as  if  to  entreat  him  to  assume  more  calmness, 
at  least  in  his  demeanour. 

Sir  John  Fenwick  made  an  effort  to  do  so ;  and,  with  one 
of  those  painful  smiles  wherewith  wretchedness  often  attempts 
to  cover  its  own  misery,  he  said,  "  Good  evening,  Mr.  Brown. 
This  is  a  poor  place  for  me  to  receive  you  in.  I  could  have 
done  better,  if  you  had  honoured  me  by  a  visit  in  Northum- 
berland." 

"  I  grieve  much,  Sir  John,  to  see  you  in  it,"  replied  Wil- 
ton, "  and  trust  that  you  may  be  enabled  to  free  yourself 
speedily." 

A  look  of  anguish  came  over  Sir  John  Fenwick's  counte- 
nance ;  but  Wilton  went  on,  saying,  "  When  last  we  met,  Sir 
John,  it  was  not,  perhaps,  on  the  best  of  terms,  and  I  cer- 
tainly thought  that  you  treated  me  ill ;  but  let  all  that  be 
forgotten  in  the  present  circumstances." 

"  Do  you  mean,"  asked  Sir  John  Fenwick,  with  a  cynical 
look,  "  that  we  are  both  to  forget  it,  or  that  I  am  to  forget  the 
whole  business,  and  you  to  recollect  it  at  my  trial  for  the 
benefit  of  my  accusers?" 

"  I  meant  for  us  both,  of  course,  to  forget  it,"  replied  Wilton ; 
"  or,  rather,  I  should  say,  I  meant  merely  that  we  should 
forget  all  feelings  of  enmity ;  for  to  see  you  here  deprives 
me  of  all  such  sensations  towards  you." 

"  Ay,  sir,"  said  Sir  John  Fenwick,  eagerly.  "  But  let  us 
keep  to  the  other  point,  if  you  please.  Do  you  intend  to 
forget  our  former  meeting,  or  to  give  evidence  in  regard 
to  it?" 

Wilton  paused,  and  thought  for  a  moment;  and  then  a 
sudden  idea  struck  him  that  that  very  interview  to  which 
Fenwick  alluded  might,  perhaps,  prove  the  means  of  making 
him  modify  his  charge  against  the  Duke. 

"  I  cannot,  of  course,"  he  said,  "  promise  you.  Sir  John 
Fenwick,  not  to  give  evidence  against  you,  if  I  am  called 
upon,  for  you  know  that  I  can  be  compelled  to  do  so;  but  I 
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do  not  see  that  my  evidence  could  do  you  the  slightest  harm 
in  regard  to  your  trial  for  treason,  as  I  heard  you  utter  no 
treasonable  sentiments,  and  saw  you  perform  no  treasonable 
act." 

"  True,  true !"  cried  Sir  John  Fenwick,  gladly.  "  True, 
you  can  have  nothing  to  say." 

"  So  shall  I  tell  any  one  who  asks  me,"  said  Wilton.  "  I 
can  give  no  pertinent  evidence  whatsoever,  and  therefore 
can  easily  keep  out  of  court — unless,  indeed,"  he  added, 
with  particidar  emphasis,  "  the  charges  which  you  have 
brought  against  the  Duke  of  Gaveston  should  compel  me  to 
come  forward  as  one  of  his  witnesses,  especially  as  his  trial 
is  likely  to  take  place  before  your  own." 

"  But  how  can  that  affect  me  ?"  demanded  Sir  John  Fen- 
wick, looking  sharply  in  his  face.  "  How  can  the  Duke's 
trial  have  any  effect  upon  mine .?" 

"  Mei'ely  by  bringing  forward  my  evidence,"  replied 
Wilton. 

"  But  how,  Avhy,  wherefore  ?"  said  Sir  John  Fenwick, 
eagerly.  "  You  have  yourself  admitted  that  you  saw  nothing, 
heard  nothing  at  all  treasonable — you  cannot  dally  with  a 
man  whose  life  is  in  jeopardy.  AVhat  evidence  can  you  give 
with  regard  to  the  Duke  that  can  at  all  affect  me  ?" 

"  Only  in  this  way,"  answered  Wilton.  "  The  Duke  must 
be  tried  upon  your  accusation.  He  will  call  me  to  prove 
that  you  and  he  were  at  enmity  together,  and  that  therefore 
your  charge  is  likely  to  be  a  calumny.  He  will  also  call  me 
to  prove"  that  it  was  both  my  opinion  and  his,  expressed  to 
each  other  at  the  very  time,  that  you  carried  off  his  daughter 
for  the  purpose  of  forcing  him  into  a  plot  against  the  state, 
or  at  all  events  to  prevent  his  revealing  what  he  knew  of 
your  proceedings,  from  the  fear  of  some  injury  happening  to 
his  child.  1  sliall  then  have  to  prove  that  I  found  her  abso- 
lutely in  your  power:  that  you  refused  to  give  her  u])  at  my 
request;  that  you  were  at  that  time  in  company  with  and 
acting  in  concert  with  various  persons,  five  or  six  of  whom 
have  since  been  executed;  that  from  amongst  you  a  shot 
was  fired  at  me,  showing  that  the  Duke's  ap])rehensions  re- 
garding his  daughter  were  well  founded;  and  I  shall  also 
have  to  declare,  that  before  the  13uke  coidd  have  any 
assurance  of  his  daughter's  safety,  the  conspiracy  was  it- 
self discovered,  so  that  he  had  no  time  or  opportunity  to 
revcid  the  ])l()t,  unless  at  a  jieriod  when  his  so  doing  might 
have  endangered,  perha])s,  the  life  of  Lady  l^ama.  All 
this,  my  good  sir,  I  shall  have  to  prove,  if  the  Duke's  trial  is 
forced  on.     To  sum  the  matter  u]),  it  nuist  be  shown  upon 
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that  trial  that  you  and  the  Duke  were  at  bitter  enmity,  and 
that  therefore  youi*  charge  is  likely  to  be  malicious  ;  that  you 
carried  off"  his  daughter  as  a  sort  of  hostage  ;  and  that  he 
was  under  reasonable  aj)prehensions  on  her  account,  in  case 
he  should  tell  what  lie  knew  of  the  consphacy  ;  that  I  found 
you  associating  intimately  Avith  all  the  condennied  traitors 
the  very  day  before  the  arrest  of  some  of  them,  and  that  the 
Duke  did  not  recover  his  daughter  by  my  means,  till  the  jilot 
itself  was  discovered.  Now  you  will  judge,  Sir  John,  how 
this  may  affect  your  own  trial.  I  warn  you  of  the  matter, 
because  I  have  a  promise,  a  positive  promise,  that  I  shall  not 
be  brought  forward  to  give  evidence  in  this  business  without 
my  own  consent ;  but  once  having  proffered  my  testimony  in 
favour  of  the  Duke,  I  cannot  refuse  it,  should  any  link  in 
the  chain  of  evidence  be  wanting  against  you  which  I  can 
supply." 

Sir  John  Fenwick  had  listened  to  every  word  that  Wilton 
said  in  bitter  silence  ;  and  when  he  had  done,  he  gnashed 
his  teeth  one  against  the  other,  saying,  with  a  look  of  hati-ed, 
"  You  should  have  been  a  lawyer,  young  sir,  you  should  have 
been  a  lawyer.     You  have  missed  your  vocation."" 

"  Lawyers,  Sir  John  Fenwick,"  replied  Wilton,  "  are  often, 
even  against  their  will,  obliged  to  support  falsehood ;  but  I 
merely  tell  you  the  truth.  You  have  brought  a  charge  against 
the  Duke,  as  far  as  I  can  understand,  of  which  he  is  virtually 
innocent,  to  all  intents  and  purposes " 

"  Who  told  you  I  had  brought  a  charge  against  him  at  all  ?" 
demanded  Sir  John  Fenwick.  "  W^ho  told  you  what  that 
charge  was :  It  must  be  all  guess-work,  upon  your  part. 
Depend  upon  it,  if  I  have  brought  a  charge  at  all,  it  is  one 
that  I  can  prove." 

•'  I  may  have  been  mistaken,"  replied  Wilton, "  and  I  hope 
I  am,  Sir  John.  I  hope  that  you  have  brought  no  charge,  and 
that  if  you  have,  it  is  not  of  the  nature  that  I  supposed ;  for 
as  I  have  shown  you,  it  would  be  most  unwise  and  imprudent 
of  you  so  to  do.  You  would  not  injure  the  Duke  in  any 
other  way  than  by  a  long  imprisonment,  and  you  would,  in  all 
probability,  insure  your  own  condemnation,  while  you  were 
uselessly  attempting  to  do  evil  to  another.  At  all  events.  Sir 
John,  you  must  not  take  it  ill  of  me  that  I  point  this  out  to 
you,  and  if  you  will  take  the  warning  I  have  given,  it  may  be 
of  great  benefit  to  you." 

"  How  should  1  take  it?"  demanded  Sir  John  Fenwick, 
still  frowning  upon  him  from  under  his  bent  brows.  "  What 
I  have  said  I  have  said,  and  I  shall  not  go  back  from  it. 
There  may  be  other  witnesses,  too,  against  the  Duke,  that 
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you  know  not  of.     What  think  you  of  Smith  ?     What  think 
you  of  Cook  ?" 

"  I  know  not,  really,"  replied  Wilton.  "  In  fact,  I  know 
nothing  upon  the  subject,  except  that  the  Duke  is  virtually 
innocent  of  the  crime  with  which  you  would  charge  him. 
You  made  him  listen  to  designs  which  he  abhorred ;  and 
because  he  did  not  betray  you,  you  charge  him  with  par- 
ticipating in  them.  As  for  the  witnesses  Cook  and  Smith,  I 
have  heard  from  die  Earl  of  Byerdale  that  neither  the  one 
nor  the  other  have  anything  to  say  against  the  Duke." 

Sir  John  Fenwick  had  listened  with  a  bitter  smile  to  what 
Wilton  said  ;  but  he  replied  almost  fiercely,  "  You  know 
nothing  of  what  you  are  talking.  Are  you  blind  enough  or 
foolish  enough  to  fancy  that  the  Earl  of  Byerdale  is  a  friend 
of  the  Duke?" 

"  I  really  do  not  know,"  replied  Wilton,  calmly.  "  I  sup- 
pose he  is  neither  very  much  his  friend  nor  his  enemy." 

"  And  there,  too,  you  are  mistaken,"  answered  Sir  John 
Fenwick  :  "  for  an  envoy,  you  know  marvellous  little  of  the 
sender's  situation." 

"  I  only  know,"  replied  Wilton,  "  thus  much,  which  you 
yourself  cannot  deny,  that  to  accuse  the  Duke,  so  as  to  bring 
him  to  trial  for  this  unfortunate  affair,  will  be  to  produce 
your  certain  condemnation;  to  cut  you  off  from  all  chance 
of  hope." 

Lady  Mary  Fenwick  had  hitherto  stood  silent  a  step  or 
two  behind  Wilton;  but  now  advancing  a  little,  she  said, 
"  Indeed,  Sir  John,  you  had  better  think  of  it.  It  seems  to 
me  that  what  Mr.  Brown  says  is  reasonable,  and  that  it 
woiUd  be  nuich  better  so  to  state  or  modify  your  charge 
against  the  Duke  as  not  to  hazard  his  life." 

"  Nonsense,  Lady  Mary  !"  exclaimed  Fenwick  ;  "  neither 
you  nor  he  know  anything  of  what  my  charges  are,  or  in 
wliat  my  hopes  consist.  My  charge  against  the  Duke  shall 
stand  as  I  have  given  it ;  and  you  may  tell  him,  that  it  is  not 
on  my  evidence  alone  he  will  be  condemned ;  so  that  yours, 
young  man,  will  not  tend  much  to  save  him." 

Wilton  saw  that  it  would  be  useless  to  urge  the  matter 
any  farther  at  that  moment,  though,  notwithstanding  the 
l^erverse  determination  shown  by  the  prisoner,  he  was  not 
without  hope  that  their  conversation  might  ultimately  pro- 
duce some  effect  upon  his  mind. 

"  Well,  Sir  John,"  he  said,  "  I  will  kee])  you  no  longer 
from  conversation  with  your  lady.  I  grieve  for  you  on  every 
account.  I  grieve  to  see  you  here,  I  grieve  for  the  situation 
in  which  you  have  placed  yourself,  and  I  still  more  grieve  to 
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see  you  struggling  to  deliver  yourself  from  that  situation  by 
means  which  mai/  produce  the  destruction  of  others,  and  will 
certainly  produce  your  own." 

"  I  neither  want  your  grief,  nor  care  for  it,  sir,"  replied 
the  prisoner.     "  Good  night,  good  night." 

Wilton  then  turned  and  left  him  :  but  Ladv  Mary  Fenwick 
accompanied  the  young  gentleman  into  the  passage,  saying 
in  a  low  voice,  "The  Earl  of  Byerdale  has  seen  him  twice. 
You  will  do  well  to  be  upon  your  guard  there." 

"  Thank  you,  lady,  thank  you,"  replied  Wilton.  "  I  am 
upon  my  guard,  and  am  most  grateful  for  what  you  have 
done." 

Thus  saying,  he  left  her :  and  as  it  was  too  late,  at  that 
hour,  to  visit  the  prisoner  in  the  Tower,  he  turned  towards 
his  own  home ;  but  ere  he  reached  it,  he  bethought  him  of 
seeking  some  farther  information  from  the  public  reports  of 
the  day,  which  were  only  to  be  met  with  in  their  highest  per- 
fection in  the  several  different  resorts  of  wits  and  politicians 
which  have  become  familiar  to  our  minds  in  the  writings  of 
Steele  and  Addison.  Weill's  and  the  Chocolate-house,  and 
other  places  of  the  same  kind,  supplied  in  a  very  great 
degree  the  places  of  the  Times,  the  Herald,  the  Globe,  or  the 
Courier ;  and  though  the  Postman  and  several  other  papers 
gave  a  scanty  share  of  information,  yet  the  inner  room  of  the 
St.  James's  Coffee-house  might  be  considered  as  representing 
the  leading  article  to  the  newspaper  of  the  day. 

To  one  or  two  of  these  houses,  then,  Wilton  repaired,  and 
found  the  whole  town  still  busy  with  the  arrest  of  Sir  John 
Fenwick,  and  with  the  names  of  persons  he  was  said  to  have 
accused.  If  the  nnnours  were  to  be  believed,  he  had  brought 
charges  of  one  kind  or  another  against  half  the  high  nobility 
and  statesmen  of  the  land.  The  King's  sei^vants  and  most 
familiar  friends,  many  who  were  still  actually  employed  by 
him,  and  many  who  had  aided  to  seat  him  on  the  throne, 
were  all  said  to  be  accused  of  treasonable  communications 
with  the  court  of  St.  Germain  ;  and  W^ilton  had  the  satisfac- 
tion of  thinking,  that  if  there  were,  indeed,  any  safety  in 
numbers,  the  Duke  had  that  security  at  least. 

When  he  had  satisfied  himself  on  this  point,  he  returned 
to  his  own  house,  to  meditate  upon  the  best  defence  which 
could  be  set  up  for  the  noble  prisoner.  None,  however, 
suggested  itself  better  than  that  which  he  had  sketched  out 
in  his  conversation  with  Sir  John  Fenwick;  and  without  loss 
of  time  he  put  it  down  in  writing,  in  order  to  take  the  Duke's 
opinion  upon  it.  I'here  was  one  flaw,  indeed,  in  the  chain 
which  he  could  not  but  see,  and  which  he  feared  might  be 
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used  by  an  enemy  to  the  Duke's  disadvantage.  He  could 
prove,  that  after  Lady  Laura  had  been  carried  away  the 
Duke  had  no  opportunity  Avhatever  of  disclosing  the  plot 
until  it  was  already  discovered ;  but  unfortunately,  between 
the  time  of  the  meeting  in  Leadenhall-street  and  the  period 
at  which  the  conspirators  so  daringly  bore  off  the  lady  from 
the  terrace  there  had  been  a  lapse  of  some  time,  during 
which  her  father  might  have  made  any  commiuiication  to  the 
government  that  he  liked.  There  was  a  hope,  however,  that 
this  might  pass  unremarked  ;  and  at  all  events  what  he  pro- 
posed was  the  only  defence  that  could  be  set  up. 

On  the  following  morning,  when  he  saw  the  Earl  of  Byer- 
dale,  he  inquired  if  he  had  seen  the  Duke ;  but  found  that 
such  was  not  the  case,  business  being  the  excuse  for  having 
failed  in  his  promise.  Wilton,  however,  proceeded  to  the 
Tower  as  soon  as  he  was  free,  and  found  Laura  now  sharing 
the  apartments  assigned  to  her  father,  and  striving  to  support 
and  comfort  him,  but  apparently  in  vain.  The  Duke's  mind 
was  still  in  a  terrible  state  of  depression ;  and  the  want  of 
all  certain  intelligence,  the  failure  of  the  Earl  of  Byerdale's 
promise,  and  the  absence  of  Wilton,  had  caused  his  anxiety 
apparently  to  increase  rather  than  to  diminish,  since  the  first 
day  of  his  imprisonment. 

We  must  not  pause  upon  the  various  interviews  which 
succeeded,  and  were  painful  enough.  Wilton  had  little  to 
tell  that  could  give  the  Duke  any  comfort.  The  determined 
adherence  of  Sir  .John  Fenwick  to  his  charge,  the  sort  of 
indifference  which  the  Earl  of  Byerdale  displayed  in  regard 
to  the  prisoner's  situation,  neglecting  to  see  him,  though 
repeatedly  ]iromising  to  do  so,  all  served  to  depress  his 
spirits  day  by  day,  and  to  render  him  altogether  insensible 
to  the  voice  of  comfort.  Towards  Wilton  himself  the  Earl 
resumed  a  portion  of  his  resei-ve  and  gravity  ;  and  though  he 
still  called  him,  "  My  dear  Wilton,"  and  "  My  dear  boy," 
when  he  addressed  him,  he  sjjoke  to  him  very  little  upon  any 
subject,  except  mere  matters  of  business,  and  checked  every 
approach  to  the  topic  on  which  Wilton  would  most  willingly 
have  entered. 

On  the  seventh  or  eighth  day  of  the  Duke's  imprisonment, 
however.  Lord  Sherbrooke  again  appeared  in  town;  but  the 
Earl  employed  Wilton  constantly,  during  the  whole  of  that 
day ;  so  much  so,  indeed,  that  his  secretary  could  not  help 
believing  thiit  there  was  efibrt  a])])arent  in  it,  in  order  to  pre- 
vent his  holding  any  private  connnunication  with  his  friend. 
At  length,  however,  he  suffered  him  to  return  home,  but  not 
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till  nearly  ten  at  night,  by  which  time  Lord  Sherbrooke  had 
left  the  house,  to  go  to  some  great  entertainment. 

Scarcely  had  Wilton  passed  the  door,  when  he  found  some 
one  take  hold  of  his  arm,  and  to  his  surprise  found  the 
young  nobleman  by  his  side. 

"  1  have  been  watching  for  you  eagerly,  Wilton,"  he  said, 
"  for  it  seems  to  me,  that  the  game  is  going  against  you,  and 
I  see  the  faces  of  the  cards." 

"  I  am  very  anxious  indeed  about  the  Duke,  if  such  be 
your  meaning,  Sherbrooke,"  replied  Wilton. 

"  And  I  am  so  also,"  answered  Lord  Sherbrooke.  "  What 
my  father  intends,  I  do  not  well  see  ;  but  I  should  think,  that 
to  make  the  poor  man  lose  his  head  on  Tower-hill  would  be 
someAvhat  too  severe  a  punishment,  too  bitter  a  revenge,  for 
Lady  Laura  refusing  to  wed  so  worshiiiful  a  person  as  I 
am." 

"  I  hope  and  trust,"  replied  Wilton,  "  that  there  is  no 
chance  of  such  a  consummation." 

"  On  my  word,  I  do  not  know,"  replied  Lord  Sherbrooke. 
"  My  father,  when  he  is  hungry  for  anything,  has  a  great 
appetite ;  I  don't  think  the  Duke's  head  would  much  more 
than  dine  him.  However,  take  my  advice  ;  depend  not  upon 
him  in  the  least ;  go  to  the  Duke  of  Shrewsbury  at  once,  if 
he  be  in  town,  and  if  not,  to  Vernon.  Try  to  interest  them 
in  favour  of  the  Duke  ;  see  what  you  can  allege  in  his  favour. 
The  King  has  just  returned  from  Holland,  you  know,  and 
any  application  made  to  him  now  may  perhaps  be  received 
graciously.  Have  you  anything  that  you  can  state  in  the 
Duke's  favour  V 

Wilton  recapitulated  all  that  could  be  said  to  palliate  the 
error  which  Laura's  father  had  committed,  and  Lord  Sher- 
brooke answered  eagerly,  "  That  is  enough,  sm'ely  that  is 
enough.  At  least,"  he  added,  "  it  ought  to  be  enough,  and 
would  be  enough,  if  there  were  no  nnder-influence  going  on. 
At  all  events,  Wilton,  I  would  go  decidedly  to  his  grace  of 
Shrewsbury,  or  to  Vernon,  for  I  believe  the  Duke  is  absent. 
Represent  all  these  facts,  and  induce  him  to  lay  them  before 
the  King.  This  is  the  best  and  most  straightforward  course, 
and  you  will  speedily  learn  more  upon  the  subject.  But 
there  is  another  thing  which  I  have  to  tell  you — though  I 
put  no  great  reliance  upon  the  result  being  as  effectual  as  we 
could  wish — I  was  speaking  a  few  nights  ago  with  our  friend 
the  Colonel,  upon  the  situation  of  the  Duke,  and  upon  your 
anxiety  regarding  him,  all  of  which  I  have  heard  from  my 
good  rascally  valet,  who— considering  that  he  is  one  of  the 

A  A  2 


356  THE  king's  highway. 

greatest  scoundrels  that  ever  was  unhung — is  a  very  honest 
fellow  in  his  way,  and  finds  out  everything  for  me,  Heaven 
knows  how,  and  lets  me  know  it  truly.  The  Colonel  seemed 
to  laugh  at  the  idea  of  anything  being  done  to  the  Duke, 
saying,  '  No,  no ;  he  is  safe  enough.'  But  after  a  while  he 
added,  '  If  Wilton  have  any  difficulty  about  the  business,  he 
had  better  speak  to  me:'  and  then  he  fell  into  one  of  his 
long  sullen  fits  of  thought ;  after  which  he  said,  *  Tell  him 
to  ride  out  hitherward  on  Saturday  night  next,  just  as  it  is 
turning  dark — I  should  like  to  speak  with  him  about  it.'" 

"  I  will  not  fail,"  replied  Wilton ;  "  for  there  is  something 
about  that  man  that  interests,  nay,  attaches  me,  in  spite  of  all 
I  know  and  all  I  guess  concerning  his  desperate  habits.  It  is 
evident  that  he  has  had  a  high  education,  and  possesses  a  noble 
heart ;  in  fact,  that  he  was  fitted  for  better  things  than  the 
criminal  and  disgraceful  course  he  has  pursued." 

"  Hush,  hush  !"  cried  Lord  Sherbrooke,  laughing ;  "  speak 
more  respectfully  of  the  worthy  Colonel,  I  beg.  You  are  not 
aware  that  he  is  a  near  relation  of  mine." 

Wilton  started,  and  turned  round  as  if  he  would  have 
gazed  in  his  companion's  face,  but  the  darkness  of  the  night 
prevented  him  fi^om  well  seeing  what  was  passing  there.  As 
he  recalled,  however,  his  first  interview  with  Green,  his  look, 
his  manner,  and  the  jesting  tone  in  which  he  sometimes 
spoke,  he  could  not  but  acknowledge  that  there  was  some- 
thing in  the  whole  resembling  Lord  Sherbrooke  not  a  little, 
although  Green  was  a  much  taller  and  more  ]Jowerful  man. 

"  This  is  strange  enough,  Sherbrooke,"  he  replied,  "  if  you 
are  not  joking;  and,  indeed,  I  think  you  are  not,  for  there  is 
a  certain  likeness  between  you  and  him,  though  more  in  the 
manner  than  in  the  person." 

"  It  is  quite  true,"  replied  Lord  Sherbrooke;  "  he  is  a  near 
relation.  But,  however,  in  regard  to  the  Duke,  I  see  not  how 
he  can  help  you,  though  he  certainly  does  very  wonderful 
things  sometimes,  which  nobody  expects  or  can  account  for. 
I  would  hear  all  he  has  to  say,  then ;  but  at  the  same  time, 
Wilton,  I  would  not  neglect  the  other  business  with  Vernon, 
for,  you  see,  the  Colonel  names  Saturday.  This  is  Monday, 
and  before  that  time  the  Duke's  head  may  be  upon  a  pole, 
for  aught  we  know.  They  make  short  work  with  trials  and 
executions  in  these  days." 

"  I  will  not  fail,"  answered  Wilton,  "  I  will  not  fail.  In 
such  a  case  as  this  it  is  scarcely  possible  to  do  too  much,  and 
very  possible  to  do  too  little.  I  trust  your  father  will  not 
detain  me  the  whole  day  to-morrow." 

"Oh  no!"   replied    Lord   Sherbrooke:    "I    am    going    to 


THE   king's   HIGflWAV.  357 

remove  the  cause,  Wilton.  As  soon  as  ever  I  arrived  last 
night,  I  perceived  that  the  Earl  was  delicately  working  at 
some  grand  scheme  regarding  the  Duke,  and  I  very  soon 
perceived,  too,  that  he  was  determined  you  and  I  should  not 
have  an  opportunity  of  talking  the  matter  over,  for  fear  we 
should  spoil  proceedings.  I  was  obliged  to  watch  my 
opportunity  to-night  with  great  nicety,  hut  to-morrow  I  go 
back,  that  is  to  say,  if  my  sweet  Caroline  is  ready  to  go 
with  me,  for  I  am  the  most  obedient  and  loving  of  husbands, 
as  all  refonned  rakes  are,  you  know,  Wilton." 

"  But  is  the  lady  in  town,  and  at  your  father's?"  demanded 
Wilton,  with  surprise. 

"  She  is  in  town,  dearly  beloved,"  replied  Lord  Sherbrooke, 
"but  certainly  not  at  my  father's;  and  now,  AVilton,  ask  me 
no  more  upon  the  subject,  for,  between  you  and  me,  I  know 
little  or  nothing  more  myself.  I  know  not  what  brings  her 
into  London ;  who  she  comes  to  see  here,  or  who  the  note 
was  from  that  called  her  so  suddenly  up  to  this  great  den  of 
iniquity.  It  is  a  very  horrible  thing,  Wilton,  a  very  horrible 
thing,  indeed,"  he  continued,  in  the  same  jesting  tone,  "  that 
any  woman  should  have  secrets  from  her  husband.  I  have 
heard  many  matrons  say^  so,  and  I  believe  them  from  my 
whole  heart;  but  I've  heard  the  same  matrons  say  that  there 
should  be  perfect  reciprocity,  which,  perhaps,  might  mean 
that  the  wife  and  the  husband  were  to  have  no  secrets  from 
each  other,  which,  I  am  afraid,  in  my-  case,  would  never  do, 
so  I  am  fain  to  let  her  have  this  secret  of  her  own,  especially 
as  she  promises  to  tell  me  what  it  is  in  a  few  days.  Reci- 
procity is  a  fine  thing,  Wilton;  but  it  is  wonderful  what  a 
number  of  different  sorts  of  reciprocity  there  are  in  this  world. 
Look  there.  Do  you  know  there  is  something  that  puzzles 
me  about  that  house." 

"Why,  that  is  Lord  Sunbury's,"  replied  Wilton;  "but 
there  are  lights  up  in  the  drawing-room  apparently\" 

"  Ay,  that's  one  part  of  the  story  that  puzzles  me,"  said 
Lord  Sherbrooke.  "  I  think  the  old  housekeeper  must  be 
giving  a  drum.  My  valet  tells  me  that  on  Saturday  morning 
last  there  was  a  hackney  coach  stopped  at  that  house,  and 
two  men  went  into  it:  one  seemed  a  gentleman  wrapped  in 
a  long  cloak,  the  other  looked  like  a  valet,  and  stayed  to  get 
a  number  of  packages  out  of  the  coach.  Now  I  cannot  sus- 
pect that  same  old  housekeeper,  who,  as  far  as  I  recollect,  is 
much  like  one  of  the  daughters  of  Erebus  and  Xox,  of  carry- 
ing on  an  amorous  correspondence  with  any  gentleman;  and 
it  is  somewhat  strange  that  she  should  have  lent  the  use  of 
her  master's  house,  either  for  love  or  money.     I  should  not 
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wonder  if  the  Earl  himself  had  come  to  London  before  his 
baggage." 

"  I  should  think  not,"  replied  Wilton;  "  I  should  certainly 
think  not.  I  had  a  letter  from  him  not  long  ago,  dated  fi-om 
Paris,  and  I  think  he  certainly  would  have  written  to  inform 
me  if  he  had  been  coming." 

"  I  am  not  so  sure  of  that,  by  any  means,  Wilton,"  replied 
his  friend.  "  I  can  tell  you,  that  two  or  three  things  have  hap- 
pened to  his  good  lordship  lately,  which,  with  all  his  kind- 
ness and  benevolence,  might  make  him  wish  to  see  two  or 
three  other  people  before  he  saw  you.  There  is  a  report 
even  now  busy  about  town  that  he  is  corresponding  from 
Paris  privately  and  directly  with  the  King,  and  that  his 
ari-ival  in  England  will  be  followed  by  a  change  of  ministry, 
if  he  will  consent  to  take  office  again,  which  seems  to  be  very 
doubtful." 

These  tidings  interested  Wilton  not  a  little ;  and  perhaps 
he  felt  a  curiosity  to  ascertain  whether  Lord  Sherbrooke's 
suspicion  was  or  was  not  correct.  His  mind,  however,  was 
too  high  and  delicate  to  admit  of  his  taking  any  steps  for 
that  purjjose,  and  after  some  more  conversation  on  the  same 
subject,  he  and  his  fi'iend  parted. 

On  the  following  morning  Wilton  had  an  opportunity  of 
visiting  the  Duke  of  Shrewsbury's  office,  and  found  Mr. 
\'ernon  disengaged.  To  him  he  communicated  all  that  he 
had  to  say  in  defence  of  the  Duke,  and  found  Vernon  mild 
in  his  manners  and  expressions,  but  naturally  cautious  in 
either  ]:)romising  anything  or  in  giving  any  information.  He 
heard  all  that  Wilton  had  to  say,  however,  and  assured  him 
that  he  would  lay  the  statement  he  made  before  the  King  on 
the  ensuing  morning,  adding,  that  if  he  would  call  upon  him 
in  the  course  of  the  next  day  he  would  tell  him  the  result. 
He  smiled  when  Wilton  requested  him  to  keep  his  visit  and 
its  object  secret,  and  nodded  his  head,  merely  replying,  "  T 
understand." 

On  the  following  day  Wilton  did  not  fail  to  visit  him 
again,  and  waited  for  nearly  an  hour  till  he  was  ready  to  re- 
ceive him. 

"  I  am  sorry,"  said  Vernon,  when  he  did  admit  hhn,  "  that  I 
cannot  give  you  greater  satisfaction,  Mr.  Brown ;  but  the  King's 
r(;])ly,  upon  my  a]iplication,  was,  that  he  had  already  spoken 
with  the  Eail  of  Bycrdale  on  the  subject.  However,  it  may 
be  some  comfort  to  you  to  know  that  his  grace  of  Shrewsbury 
takes  an  interest  in  the  situation  of  the  Duke,  and  has  him- 
self written  to  the  King  upon  the  subject." 
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It  was  about  the  hour  of  noon,  and  the  day  was  dull  and 
oppressive.  Though  the  apartments  assigned  to  the  Duke 
were  high  \ip,  and  in  themselves  anything  but  gloomy,  yet 
no  cheering  ray  of  sunshine  had  visited  them,  and  the  air, 
which  was  extremely  warm,  seemed  loaded  with  vapour. 
The  spirits  of  the  prisoner  were  depressed  in  proportion, 
and  since  the  first  hour  of  his  imprisonment  he  had  never, 
perhaps,  felt  so  much  as  at  that  moment,  all  the  leaden  weight 
of  dull  captivity,  the  anguish  of  uncertainty,  and  the  delay  of 
hope,  which,  ever  fi-om  the  time  of  the  prophet  king  down  to 
the  present  day,  has  made  the  heart  sick  and  the  soul  weary. 
It  was  in  vain  that  his  daughter,  with  the  tenderest,  the 
kindest,  the  most  assiduous  care,  strove  to  raise  his  expecta- 
tions or  support  his  resolution ;  it  was  in  vain  that  she  strove 
to  wean  his  thoughts  away  fi-om  his  own  painful  situation  by 
music,  or  by  reading,  or  by  conversation.  Grief,  like  the 
dull  adder,  stops  its  ear  that  it  may  not  hear  the  song  of  the 
charmer ;  and  while  she  sang  to  him  or  played  to  him  upon 
the  lute,  at  that  time  an  instrument  still  extremely  common 
in  England,  or  roa.d  to  him  from  the  books  which  she  thought 
best  calculated  to  attract  his  attention,  she  could  see  by  the 
vacant  eye  that  sometimes  filled  with  tears,  and  the  lips  that 
from  time  to  time  munnured  a  word  or  two  of  impatience 
and  complaint,  that  his  thoughts  were  all  still  bent  either 
upon  the  sad  subject  of  his  captivity,  or  upon  the  apprehen- 
sion of  what  the  future  might  bring. 

At  the  hour  of  noon,  then,  the  servant  whom  the  Duke  had 
chosen  to  wait  upon  him,  and  who  was  fi-eely  admitted  to  the 
prison,  as  well  as  a  maid  to  attend  upon  the  Lady  Laura, 
entered  the  apartment  in  which  the  Duke  sat,  and  announced 
that  the  Earl  of  Byerdale  was  in  the  antechamber.  The 
Duke  started  up  with  an  expression  of  joy,  ordering  him  to  be 
admitted  instantly ;  and  the  Earl  entered,  assuming  even  an  un- 
usual parade  of  dignity  in  his  step,  and  contriving  to  make  his 
countenance  look  more  than  commonly  severe  and  sneering, 
even  though  there  was  a  marked  smile  upon  it,  as  if  he  would 
imply  that  no  slight  pleasure  attended  his  visit  to  the  Duke. 

"  My  dear  lord,"  he  said,  "  I  really  have  to  apologize  for 
not  having  waited  upon  you  before,  but  it  has  been  quite 
impossible.  Since  the  King's  return  I  have  been  called  upon 
daily  to  attend  his  majesty,  besides  having  all  the  usual 
routine  of  my  office  to  go  thi'ough;  otherwise  I  can  assure 
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your  grace  that  I  should  have  been  with  you  long  ago,  as 
both  duty  and  inclination  would  have  prompted  me  to  wait 
upon  you.  I  am  happy  to  see  you  so  comfortably  lodged 
here.  I  was  afraid  that,  considering  the  circumstances,  they 
might  have  judged  it  right  to  debar  you  of  some  indulgences  ; 
but  my  lord  the  governor  is  a  good-hearted,  kindly  man. — 
Lady  Laura,  how  are  you  ?  I  hope  you  are  quite  well.  I 
grieve,  indeed,  to  see  you  and  your  father  in  this  place ;  but 
alas  !  I  had  no  power  to  prevent  it,  and  indeed,  I  fear,  I  have 
very  little  power  to  serve  you  now." 

"  From  your  lordship's  words,"  said  the  Duke,  after  having 
habitually  ])erformed  the  civilities  of  the  apartment — "  from 
your  lordsliip's  words,  1  fear  that  you  take  a  bad  view  of  the 
case,  and  do  not  anticipate  my  speedy  deliverance." 

"  Oh,  you  know,"  answered  the  Earl,  "  that  the  trial  must 
take  place  before  we  can  at  all  judge  what  the  King's  mercy 
may  incline  him  to  do  ;  but  I  fear,  my  lord,  I  fear  that  a  strong 
pi'ejudice  prevails  against  your  grace.  The  King,  as  well 
may  be,  is  terribly  indignant  at  all  persons  concerned  with 
this  plot." 

"  He  may  well  be,  indeed,"  said  the  Duke  ;  "  for  nothing 
ever  made  me  more  indignant  than  when  I  first  heard  of  the 
purposed  assassination  and  invasion  myself.  With  that  I  had 
nothing  on  earth  to  do.  I  should  have  hoped  that  his 
majesty's  indignation  on  other  points  would  have  subsided 
by  this  time,  and  that  clemency  would  have  resumed  her 
sway  towards  those  who  may  have  acted  imprudently  but  not 
criminally." 

"  Not  yet,  not  yet,  I  fear,  my  lord,"  replied  the  Earl ;  "  six 
months,  or  a  year  longer,  indeed,  would  have  made  all  the 
difference.  If  your  grace  had  but  taken  the  advice  and 
warning  given  you  by  my  wise  and  virtuous  young  friend, 
Wilton,  and  made  your  escape  at  once  to  Flanders,  or  any 
neutral  ground.     I  am  sure  I  gave  you  opportunity  enough." 

"  But,  my  lord,"  replied  the  Duke,  "  Wilton  never  gave  me 
any  warning  till  the  very  morning  that  I  was  arrested.  It  is 
true,  indeed,"  he  added,  recollecting  the  circumstances, 
"  poor  Wilton  and  I  unfortunately  had  a  little  quarrel  on  the 
preceding  night,  and  he  left  mo  very  nnich  offcnided,  I  believe, 
and  hurt,  as  1  dare  say  lie  told  you,  my  lord." 

"  Oh,  he  told  me  nothing,  your  grace,"  replied  Lord  Byer- 
dale.  "  Wilton,  knowing  my  feeling  on  the  subject,  very 
wisely  acted  as  he  kncnv  I  should  like,  or,  at  least,  intended  to 
act  as  he  knew  I  should  like,  without  saying  anything  to  me 
u])on  the  subject.  I  might  very  well  remain  somewhat  wil- 
fully ignorant  of  what  was  going  on,  but  I  must  not  openly 
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connive,  you  know. — Then  it  was  not  really,"  he  continued, 
"  that  your  grace  refused  to  go  ?" 

"  Oh,  not  ni  the  least,  not  in  the  least !"  replied  the  Duke. 
"  I  received  his  note  early  on  the  next  morning,  after  he  left 
me,  and  was  consulting  with  my  dear  child  here  as  to  the 
necessary  arrangements  for  going,  when  the  Messengers 
arrived." 

"  Most  unfortunate,  indeed,"  said  the  Earl.  "  1  had  con- 
cluded, judging  from  your  letter  to  me  on  the  preceding  day, 
that  your  grace  that  afternoon,  notwithstanding  all  I  had  said 
regarding  the  young  gentleman's  family,  refused  him  the 
honour  to  which  he  aspired,  and  would  not  follow  the  advice 
he  gave." 

Lady  Laura  rose,  and  moved  towards  one  of  the  windows  ; 
and  her  father,  with  his  colour  a  little  heightened,  and  his 
manner  somewhat  agitated,  replied,  but  in  a  low  tone,  "  I 
did  indeed  refuse  him  Laura's  hand,  and,  I  am  afraid,  some- 
what harshly  and  angrily  ;  but  I  never  refused  to  take  his 
advice  or  warning." 

"  Ay,  but  the  two  subjects  are  so  mingled  up  together," 
said  the  Earl,  "  that  the  one  may  be  considered  to  imply  the 
other." 

"  I  see  not  how,  my  lord,  I  see  not  how  they  are  so 
mingled,"  said  the  Duke. 

"Ay,  it  may  be  difficult  to  explain,"  answered  the  Earl, 
"  and  I  cannot  do  it  myself;  but  so  it  is.  It  might  not 
indeed  be  too  late  now,  if  it  were  not  for  this  unfortunate 
prejudice  of  yourself  or  Lady  Laura  against  my  young  friend, 
who,  I  must  say,  has  served  you  both  well." 

"How  not  too  late,  my  lord?"  demanded  the  Duke, 
eagerly:  "all  prejudices  maybe  removed,  you  know;  and 
if  there  were  any  prejudice,  it  was  mine." 

"  Still  it  would  be  an  obstacle,"  answered  the  Earl ;  "  and 
the  whole  matter  would  of  course  be  rendered  much  more 
difficult  now.  Thei'e  might  be  still  more  prejudices  to  be 
overcome  at  present. — May  I  ask,"  he  added,  abruptly,  "  if 
you  have  still  got  the  note  which  Wilton  sent  you  ?  " 

"  No,"  answered  the   Duke,  "  no.     I   destroyed  it  imme-- 
diately,  out  of  regard  for  his  safety." 

"  It  was  a  wise  precaution,"  answered  the  Earl,  "  but  un- 
necessary in  his  case.  He  has  friends  who  will  manage  to 
justify  whatever  he  does  of  that  kind,  tlumble  as  he  is  in 
all  his  deportment,  he  can  do  many  things  that  I  could  not 
venture  to  do.  I  have  heard  the  King  himself  say,  in  pre- 
sence of  one  half  of  his  council,  that  he  is  under  great  per- 
sonal obligations  to  Wilton  Brown." 
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"  Indeed  ! "  exclaimed  the  Duke  ;  "  but  may  I  request  your 
lordship  to  inform  me  what  it  was  you  meant  just  now  ? 
You  said  it  might  not  be  yet  too  late." 

"  I  fear,  my  lord,  I  must  not  talk  to  your  grace  on  the 
subject,"  said  the  Earl;  "there  might  be  conditions  you 
would  not  comply  with.  You  might  not  like  even  the  idea 
of  flying  from  prison  at  all." 

"  I  do  not  see  why,  my  lord,"  exclaimed  the  Duke,  "  I 
really  do  not  see  why.  But  pray,  may  I  ask  what  are  the 
conditions  .^" 

"  Nay,  I  make  neither  any  suggestions  nor  conditions," 
replied  the  Earl,  who  saw  that  the  Duke  was  fully  worked 
up  to  the  pitch  he  wished,  "  I  only  spoke  of  such  a  thing  as 
escape  being  very  possible,  if  Wilton  chose  to  arrange  it ; 
and  then  of  course  the  conditions  he  might  require  for  his 
services  struck  my  mind." 

"  Why  as  yet,  my  lord,"  answered  the  Duke,  "  our  noble 
young  friend  has  not. even  named  any  condition  as  the  price 
of  his  services." 

"  Perhaps,  your  grace,"  replied  the  Earl,  "  he  may  have 
become  wiser  by  experience.  If  I  have  understood  you  both 
right,  his  hopes  were  disappointed,  and  hopes  which  he 
imagined  he  entertained  with  great  reason." 

"  No,  my  lord,  no  !"  cried  the  Duke.  "  He  had  no  reason 
for  entertaining  such  hopes.  I  cannot  admit  for  a  moment 
that  I  gave  him  any  cause  for  such  expectations." 

"  Nay,  then,  my  lord  duke,"  replied  the  Earl,  with  an 
offended  look,  "  if  such  be  your  view  of  a  case  which  every- 
body in  London  sees  differently,  the  more  reason  why  Wilton 
should  make  sure  of  what  grounds  he  stands  uj)on  before  he 
acts  farther  in  this  business.  However,  I  have  nothing  to  do 
with  the  affair  farther  than  as  his  sincere  friend,  and  as  having 
the  honour  of  being  his  distant  relation,  which  of  course 
makes  me  resolute  in  saying  that  I  will  not  see  his  feelings 
sported  with  and  his  happiness  destroyed.  Therefore,  your 
grace,  as  we  sha'nt  agree,  I  see,  upon  these  matters,  1  will 
humbly  take  my  leave  of  you."     And  he  rose,  as  if  to  depart. 

"  Nay,  nay,  my  lord — you  are  too  hasty,"  replied  the 
Duke.  "  I  beseech  you,  do  not  leave  me  in  this  way,  1 
may  in  former  instances  have  given  Wilton  hopes  without 
intending  it ;  but  the  matter  is  very  much  altered  now,  when 
he  has  done  so  much  more  for  me  in  every  way.  I  do  not 
scru])l('  at  all  to  say  tliat  those  objections  are  removed." 

"  Perhaps,  my  lord,"  said  the  Earl,  sitting  down  again,  and 
s])caking  in  a  low  voice,  "  we  had  better  discuss  the  matter  in 
private.  Could  I  not  speak  to  you  apart  for  a  moment  or 
two  ?     Suppose  we  go  into  the  anteroom." 
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"  Nay,  nay,"  said  the  Duke,  "  Laura  will  leave  us. — Go  to 
your  room,  my  love,"  he  added,  raising  his  voice.     "  I  would 
fain  have  a  few  minutes'  conversation  with  my  noble  friend 
alone." 

"Very  wrong  of  you,  Lord  Byerdale,"  she  said,  with  a 
smile,  as  she  walked  towards  the  door,  "  to  turn  me  out  of 
the  room  in  this  way." 

Lord  Byerdale  smiled,  and  bowed,  and  apologized,  all 
with  an  air  of  courtier-like  mockery.  The  moment  she  was 
gone,  however,  he  turned  to  the  Duke,  saying,  "  Now,  my 
lord  duke,  we  are  alone,  and  I  will  beg  your  grace  to  give 
me  your  honour  that  no  part  of  our  present  conversation 
transpires  in  any  circumstances.  I  can  then  hold  much 
more  free  communication  with  you.  I  can  lay  before  you 
what  is  possible,  and  what  is  probable,  and  you  can  choose 
whatever  path  you  like." 

"  Most  solemnly  I  pledge  my  honour,"  replied  the  Duke, 
"  and  1  can  assure  your  lordship  that  I  fully  appreciate  Mr. 
Brown's  merits  and  his  services  to  me.  He  has  not  only 
talents  and  genius,  but  a  princely  person  and  most  dis- 
tinguished manners,  and  I  could  not  have  the  slightest  ob- 
jection, as  soon  as  his  birth  is  clearly  ascertained  and 
acknowledged " 

"  My  lord  duke,"  replied  the  Earl,  interrupting  him,  "  I 
fear  your  lordship  is  somewhat  deceiving  yourself  as  to  your 
own  situation  and  his,  Wilton,  I  tell  you,  can  easily  find 
the  means  of  effecting  your  escape  from  this  prison,  and  can 
insure  your  safe  arrival  in  any  continental  port  you  may 
think  fit  to  name.  I  do  not  mean  to  say  that  I  must  not 
shut  my  eyes ;  but  for  his  sake  and  for  yours  I  am  very 
willing  to  do  so,  if  I  see  his  happiness  made  sure  thereby." 

The  Duke's  eyes  sparkled  with  joy  and  hope,  and  the  Earl 
went  on. 

"  Your  situation,  my  lord,  at  the  present  moment,  you  see, 
is  a  very  unfortunate  one,  or  such  a  step  would  in  no  degree 
be  advisable.  But  at  this  period,  when  the  passions  of  the 
people  and  the  indignation  of  the  King  are  both  excited  to 
the  highest  pitch ;  when  there  is,  as  I  may  call  it,  an  appetite 
for  blood  afloat ;  when  the  three  witnesses,  Sir  John  Fen- 
wick,  Smith,  and  Cook,  to  say  nothing  of  the  corroborative 
evidence  of  Goodman,  establish  beyond  doubt  that  you  were 
accessorily,  though  perhaps  not  actively,  guilty  of  high 
treason — at  this  period,  T  say,  there  can  be  little  doubt  that 
if  you  were  brought  to  trial — that  is,  in  the  course  of  next 
week,  as  I  have  heard  it  rumoured — the  result  would  be 
fatal,  such,  in  short,  as  we  should  all  deplore." 
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The  Duke  listened,  with  a  face  as  white  as  a  sheet,  but 
only  replied,  in  a  trenudous  tone,  "  But  the  escape,  my  lord  ! 
the  escape  !" 

"  Is  quite  possible  and  quite  sure,"  replied  the  Earl.  "  I 
must  shut  my  eyes,  as  1  have  said,  and  Wilton  must  act 
energetically ;  but  1  cannot  either  shut  my  eyes  or  suffer 
him  to  do  so,  except  upon  the  following  precise  condition, 
which  is  indeed  absolutely  necessary  to  success.  It  is,  that 
the  Lady  Laiu-a,  your  daughter,  be  his  wife  before  you  set 
your  foot  from  without  these  walls." 

"  But,  good  heavens,  my  lord !"  exclaimed  the  Duke — 
"  how  is  that  possible.^  I  believe  that  Laura  would  do  any- 
thing to  save  her  father's  life;  but  she  is  not  prepared  for 
such  a  thing.  Then  the  marriage  must  be  celebrated  with 
unbecoming  haste.  No,  my  lord,  oh  no !  This  is  quite  im- 
possible. I  am  very  willing  to  promise  that  I  will  give  my 
consent  to  their  marriage  afterwards  ;  but  for  their  marriage 
to  take  place  before  we  go  is  quite  impossible — especially 
while  I  am  a  prisoner  in  the  Tower  of  London — quite  im- 
possible !" 

"  I  am  sorry  your  grace  thinks  so,"  replied  the  Earl, 
drily ;  "  for  under  those  circumstances  I  fear  that  your 
escape  from  the  Tower  will  be  found  impossible  also." 

A  momentary  spirit  of  resistance  was  raised  in  the  Duke's 
breast  by  feelings  of  indignation,  and  he  tried  for  an  instant 
to  persuade  himself  that  his  case  might  not  be  so  desperate 
as  the  Earl  depicted  it ;  that  in  some  points  of  view  it  might 
be  better  to  remain  and  stand  his  trial,  and  that  the  King's 
mercy  would  very  likely  be  obtained  even  if  he  were  con- 
demned. But  that  spirit  died  away  in  a  moment,  and  the 
more  rapidly,  because  the  Earl  of  Byerdale  emj)loyed  not 
the  slightest  argument  to  induce  him  to  follow  the  plan  pro- 
posed. 

"  My  lord,  this  is  a  very  painful  case,"  he  said,  "  a  very 
painful  case,  indeed." 

"  It  is,  Duke,"  replied  the  Earl,  "  it  is  a  painful  case  ;  a 
choice  of  difficulties,  which  none  can  decide  but  yourself. 
Pray  do  not  let  anything  that  I  can  say  affect  you.  I  thought 
it  right,  as  an  old  friend,  to  lay  before  you  a  means  of  saving 
yourself;  and  no  one  can  judge  Avhether  that  means  be  too 
painful  to  you  to  be  adopted,  as  nobody  can  tell  at  what 
rate  you  value  life.  But  you  will  remend)er,  also,  that  for- 
feiture accompanies  the  sentence  of  death  in  matters  of  high 
treason,  and  that  Lady  Laura  will  therefore  be  left  in  a 
])ainful  situation." 

"  Nay,  my  lord,  nay,"  said  the  Duke,  "  if  it  must  come  to 
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that,  of  course  I  must  consent  to  any  terms,  rather  than 
sacrifice  everything.  But  I  did  not  think  Wilton  would 
have  proposed  such  conditions  to  me." 

"  Nor  does  he,  my  lord,''  replied  the  Earl :  "he  is  totally 
ignorant  of  the  whole  matter.  He  has  nevei*,  even,  that  I 
know  of,  contemplated  your  escape  as  possible.  One  word 
from  me,  however,  whispei'ed  in  his  ear,  wnll  open  his  eyes 
in  a  minute.  But,  my  lord,  it  must  be  upon  the  condition 
that  1  mention.  Wilton's  father-in-law  may  go  forth  from 
this  prison  before  twelve  to-morrow  night,  but  no  other  pri- 
soner within  it  shall,  or  indeed  can." 

"  Well,  my  lord,  well,"  replied  the  Duke,  somewhat  imjia- 
tiently,  "  I  will  throw  no  obstacle  in  the  way.  Laura  and 
Wilton  must  settle  it  between  them.  But  I  do  not  see  how 
the  matter  can  be  managed  here  in  a  pi'ison." 

"  Oh,  that  is  easily  arranged,"  replied  the  Earl — "  nothing 
can  be  more  easy.  There  is  a  chaplain  to  the  Tower,  you 
know.  The  place  has  its  ow'n  privileges  likewise,  and  all 
the  rest  shall  be  done  by  me.  Am  I  to  understand  your 
grace,  that  you  consider  yourself  pledged  upon  this  subject  ?" 

The  Duke  thought  for  a  moment,  and  the  images  of  the 
trial  by  his  peers,  the  block  and  the  axe,  came  up  before  his 
sight,  making  the  private  marriage  of  his  daughter  with 
Wilton,  and  the  escape  to  France  or  Flanders,  appear  bright 
in  the  comparison. 

"  Well,  my  lord,  well,"  he  said,  "  I  not  only  pledge  my- 
self, but  pledge  myself  willingly.  I  always  liked  Wilton,  I 
always  esteemed  him  highly  ;  and  I  suppose  he  would  have 
had  Laura  at  last,  if  he  did  not  have  her  now." 

"  I  congratulate  you  on  your  approaching  freedom,  Duke," 
said  the  Earl,  "  and  as  to  the  rest,  I  have  told  you  perfectly 
true,  in  saying  that  it  is  not  Wilton  who  makes  any  condi- 
tions with  you.  He  knows  nothing  of  the  matter,  and  is  as 
eager  to  set  you  at  liberty  without  any  terms  at  all,  as  you 
could  be  yourself  to  obtain  it.  You  had  better,  therefore, 
let  me  speak  with  him  on  the  subject  altogether.  Should  he 
come  here  before  he  sees  me,  only  tell  him  that  the  marriage 
is  to  take  place  to-morrow  evening,  that  it  is  all  settled  be- 
tween you  and  me,  and  that  as  to  the  means  of  setting  you 
fi-ee,  he  must  talk  with  me  upon  the  subject.  You  must  then 
furnish  him  with  your  consent  to  the  immediate  marriage 
under  your  own  hand.  After  that  is  done,  he  and  1  will 
arrange  all  the  rest." 

The  Duke  acquiesced  in  all  that  was  proposed  to  him, 
having  once  given  his  consent  to  the  only  step  which  was 
repugnant  to  him  to  take.    Nay  more,  that  point  being  over- 
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come,  and  his  mind  elevated  by  the  hope  of  escape,  he  even 
went  before  Lord  Byerdale  in  suggesting  arrangements 
which  would  facilitate  the  whole  business. 

"  I  will  tell  Laura  after  you  are  gone,  my  lord,"  he  said, 
"  and  her  consent  will  be  easily  obtained,  I  am  sure,  both 
because  I  know  she  would  do  anything  to  save  my  life,  and 
because  I  shrewdly  believe — indeed  she  has  not  scrupled  to 
admit — that  she  loves  this  young  man  already.  I  will 
manage  all  that  with  her,  and  then  I  will  leave  her  and 
Wilton,  and  Wilton  and  your  lordship,  to  make  all  the  rest 
of  the  arrangements." 

"  Do  so,  do  so,"  said  the  Earl,  rising,  "  and  I  will  not  fail, 
my  lord,  as  soon  as  you  are  safe,  to  use  every  influence  in 
my  power  for  the  piu'pose  of  obtaining  your  pardon,  which 
will  be  much  more  easily  gained  when  you  are  beyond  the 
power  of  the  English  law,  than  while  you  are  actually  within 
its  gripe." 

The  Earl  was  now  about  to  take  his  departure,  and  some 
more  ceremonious  words  passed  between  him  and  the  Duke, 
in  regard  to  their  leave-taking.  Just  as  the  Earl  had  reached 
the  door,  however,  a  sudden  apprehension  seemed  to  seize 
the  prisoner,  who  exclaimed,  "  Stay,  my  good  lord,  stay,  one 
moment  more  !  Of  course  your  lordship  is  upon  honour 
with  me,  as  I  am  with  you  ^  There  is  no  possibility,  no 
])robability,  of  my  escape  being  prevented  after  my  daughter's 
hand  is  given  ?" 

Nothing  more  mortified  the  Earl  of  Byerdale  than  to  find, 
that,  notwithstanding  all  his  skill,  there  was  still  a  something 
of  insincerity  penetrated  through  the  veil  he  cast  over  his 
conduct,  and  made  many  persons,  even  the  most  easily 
deceived,  doubtful  of  his  professions  and  advances. 

"  I  trust  your  gi*ace  does  not  suspect  me  of  treachery," 
he  said,  in  a  sharp  and  offended  tone. 

"  Not  in  the  least,  not  in  the  least,  my  lord,"  replied  the 
Duke  ;  "  but  I  understood  your  lordship  to  say,  that  my 
escape  by  the  means  proposed  would  be  rendered  quite  cer- 
tain, and   I  wish  to  ascertain  whether  I  had  not  mistaken 

you." 

"  Not  in  the  slightest  dcgi'ee,  my  lord  duke,"  replied  the 
Earl.  "  1  ]>ledge  you  my  honour,  that  under  the  proposed 
arrangements  you  shall  be  beyond  the  doors  of  this  prison, 
and  at  perfect  liberty,  before  the  dawn  of  day  on  Monday 
morning.  I  ])l('(lgc  myself  to  you  in  every  respect,  and  if  it 
be  not  so,  1  will  be  ready  to  take  your  place.  Does  this 
satisfy  you .?" 
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"  Quite,  quite,"  answered  the  Duke.  "  I  could  desire 
nothing  more."  And  the  Earl,  with  a  formal  bow,  opened 
the  door  and  left  him. 


CHAPTER  XLIL 

As  soon  as  the  Earl  of  Byerdale  was  gone,  the  Duke  called 
Laura  from  her  room,  and  told  her  what  had  been  proposed, 

"  Laura,"  he  said,  as  he  concluded,  "  you  do  not  answer 
me  :  but  I  took  upon  me  to  reply  at  once,  that  you  would  be 
well  pleased  to  lay  aside  pride  and  every  other  feeling  of  the 
kind,  to  save  your  father  from  this  torturing  suspense — to 
save  perhaps  his  life  itself." 

Laiu'a's  cheeks  had  not  regained  their  natural  colour  since 
the  first  words  respecting  such  a  sudden  marriage  were 
spoken  to  her.  That  her  father  had  consented  to  her  union 
with  Wilton  was  of  course  most  joyful ;  but  the  early  period 
fixed  for  such  an  im]:)ortant,  such  an  overwhelming  change  in 
her  condition,  was  startling ;  and  to  think  that  Wilton  could 
have  made  it  the  condition  of  his  usi^g  all  his  exertions  in 
her  father's  cause  would  have  been  painful — terrible,  if  she 
could  have  believed  it.  We  must  not,  indeed,  say,  that  even 
if  it  had  been  really  so,  she  would  have  hesitated  to  give  him 
her  hand,  not  only  for  her  father's  sake,  but  because  she 
loved  him,  because,  as  we  have  said  before,  she  already 
looked  upon  herself  as  plighted  to  him  beyond  all  recall. 
She  would  have  tried  to  fancy  that  he  had  good  motives 
which  she  did  not  know  ;  she  would  have  tried,  in  short,  to 
find  any  palliation  for  such  conduct ;  but  still  it  would  have 
been  very  painful  to  her  — still  it  might,  in  a  degree,  have 
shaken  her  confidence  in  high  and  upright  generosity  of  feel- 
ing, it  might  have  made  her  doubt  whether,  in  all  respects, 
she  had  found  a  heart  perfectly  responsive  to  her  own. 

"  My  dear  father,"  she  replied,  gazing  tenderly  upon  him, 
and  laying  her  two  hands  on  his,  with  a  faint  smile,  "  what  is 
there  that  I  would  not  do  for  such  objects  as  you  mention, 
were  it  ten  thousand  times  more  than  marrying  the  man  I 
love  best,  even  with  such  terrible  suddenness. — It  is  very 
sudden,  indeed,  I  must  say  ;  and  I  do  wonder  that  Wilton 
required  it." 

"  Why,  my  dear  Laura,"  replied  the  Duke,  "  it  was  not 
exactly  Wilton  himself.  It  was  Lord  Byerdale  took  it  all  on 
his  own  shoulders  :  but  of  course  Wilton  prompted  it ;  and  in 
such  circumstances  as  these  I  could  not  hesitate  to  consent." 
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Lady  Laura  looked  down  while  her  father  spoke  ;  and 
when  her  first  agitation  was  over,  she  could  not  but  think, 
that  perhaps,  considering  her  father's  character,  Wilton  was 
right ;  and  that  the  means  he  had  taken,  though  apparently 
ungenerous,  were  the  only  ones  to  secure  her  own  happiness 
and  his,  and  her  father's  safety  also.  The  next  instant, 
however,  as  she  recollected  a  thousand  different  traits  in  her 
lover's  conduct,  and  combined  those  recollections  with  what 
her  father  said  concerning  Lord  Byerdale,  she  became  con- 
vinced that  Wilton  had  not  made  such  conditions,  and  that 
rather  than  have  made  them  he  would  have  risked  every- 
thing, even  if  the  Duke  were  certain  to  deny  him  her  hand 
the  moment  after  his  liberation. 

"  I  do  not  think,  my  dear  father,"  she  replied,  as  this  con- 
viction came  strong  upon  her — "  I  do  not  think  that  Wilton 
did  prompt  the  Earl  of  Byerdale.  I  do  not  think  he  would 
make  such  conditions,  on  any  account." 

"  Well,  it  does  not  matter,  my  dear  Laura,"  replied  her 
father,  whose  mind  was  totally  taken  up  with  his  own  escape. 
"  It  comes  to  the  same  thing.  The  Earl  has  made  them,  if 
Wilton  has  not,  and  I  have  pledged  my  word  for  your  con- 
sent. But  hark,  Laura,  I  hear  Wilton's  step  in  the  outer 
room.  I  will  leave  you  two  together  to  make  all  yoiu- 
arrangements,  and  to  enter  into  every  explanation,"  and  he 
turned  hurriedly  towards  the  door  which  led  to  his  bedroom. 

Ere  he  reached  it,  however,  he  paused  for  a  moment,  with 
a  sudden  fear  coming  over  hiu)  that  Laura  might  by  some 
means  put  an  end  to  all  the  plans  on  which  he  founded  his 
hopes  of  liberty. 

"  Laura,"  he  said,  "  Laura— for  heaven's  sake  show  no 
repugnance,  my  dear  child.  Remember,  your  father's  safety 
depends  upon  it."  And  turning  away,  he  entered  his  bed- 
room just  as  Wilton  opened  the  opposite  door. 

Laura  ga/.ed  upon  her  lover,  as  he  came  in  ;  and  asked 
herself,  while  she  marked  that  noble  and  open  countenance, 
"  Is  it  possible  he  could  make  any  unworthy  condition  .^" 

Wilton  s  face  was  grave,  and  even  sad,  for  he  had  again 
applied  to  Vernon,  and  received  a  still  less  satisfactory  reply 
than  before;  but  he  was  glad  to  find  Laura  alone,  for  this  was 
the  first  time  that  he  had  obtained  any  opportunity  of  seeing 
her  in  private,  since  she  had  been  permitted  to  join  her  father 
in  the  Tower.  His  greeting,  then,  was  as  tender  and  as 
aficctionate  as  the  circumstances  in  which  they  stood  towards 
each  other  might  warrant ;  but  he  did  not  forget,  even  then, 
that  subject  which  he  knew  was  of  the  deepest  interest  to  her 
— her  father's  situation. 
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"  Oh,  dearest  Laura,"  he  said,  "  I  have  longed  to  speak 
with  you  for  a  few  minutes  alone,  and  yet,  now  that  I  have 
the  opportunity,  I  have  nothing  but  sad  subjects  to  entertain 
you  with." 

His  words  confirmed  Laura's  confidence  in  his  generosity. 
She  saw  clearly  that  he  knew  not  what  had  been  proposed  by 
the  Earl;  the  very  conviction  gave  her  joy,  and  she  replied, 
looking  up  playfully  and  affectionacely  in  his  face, — 

"  I  thought,  Wilton,  that  you  had  come  to  measure  my 
finger  for  the  ring,"  and  she  held  out  her  small  fair  hand  to- 
wards him. 

"  Oh,  would  to  Heaven,  dear  Laura,"  he  answered,  pressing 
the  hand  that  she  had  given  to  his  lips — "  Avould  to  Heaven, 
that  we  had  arrived  at  that  point ! — But,  Laura,  you  are 
smiling  still.  You  have  heard  some  good  news :  your  father 
is  pardoned  :  is  it  not  so  .f"" 

"  No,  Wilton,  no,"  she  said,  "  not  quite  such  good  news  as 
that.  But  still  the  news  1  have  heard  is  good  news  ;  but  it  is 
odd  enough,  Wilton,  that  I  should  have  to  tell  it  to  you ;  and 
yet  I  am  glad  that  it  is  so." 

She  then  detailed  to  him  all  that  had  occurred,  as  far  as 
she  had  learned  it  from  her  father.  Wilton  listened  with  sur- 
prise and  astonishment ;  but,  though  at  the  joyful  tidings  of 
the  Duke's  consent,  and  at  the  prospect  of  her  so  soon  be- 
coming his  irrevocably,  he  could  not  restrain  liis  joy,  but 
clasped  her  in  rapture  to  his  heart,  yet  there  was  a  feeling  of 
indignation,  ay,  and  of  doubt  and  suspicion  also,  in  regard  to 
Lord  Byerdale's  conduct,  and  his  purposes,  which  mingled 
strangely  with  his  satisfaction. 

"  Although,  dear  Laura,"  he  said,  "although  this  is  a  blessed 
hope  for  oiu'selves,  and  also  a  blessed  hope  for  your  father,  I 
cannot  help  saying  that  Lord  Byerdale  has  acted  very 
strangely  in  this  business,  and  very  ill.  It  may  be  out  of 
regard  for  me  ;  but  it  is  a  soi*t  of  regard  I  do  not  understand ; 
and,  were  it  not  that  I  am  sure  my  dear  Laura  has  never  for  a 
moment  doubted  me,  I  should  say  that  he  in  some  degree 
compromised  my  honour,  by  making  that  consent  a  condi- 
tion of  your  father's  safety,  which  should  only  be  granted  to 
affection  and  esteem." 

Laura  coloured  slightly,  to  think  that  she  had  even  doubted 
for  an  instant :  but  Wilton  went  on,  relaxing  the  graver  look 
that  had  come  over  his  countenance,  and  saying,  "  We  must 
not,  however,  my  dear  Laura,  refuse  to  take  the  ha]ipiness 
that  is  offered  to  us,  unless,  indeed,  you  should  think  it  very, 
very  terrible  to  give  me  this  dear  hand  so  soon  ;  and  even  then 
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1  think  mv  Laura  would  overcome  such  feelings,  when  they 
are  to  benefit  her  father." 

"  I  do  not  feel  it  so  terrible,  Wilton,"  replied  Lady 
Laura,  "  as  I  did  ten  minutes  ago.  If  I  thought  that 
you  had  made  the  condition,  it  would  seem  so  much  more  as 
if  you  were  a  stranger  to  me,  that  it  might  be  terrible.  But 
when  I  hear  you  speak  as  you  do  now,  Wilton,  I  feel  that  I 
could  trust  myself  with  you  anywhere,  that  I  could  go  away 
with  you  at  any  moment,  perfectly  secure  of  my  future  hap- 
piness ;  and  so  I  reply,  Wilton,  that  I  am  not  only  willing, 
but  very  willing." 

"  We  must  lose  no  time,  then,  dear  Laura,"  replied  Wilton, 
"  in  making  all  our  arrangements.  I  must  now,  indeed,  have 
the  measure  of  that  small  finger,  and  I  must  speed  away 
to  Lord  Byerdale  with  all  haste,  in  order  to  learn  the  means 
that  are  to  be  employed  for  your  father's  escape.  I  must 
inquire  a  little,  too,  into  his  motives,  Laura,  and  add  some 
reproaches  for  his  having  so  compromised  me." 

"  For  Heaven's  sake,  do  not — ^tbr  Heaven's  sake,  do  not!" 
cried  Laura.  "  My  father  would  never  forgive  me,  if,  in  con- 
sequence of  anything  I  had  said,  you  and  Lord  Byerdale 
were  to  have  any  dispute  upon  the  matter,  and  the  business 
were  to  fail." 

"  Oh,  fear  not,  fear  not,  Laura,"  replied  Wilton,  smiling  at 
her  eagerness :  "  there  is  no  fear  of  any  dispute." 

"  Nay,  but  promise  me,"  she  said — "  promise  me,  W^ilton." 

"  I  do  promise  you,  dear  Laura,"  he  replied,  "  that  nothing 
on  earth  which  depends  upon  me,  for  your  father's  liberation 
or  escape,  shall  be  wanting,  and  1  promise  you  more,  my 
beloved  Laura,  tliat  I  will  not  quarrel  with  the  means,  because 
my  Laura's  hand  is  to  be  mine  at  once." 

"  Well,  Wilton,"  continued  Laura,  still  fearful  that  some- 
thing might  make  the  scheme  go  wrong,  "  I  trust  to  you,  and 
only  beg  you  to  remember,  that  if  this  does  not  succeed,  my 
father  will  never  forgive  either  you  or  me." 

Some  farther  conversation  upon  these  subjects  ensued,  and 
all  the  arrangements  of  Laura  and  Wilton  were  made  as  far 
as  it  was  possible.  There  were  feelings  in  the  mind  of 
Wilton — that  doubt  of  idtimate  success,  in  fact,  which  we 
all  feel  when  a  prospect  of  bright  and  extraordinary  happi- 
ness is  suddenly  presented  to  us,  after  many  struggles  with 
difficulties  and  dangers — which  led  him  to  linger  and  enjoy 
the  present  hour.  But  after  a  time,  as  he  heai'd  the  clock 
cliime  two,  and  knew  tliat  every  moment  was  now  of  import- 
ance, lie  hastened  away  to  seek  the  I'^arl  of  Byerdale,  and 
hear  farther  what  was  to  be  done  for  the  escape  of  the  Duke. 
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The  Earl  was  not  at  home,  however,  nor  at  his  office,  and 
Wilton  occupied  himself  for  another  liour  in  various  prepa- 
rations for  the  events  that  were  likely  to  ensue.  At  the  end  of 
that  time  he  returned  to  the  Earl  of  Byerdale's  house,  and 
was  immediately  admitted. 

"  Well,  Wilton  !"  exclaimed  the  Earl,  as  soon  as  he  saw 
him,  with  a  cheerful  smile,  in  which  there  was,  nevertheless, 
something  sarcastic — "  have  I  not  done  well  for  you  ?  I 
think  this  proud  Duke's  stomach  is  brought  down  suf- 
ficiently." 

"  I  am  only  gi'ieved,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton,  "  that 
either  the  Duke  or  Lady  Laura  should  have  cause  to  think 
that  I  made  it  a  condition  she  should  give  me  her  hand  be- 
fore I  aided  in  her  father's  escape.  There  seemed  to  me 
something  degrading  in  such  a  course." 

The  Earl's  brow,  for  a  moment,  gi'ew  as  dark  as  a  thunder- 
cloud, but  it  passed  away  in  a  sneer,  and  he  contented  him- 
self with  saying,  "  Are  you  so  proud,  also,  my  young  sir } — 
It  matters  not,  however.  What  did  the  Duke  say  to  you  ? 
He  showed  no  reluctance,  1  trust.  We  will  bring  his  pride 
down  farther,  if  he  did." 

"  I  did  not  see  the  Duke,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton,  a 
good  deal  mortified  at  the  tone  the  Earl  assumed — "  I  only 
saw  Lady  Laura." 

"  And  what  said  she  ?"  demanded  the  Earl.  "  Is  she  as 
proud  as  her  father  ?" 

"  She  showed  no  repugnance,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton, 
"  to  do  what  was  necessary  for  her  father's  safety ;  and 
when  she  saw  how  much  pained  I  was  it  should  be  thought 
that  I  would  make  such  a  condition  with  her,  she  only  seemed 
apprehensive  that  such  feelings  might  lead  to  any  derange- 
ment of  your  lordship's  plan." 

"  What .?"  said  the  Earl.  "  You  were  very  indignant,  in- 
deed, I  suppose,  and  abused  me  heartily  for  doing  the  very 
thing  that  is  to  secure  you  happiness,  rank,  station,  and  in- 
dependence. But  she  conquered,  no  doubt.  You  promised 
to  concur  in  my  terrible  scheme  ?     Is  it  not  so,  Wilton  .?" 

"  Yes,  my  lord,  I  did,"  replied  Wilton. 

"  Upon  my  word,  you  are  a  pretty  gentleman,  to  make 
ladies  sue  you  thus,"  continued  the  Earl,  in  a  jeering  tone. 
"  I  dare  say  she  made  you  vow  all  sorts  of  things  ?" 

"  I  pledged  myself  solemnly,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton, 
"  to  do  all  that  depended  ujjon  me  to  forward  your  lordship's 
plan  for  the  Duke  s  escape,  and  she  knows  me  too  well  to 
entertain  a  doubt  of  my  keeping  that  promise  to  the  letter." 

"  Not  my  plan,  not  my  plan,  Wilton,"  said  the  Earl,  in  a 

BB  -2 


372  THE   king's   highway. 

more  pleasant  tone.  "  It  must  be  your  plan,  my  young 
friend ;  for  I  might  put  my  head  in  danger,  remember.  It  is 
a  different  thing  with  you,  who  are  not  yet  sworn  of  the 
privy  council.  I  will  take  care,  also,  that  no  harm  shall 
happen  to  you.  The  Duke  was  talking  of  some  valet  that 
he  has,  whom  he  wishes  to  send  out  of  the  prison  to-morrow 
night.  Now,  what  I  propose,  in  order  to  facilitate  all  your 
arrangements  with  regard  to  Lady  Laura,  is  to  give  you  an 
order  upon  the  governor  of  the  Tower  to  suffer  you  and 
Lady  Laura,  and  one  man-servant  and  one  maid,  to  pass 
out  any  time  to-moiTow  before  twelve  o'clock  at  night.  I 
write  a  little  note  to  the  Governor  at  the  same  time,  telling 
him  that,  with  the  consent  of  all  parties,  you  and  Lady 
Laura  are  to  be  married  privately  in  the  Tower,  to-morrow 
evening,  by  the  chaplain,  and  I  have  provided  you  with  all 
the  necessary  authorizations  for  the  chaplain.  You  will  find 
them  there  in  that  paper. — My  note  will  not  at  all  surprise 
the  Governor,  because  it  has  been  the  common  talk  of  the 
town  for  the  last  two  months  that  you  were  going  to  be 
married  to  Lady  Laura,  and  most  likely  the  good  Governor 
has  not  heard  of  the  Duke's  whims  at  Somersbury.  The 
note  will  therefore  only  serve  as  a  reason  for  your  wishing  to 
go  out  late  at  night,  which  is  contrary  to  rules,  you  know. 
The  Governor  will  give  orders  about  it  to  his  subordinates, 
as  he  is  going  down  to  spend  a  day  or  two  at  HamptonCourt, 
and  testify  his  duty  to  the  King.  If,  therefore,  you  go  away 
with  your  attendants  towards  midnight,  you  will  find  nobody 
up  who  knows  the  Duke,  and  a  livery  jacket  and  badge  may 
cover  whomsoever  you  like.  A  carriage  can  be  waiting  for 
you  on  Tower  Hill,  and  a  small  brig  called  the  Skimmer  is 
lying  with  papers  sealed  and  everything  prepared  a  little 
below  Greenwich  — Now,  Wilton,"  he  added,  "  if  tliis  does 
not  succeed  in  your  hands,  it  is  your  fault.  Do  you  agree 
to  every  part  of  this  as  I  have  laid  it  before  you  ?" 

"  Most  assuredly,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton,  with  eager 
gladness  ;  "  and  I  can  easily  show  Laura  now,  that  there  is 
a  sufficient  motive  for  our  marriage  taking  place  so  rapidly 
and  so  secretl3\" 

"  I  did  not  think  of  that,"  said  the  Earl,  much  to  Wilton's 
surprise.  "  However,  I  shall  leave  to  you  entirely  the  execu- 
tion of  this  scheme,  Wilton.  You  understand  that  my  name  is 
never  to  be  mentioned,  however,  and  I  take  it  as  a  matter  of 
honour,  that  whatever  be  the  result,  you  say  not  one  word 
whatsoever  to  inculpate  me." 

"  None,  my  lord  —  none,  upon  my  honour ! "  replied 
Wilton. 
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"  Is  there  anything  else  I  can  do  for  you,  Wilton  ?"  de- 
manded the  Earl.  "  If  not,  just  be  good  enough  to  copy 
out  that  letter  for  me  against  my  return,  for  the  carriage  is  at 
the  door,  and  I  must  go  in  haste  to  Kensington,  to  see  the 
King  depart  for  Hampton  Court.  The  papers  are  all  there 
in  that  packet  I  have  given  you — the  order,  the  note,  the 
special  licence,  and  everything.     Is  there  anything  more  ?" 

"  Nothing,  my  lord.  I  thank  you  most  sincerely,"  replied 
Wilton,  sitting  down  to  copy  the  letter,  while  the  Earl  took 
up  his  hat  and  cane,  and  walked  a  step  or  two  towards  the 
door.  The  Earl  paused,  however,  before  he  reached  it,  and 
then  turned  again  towards  Wilton,  gazing  upon  him  with  a 
cold,  unpleasant  sort  of  smile. 

"  By  the  way,  Wilton,"  he  said,  "  I  promised  to  tell  you 
part  of  your  own  history,  but  did  not  intend  to  do  it  for 
some  little  time.  As  we  are  likely  however  to  be  separated  for 
a  month  or  two  by  this  marriage  trip  of  yours,  there  is  one 
thing  that  I  may  as  well  tell  you.  But  you  must,  in  the  first 
place,  promise  me,  upon  your  honour  as  a  gentleman,  and 
by  all  you  hold  most  sacred,  not  to  reveal  one  word  thereof 
to  any  one,  till  the  safety  of  the  Duke  is  quite  secured — do 
you  promise  me  in  that  solemn  manner  ?" 

"  I  do,  indeed,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilton,  "  and  feel  most 
sincerely  gratefid  to  your  lordship  for  relieving  my  mind  on 
the  subject  at  once." 

"Well,  then,  Wilton,"  continued  the  Earl,  "you  may 
recollect  I  said  to  the  Duke  that  there  was  as  ancient  and 
good  blood  in  your  veins  as  in  his  own  or  in  mine.  Now, 
Wilton,  my  uncle,  the  last  Earl  of  Byerdale,  had  two  other 
nephews  besides  myself,  and  you  are  the  son  of  one  of  them, 
who,  espousing  the  cause  of  the  late  King  James,  was  killed 
at  the  battle  of  the  Boyne,  and  all  he  had  confiscated.  Little 
enough  it  was.  You  are  his  son,  I  say,  Wilton.  Do  you 
hear  ? — His  natural  son,  by  a  very  pretty  lady  called  Miss 
Harriet  Oswald  ! — But  upon  my  honour  I  must  go,  or  I  shall 
miss  the  King." 

And  turning  round  with  an  air  of  perfect  coolness  and 
composure,  the  Earl  quitted  the  room,  leaving  Wilton  thun- 
derstruck and  overwhelmed  with  grief. 
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CHAP.  XLIII. 

The  wbolc  of  the  Earl's  dark  scheme  was  cleared  up  to 
Wilton's  eyes  in  a  moment ;  and  the  secret  of  his  own  fate 
was  only  given  to  him  in  conjunction  with  an  insight  into 
that  black  and  base  transaction,  of  which  he  had  been  made 
an  unwitting  tool. 

Horrible,  most  horrible  to  himself  was  the  disappointment 
of  all  his  hopes.  The  bright  dreams  that  he  had  entertained, 
the  visions  of  gay  things  which  he  had  suffered  the  enchanter 
Imagination  to  call  forth  from  the  former  obscurity  of  his  fate, 
were  all  dispelled  by  the  words  that  he  had  just  heard  spoken ; 
and  everything  dark,  and  painful  and  agonising,  was  spread 
out  around  him  in  its  stead.  He  was  as  one  who,  having 
fallen  asleep  in  a  desert,  has  dreamt  sweet  dreams,  and  then 
suddenly  wakes  with  the  rising  sun,  to  fnid  nothing  but  arid 
desolation  around  him. 

Thus,  painful  indeed  would  have  been  his  feelings  if  he 
had  only  had  to  contemplate   his  situation  in   reference  to 
himself  alone  ;  but  when  he  recollected  how  his  position 
bore  upon  the  Duke  and  Laura,  the  thought  thereof  almost 
drove  him  mad.     The  deceit  which  had  been  practised  upon 
him  had  taught  him  to  entertain  hopes,  and  to  pursue  ob- 
jects which  he  never  would  have  dreamed  of,  had  it  not  been 
for  tliat  deceit.     It  had  made  him  throw  open  his  heart  to 
the  strongest  of  all  affections,  it  had  made  him  give  himself 
up   entirely  to   ardent  and  passionate  love,  from  which  he 
would  have  fled  as  from  his  bane,  had  he  known  what  was 
now  told  to  him.     He  had  been  made  also  the  instrument  of 
basely  deceiving  others.     He   knew   that  the   Duke  would 
never  have  heard  of  such  a  thing  as  his  marriage  with  Lady 
Laura ;  he  knew  that  in  all  probability  he  would  never  have 
admitted    him    into    any    extraordinary    intimacy   Avith   his 
family,  if  he  had  not  firmly  believed  that  he  was  anything 
but  that  which  he  was  now  proved  to  be.     He  did  not  know, 
but  he  doubted  much  whether  Ijaura,  knowing  her  father's 
feelings  ujion  such  a  subject,  would  ever  have  thought  of  him 
otherwise  than  as  an  ordinary  acquaintance.     He  knew  not, 
he  could  not  tell,  whether  she  herself  might  not  upon  that 
subject  entertain  the    same  feelings  as  the  Duke.     But  what 
would  be  their  sensations,  what   their  astonishment,  what 
their  indignation,  Avhen  they  found  that  they  had   been   so 
basely  deceived,  when   they  found   that  he  had  been  appa- 
rently  a  sluirer   in   such  deceit !     Would  they  ever  believe 


THE   king's   highway.  375 

that  he  had  acted  unwittingly,  when  the  whole  transaction 
was  evidently  to  the  advantage  of  none  but  himself;  when  he 
was  to  reap  the  whole  of  the  solid  benefit,  and  the  Earl  of 
Byerdale  had  only  to  indulge  a  revengeful  caprice  ?  Would 
anybody  believe  it?  he  asked  himself:  and,  clasping  his 
hands  together,  he  stood  overpowered  by  the  feeling  of  hav- 
ing lost  all  hope  in  his  own  fate,  of  having  lost  her  he  loved 
for  ever,  and,  perhaps,  of  having  lost  also  her  love  and 
esteem,  and  the  honourable  name  which  he  had  hitherto 
borne. 

For  a  few  minutes  he  thus  remained,  as  it  were,  utterly 
confounded,  with  no  thought  but  the  mere  consciousness  of 
so  many  evils,  and  with  the  cold  sneering  tone  of  the  Earl 
of  Byerdale  still  ringing  in  his  ears,  announcing  to  him 
plainly,  that  the  treacherous  statesman  enjoyed  the  wound 
which  he  had  inflicted  upon  him,  almost  as  much  as  the 
humiliation  to  which  he  had  doomed  the  Duke. 

Wilton's  mind,  however,  as  we  have  endeavoui'ed  to  show 
throughout  this  book,  was  not  of  a  character  to  succumb 
under  a  sense  of  any  evils  that  affected  him.  All  the  painhd 
feelings  that  assailed  him  might,  it  is  true,  remain  indelibly 
impressed  upon  his  mind  for  long  years.  It  was  not  that 
the  effect  wore  out,  it  was  only  that  the  mind  gained  strength, 
and  bore  the  burden  that  was  cast  upon  it ;  and  thus,  in  the 
present  instance,  he  shook  off,  in  a  very  short  space  of  time, 
the  thought  of  his  soitows  themselves,  to  consider  more 
clearly  how  he  should  act  under  them. 

But  new  difficulties  presented  themselves  with  this  con- 
sideration. He  had  solemnly  pledged  himself  not  to  reveal 
what  the  Earl  had  told  him  till  the  Duke  was  placed  in 
safety.  He  had  pledged  himself  to  Laura  to  throw  no 
obstacle  whatever  in  the  way  of  her  father's  escape  by  the 
means  which  the  Earl  had  proposed.  Neither  was  there  a 
way  of  evading  any  part  of  the  plan  as  the  Earl  had  arranged 
it.  Otherwise  he  would  undoubtedly  have  attempted  to 
postpone  the  marriage  till  after  the  Duke  was  free,  and 
then,  having  placed  his  own  honour  beyond  all  question,  to 
tell  Laura  and  her  father  the  whole  truth.  But  as  the  Earl 
had  taken  care  to  inform  the  governor  of  the  Tower  that  he 
was  to  go  out  with  Lady  Laura  and  the  attendants  after  his 
private  marriage  to  her,  there  could  be  no  pretence  for  his 
staying  in  the  Tower  after  the  usual  hour,  and  making  use 
of  the  Earl's  order,  if  the  maniage  did  not  take  place. 

He  saw  that  the  wily  politician  had  entangled  him  on  all 
sides.  He  saw  that  he  had  left  him  scarcely  a  possibility 
of  escape.     He  had  either  to  commit  an  action  which  he  felt 
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■would  be  dishonourable  in  the  highest  degree  towards  Laura, 
or  to  break  the  solemn  pledge  that  he  had  made,  and  at  the 
same  time  leave  himself  still  under  the  imputation  of  dis- 
honour ;  for  he  had  nothing  else  to  propose  to  Laura  or  her 
father  but  her  instant  marriage  with  himself,  notwithstand- 
ing the  circumstances  of  his  birth,  or  the  imminent  risk  of 
her  father's  total  ruin. 

"  She  may  think,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  and  the  Duke  cer- 
tainly will  think,  that  I  have  never  told  this  fact  till  the  very 
last  moment,  when  I  have  so  entangled  her  that  there  was 
no  receding.  Thus  I  shall  violate  my  word  to  the  Earl, 
which  his  baseness,  perhaps,  would  justify  me  in  doing,  but 
shall  yet  derive  scarcely  any  benefit  either  to  the  Duke,  or 
Laura,  or  myself." 

It  was  all  agony,  and  clasping  his  hands  together  once 
more,  he  remained  gazing  upon  the  ground  in  absolute 
despair.  Which  way,  he  asked  himself,  could  he  turn  for 
help  or  advice.''  His  mind  rested  for  a  moment  on  Lord 
Sunbury.  There  were  many  strong  reasons  to  believe  that 
he  was  in  London,  but  incognito ;  but  as  Wilton  thus 
thought,  he  recollected  his  pledge  not  to  mention  either  the 
plans  the  Earl  had  laid  out,  or  the  facts  concerning  his  own 
biith  which  had  been  told  him.  And  again  he  was  at  sea, 
but  the  next  moment  came  the  thought  of  Lord  Sherbrooke 
and  his  strange  acquaintance  Green :  he  recollected  that  on 
that  very  night  he  was  to  meet  the  Colonel ;  he  recollected 
that  the  very  object  of  that  meeting  was  to  be  the  Duke  ;  he 
remembered  that  Green's  words  had  been,  "  to  apply  to  him 
in  any  difficulty,  for  that  he  had  more  power  to  do  him  a 
service  than  ever;"  he  recollected  that  the  very  person  he  was 
to  see  possessed  some  knowledge  of  his  own  history;  and 
hope,  out  of  these  materials,  however  incoherent,  strange, 
and  unpromising  they  might  be,  contrived  to  elicit  at  least 
one  ray  of  light. 

"  I  will  meet  him,"  he  thought ;  "  I  will  meet  him,  and  will 
do  the  best  that  I  can  when  I  do  see  him.  I  must  not  allude 
to  what  I  have  heard ;  but  he  may  have  power  that  I  do  not 
know  of,  he  may  even  aid  me  in  some  other  plan  for  the 
Duke's  escape.     I  will  set  out  as  soon  as  it  is  dusk." 

As  he  thus  thought,  he  tui'ned  towards  the  door,  nearly 
forgetting  the  letter  which  the  Earl  had  given  him  to  copy ; 
but  his  eye  chanced  to  fall  upon  it  as  he  passed,  and  saying 
aloud,  "  This  man  shall  not  see  how  he  has  shaken  me,"  he 
sat  down,  and  copied  it  clearly  and  accurately.  He  then 
leit  ilie  house,  went  home,  ordered  his  horse,  and  made  pre- 
parations for  his  journey.     The  sun  was  just  touching  the 
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horizon  as  he  put  his  foot  in  the  stirrup,  and  he  rode  forward 
at  a  quick  pace  on  the  road  towards  Somersbury. 

It  was  a  beautiful  clear  evening,  and  many  people  were 
abroad ;  but  for  the  first  six  miles  he  saw  nobody  but 
strangers,  all  hurrying  to  their  several  destinations  for  the 
night,  travellers  wending  their  way  into  the  great  metropolis, 
and  carts  carrying  to  its  devouring  maw  the  food  for  the  next 
day.  Between  the  sixth  and  seventh  milestone,  however, 
where  the  moon  was  just  seen  raising  her  yellow  horn  beside 
the  village  sph'e,  he  beheld  a  man  mounted  upon  a  powerful 
horse,  riding  towards  him,  who  by  his  military  aspect,  broad 
shoulders,  powerful  frame,  and  erect  seat  upon  his  horse,  he 
recognised,  while  still  at  some  distance,  as  Green. 

"  Ah  Wilton,  my  boy,"  cried  the  Colonel,  as  he  rode  up, 
"  I  am  glad  to  see  you. — You  are  not  behind  your  time,  but 
there  is  an  impatience  upon  me  now  that  made  me  set  off 
early.  I  am  glad  I  did,  for  I  have  not  been  on  my  horse's 
back  for  a  fortnight ;  and  there  is  something  in  poor  Bar- 
bary's  motion  that  gives  me  back  a  part  of  my  former  light- 
ness of  heart." 

"  I  wish  to  Heaven  that  you  could  get  it  all  back,"  replied 
Wilton.  "  But  I  fear  when  it  is  lost  it  is  not  to  be  regained 
—  I  feel  that  it  is  so,  but  too  bitterly,  at  this  moment." 

"What  you!"  exclaimed  the  Colonel. — "What  is  the 
matter,  Wilton  ?  W^hat  have  you  done  ?  for  a  man  never 
loses  his  lightness  of  heart  for  ever,  but  by  his  own  act  ? " 

"  I  think,"  said  Wilton,  "  from  what  I  have  heard  you  say, 
that  you  can  feel  for  my  situation,  when  1  tell  you,  that,  by 
the  entanglements  of  one  I  do  not  scniple  to  call  a  most  ac- 
cursed villain,  I  can  neither  go  on  with  honour  in  the  course 
that  is  before  me,  nor  retreat  without  dishonour ;  and  even 
if  I  could  do  either,  there  would  still  be  absolute  and  per- 
petual misery  for  me  in  life." 

"  Who  is  the  villain  ? "  demanded  Green,  abruptly. 

''  The  Earl  of  Byerdale,"  replied  Wilton. 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha ! "  shouted  Green  aloud.  "  He  is  a  cursed 
villain ;  he  always  was,  and  ever  will  be.  But  we  will 
frustrate  the  Earl  of  Byerdale,  Wilton.  I  tell  you,  that,  with 
ray  right  hand  on  his  collar,  the  Earl  of  Byerdale  is  no  more 
than  a  lackey." 

"  But  you  cannot  frustrate  him,"  replied  W^ilton,  "  so  as 
to  relieve  me,  unless  you  can  find  means  to  set  the  Duke  of 
Gaveston  at  liberty ;  and  even  then — but  it  matters  not.  I 
can  bear  unhappiness,  but  not  dishonour." 

"  Set  the  Duke  at  liberty ! "  said  Green,  thoughtfully.  "  He 
ought  to  have  been  at  liberty  already.     He  has  committed 
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no  crime,  but  only  folly.  He  has  been  stupid,  not  wicked ; 
and  besides,  I  had  heard — but  that  may  be  a  mistake.  Let 
us  ride  on,  AYilton,"  he  continued,  turning  his  horse  ;  "  and 
as  we  go,  tell  me  all  that  has  happened." 

"  Alas ! "  replied  Wilton,  riding  on  beside  him,  "  that  is 
of  all  things  what  I  cannot  and  must  not  do.  If  I  could 
speak,  if  I  could  open  my  mouth  to  any  one  on  the  subject, 
one  half  of  my  difficulties,  one  half  of  my  grief,  would  be  re- 
lieved at  once.  But  that  I  am  pledged  and  bound  not  to  do, 
in  a  manner  which  leaves  me  no  relief,  which  affords  me  no 
means  of  escape." 

"  Well,  then,  Wilton,"  said  his  companion,  "  I  know  there 
are  situations  in  which,  to  aid  a  friend  at  all,  we  must  aid 
him  upon  his  own  showing,  and  without  inquiry.  We  must 
do  what  he  asks  us  to  do  without  explanation,  or  sacrifice 
his  service  to  our  pride.  Such  shall  not  be  the  case  with 
me.  I  will  do  what  I  can  to  serve  you,  even  to  the  last, 
altogether  without  explanation.  Let  me  ask  you,  however, 
one  or  two  questions." 

"  1  will  answer  them,  if  I  can,"  replied  Wilton.  "  But  re- 
member always,  there  is  much  that  1  am  pledged  not  to  re- 
veal at  present." 

"  They  will  be  very  easily  answered,  my  boy,"  replied 
Green.    "  Have  you  seen  the  Earl  of  Sunbury  ?" 

"  I  have  not,"  replied  Wilton,  "  though  I  believe  he  is  in 
England.  To  him  I  should  have  applied,  certainly,  if  I  had 
been  able  to  explain  to  him,  in  any  degree,  my  situation." 

"  He  is  in  England,"  replied  Green :  "  I  savr  him  two  days 
ago ;  but  I  leave  him  to  smart  for  a  time  under  the  conse- 
quences of  an  im]n-udence  he  has  committed.  In  the  next 
place,  I  have  but  the  one  general  question  to  put, — What  can 
I  do  for  you .''" 

"  I  know  not,  indeed,"  replied  Wilton,  "  though  I  sought 
you  with  a  vague  hope,  that  you  might  be  able  to  do  some- 
thing. But  the  only  thing  that  could  in  any  degree  relieve 
me  would  be,  either  to  effect  the  escape  of  the  Duke  from 
the  Tower " 

"  That  is  impossible  !"  said  Green,  "  utterly  impossible  ! 
What  was  the  alternative  V 

"  To  obtain  from  the  King  a  warrant  for  his  liberation," 
said  Wilton,  in  a  despairing  tone,  "  which  is  impossible  also ; 
for  how  can  I  expect  you  to  do  what  neither  Vernon  nor  the 
Duke  of  Shrewsbury  has  been  able  to  accomplish.''  The 
King's  only  answer  to  all  applications  is,  that  he  has  spoken 
to  the  Earl  of  liyerdale  ;  and  in  the  Earl  of  Byerdale  we 
have  no  hope.     So  that  is  out  of  the  question." 
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"  Not  so  much  as  you  imagine,  Wilton,  replied  Green.  "  I 
will  do  it  if  it  is  to  be  done,  though  I  would  fain  have 
avoided  the  act  which  I  must  now  perform.  Come  to  me  on 
Monday,  Wilton,  here  upon  this  road  where  we  now  ride,  and 
I  think  1  will  ])ut  the  order  in  your  hand." 

"  Alas  !"  repHed  Wilton,  "  Monday  will  not  do.  The  libe- 
ration must  be  for  to-morrow  night  to  answer  the  intended 
purpose.  I  have  lately  thought  to  do  the  bold,  and  perhaps 
the  rash,  act  of  going  to  the  King  myself — telling  him  all  I 
know — and  beseeching  him  to  set  the  Duke  at  liberty.  He 
even  told  me  once,  that  I  had  done  him  good  service,  and 
that  he  would  favour  me.  But,  alas  !  kings  forget  such  words 
as  soon  as  spoken." 

"  He  has  a  long  memory,  this  William,"  replied  Green  ; 
"but  you  shall  go  with  me,  Wilton.  If  it  must  be  to- 
morrow, to-moiTow  it  shall  be.  Meet  me  then  at  twelve 
o'clock  exactly,  at  the  little  inn  by  the  water,  called  the 
Swan,  near  Kingston  Bridge.  I  will  be  there  waiting  for 
you.  It  is  a  likely  hour  to  find  the  King  after  he  comes 
from  chapel ;  but  I  will  apply  beforehand  both  in  your  name 
and  in  mine  ;  for  I  heard  some  time  ago,  from  Harry  Sher- 
brooke,  that  you  had  won  such  praises  from  William  as  he 
seldom  bestows  on  any  one." 

"  At  twelve  to-morrow  !"  said  Wilton,  thoughtfully.  "  I 
was  to  have  been  at  the  Tower  at  twelve  to-morrow.  But  it 
matters  not.  That  engagement  I  at  least  may  break  without 
losing  my  honour,  or  wounding  her  heart.  But  tell  me,  tell 
me,  Green,  is  there  any  hope,  is  there  any  chance  of  our 
being  successful  r" 

"  There  is  great  hope,  there  is  great  chance,"  replied 
Green.  "  I  will  not,  indeed,  say  that  it  is  by  any  means 
sure  ;  for  what  is  there  we  can  rely  upon  on  earth  ?  Have  I 
not  seen  everything  break  down  beneath  me  like  mere  reeds, 
and  shall  I  now  put  my  faith  in  any  man }  But  still,  Wilton, 
I  will  ask  this  thing.  I  will  see  William  of  Orange — I  will 
call  him  King  at  once — for  King  he  is  in  fact ;  and  far  more 
kingly  in  his  courage  and  his  natm'e  than  the  weak  man  who 
never  will  wear  the  crown  of  these  realms  again.  We  will 
both  urge  our  petition  to  the  throne ;  and  even  if  he  have 
forgotten  the  last  words  that  he  said  to  me,  those  which  you 
have  to  speak  perhaps  may  prove  sufficient.  He  is  not  a 
cruel  or  a  bloody-minded  man  ;  and  I  do  believe  he  forgets 
his  enmities  more  easily  than  he  does  his  friendships.  If  we 
could  have  said  the  same  of  the  race  of  Stuart,  the  crown  of 
England  would  never  have  rested  on  the  brow  of  the  Prince 
of  Orange.     I  thought  to  have  led  you  to  other  scenes  and 
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Other  conferences  to-night,"  he  added,  "  but  this  matter 
changes  all,  and  we  will  now  part.  I  will  to  my  task,  and 
prepare  the  way  for  to-morrow.  You  to  yours ;  but  fail  not, 
Wilton,  fail  not.     Be  rather  before  than  after  the  hour." 

"  I  will  not  fail,"  replied  Wilton ;  and  after  this  short  con- 
ference, he  tm'ned  his  rein  and  rode  back  to  London. 

As  he  went,  he  meditated  on  the  hopes  which  his  con- 
ference with  Green  had  raised  up  again ;  but  the  brightness 
of  those  hopes  faded  away  beneath  the  light  of  thought. 
Yet,  though  such  was  the  case,  the  determination  remained, 
and  grew  firmer  and  stronger,  perhaps  from  the  want  of  any- 
very  great  expectation.  He  determined  to  appeal  to  the 
King,  as  the  last  act  in  his  power;  to  do  so  firmly  and  reso- 
lutely; and  if  the  King  refused  his  petition,  and  gave  him  no 
reason  to  hope,  to  apply,  as  the  next  greatest  favour,  for  a 
memorandum  in  writing  of  his  having  so  appealed,  in  order 
that  he  might  prove  to  Laura  and  her  father  that  he  had 
done  all  in  his  power  to  give  the  Duke  an  opportunity  of 
rejecting  that  means  of  escape,  which  could  only  be  obtained 
by  uniting  his  daughter  to  one,  from  whom,  in  any  other  cir- 
cumstances, he  would  have  withheld  her." 

"  It  is  strange,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  it  is  sti'ange  and  sad, 
that  I  can  scarcely  move  a  step  in  any  way  without  the  risk 
of  dishonour  ;  and  that  the  only  means  to  avoid  it  requires 
every  exertion  to  deprive  myself  of  peace,  and  happiness,  and 
love  for  ever." 

Thus  he  thought  as  he  went  along ;  and  imagination  pic- 
tured his  next  parting  from  her  he  loved,  and  all  that  was  to 
follow  it — the  grief  that  she  would  suffer  as  well  as  himself — 
the  long  dreary  lapse  of  sad  and  cheerless  hours  that  was  to 
fill  up  the  remainder  of  existence  for  him,  with  all  happy 
hopes  at  an  end,  and  fortune,  station,  love,  gone  away  like 
visions  of  the  night. 

Early  on  the  ensuing  morning,  he  despatched  a  note  to 
the  Tower,  telling  Laura  that  business,  affecting  her  father's 
safety,  would  keep  him  away  from  her  at  the  hour  he  had 
promised  to  visit  her.  He  would  be  with  her,  he  said,  at  all 
events  before  nightfall ;  and  he  added  every  term  of  love  and 
affection  that  his  heart  suggested ;  but  at  the  same  time  he 
could  not  prevent  a  tone  of  sadness  spreading  through  his 
letter,  which  communicated  to  Laura  a  fear  lest  her  father's 
hopes  of  escape  should  be  fmstrated. 

By  eleven  o'clock  Wilton  was  at  the  door  of  the  small  inn 
named  for  the  meeting ;  and  two  handsome  horses  which 
were  standing  there,  held  by  a  servant,  announced  that  Green 
had  arrived  before  him.     On  going  in,  he  found  his  strange 
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friend  far  more  splendidly  dressed  than  he  had  ever  seen 
him,  apparently  waiting  for  his  coming.  His  fine  person 
told  to  much  advantage,  his  upright  carriage  and  somewhat 
proud  and  stern  demeanour,  the  grave  and  thoughtful  look 
of  his  eye,  all  gave  him  the  appearance  of  one  of  high  mind 
and  high  station,  accustomed  to  action  and  command.  A 
certain  sort  of  gay  and  dissipated  look,  which  he  had  pre- 
viously borne,  was  altogether  gone :  within  the  last  few 
months  he  had  become  paler  and  thinner,  and  his  counte- 
nance had  assumed  an  air  of  gloom  which  did  not  even  leave 
it  when  he  laughed. 

As  Wilton  now  advanced  towards  him,  he  could  not  but 
feel  that  there  was  something  dignified  and  imposing  in  his 
aspect;  and  yet  it  caused  him  a  strange  sensation,  to  think 
that  he  was  going  into  the  King's  presence  in  company  with 
a  man  whom  he  had  actually  first  met  upon  the  King's 
Highway. 

"  I  am  glad  you  have  come  early,  Wilton,"  said  Green. 
"  The  King  returns  from  the  chapel  at  a  quarter  past  twelve, 
and  expects  us  to  be  in  waiting  at  that  hour,  when  he  will 
see  us.  This  is  no  slight  favour,  I  find,  Wilton,"  he  added, 
"  for  the  palace  is  full  of  courtiers,  all  eager  and  pressing  for 
royal  attention.  Let  us  go  immediately,  then,  and  ride 
slowly  up  to  the  palace." 

They  mounted  their  horses  accordingly,  and  rode  on, 
speaking  a  few  words  from  time  to  time,  but  not,  indeed, 
absolutely  conversing,  for  both  were  far  too  thoughtful,  and 
too  much  impressed  with  the  importance  of  the  act  they 
were  about  to  perform,  to  leave  the  tongue  free  and  un- 
fettered. 

On  their  arrival  at  the  palace,  they  found  that  the  King 
had  not  yet  returned  from  the  chapel ;  but  on  being  asked 
whether  they  came  by  appointment  or  not,  and  giving  their 
names,  they  were  admitted  into  a  w^aiting-room  where  two  or 
three  other  people  were  already  assembled.  The  moments 
passed  slowly,  and  it  seemed  as  if  the  King  would  never 
retiu-n. 

At  length,  however,  a  distant  flourish  of  drums  and  trum- 
pets was  heard,  together  with  the  sounds  of  many  people 
passing  to  and  fro  in  the  courts  and  passages.  Buzzing 
conversation,  manifold  footfalls,  gay  laughter,  announced 
that  the  morning  service  was  over,  and  the  congregation  of 
the  royal  chapel  dispersed. 
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CHAPTER  XLIV. 


In  the  royal  closet,  at  the  palace  of  Hampton  Court,  stood 
King  William  IH.  leaning  against  a  gilt  railing,  placed  round 
some  ornamental  objects,  near  one  of  the  windows.  The 
famous  Lord  Keeper  Somers  stood  beside  him,  while,  at  a 
little  distance  behind  appeared  Keppel,  Lord  Albemarle, 
and  before  him,  a  tall,  fine-looking  man,  somewhat  past  the 
middle  age,  slight,  but  dignified  in  his  person,  and  with  an 
air  of  ease  and  grace  in  his  whole  position  and  demeanour, 
which  bespoke  long  familiarity  with  courts.  William  gazed 
at  him  with  a  smile,  and  heard  him  speak  evidently  with 
pleasure. 

"  Well,  my  lord,"  he  said,  "  I  am  very  glad  of  the  news 
you  give  me.  With  the  assistance  of  yourself,  and  my  Lord 
Keeper  here,  together  with  that  of  our  good  fi'iend  the  Duke 
of  Shrewsbury,  I  doubt  not  now  my  affairs  will  go  well. 
I  am  happy  to  see  your  health  so  well  restored,  my  lord ; 
for  you  know  my  fiiendship  for  you  well  enough,  to  be  aware, 
that  I  was  seriously  afflicted  at  your  illness,  for  your  own 
sake,  as  well  as  because  it  deprived  me  of  the  counsel  and 
assistance  of  one,  who,  as  I  thought  he  would,  has  proved 
himself  the  only  person  sufficiently  loved  by  all  men,  to 
reconcile  the  breaches  between  some  of  my  best  friends." 

"  Most  grateful  I  am,  sir,"  replied  the  Earl  of  Sunbury,  to 
this  unusually  long  speech,  "  that  Heaven  has  made  me  an 
instrument  for  that  purpose,  and  I  can  never  sufficiently 
express  my  gratitude,  for  your  not  being  angry  at  my  long 
absence  from  your  majesty's  service.  The  arrangements 
thus  being  made,  sire,  I  will  humbly  take  my  leave,  begging 
your  majesty  not  to  forget  the  interests  of  my  young  fi-iend, 
according  to  your  gracious  promise." 

"  I  will  not  forget,  I  will  not  forget,"  replied  the  King. 
"  When  do  you  publicly  announce  your  return,  my  lord  ?" 

"  I  think  it  would  be  better  not,  sire,"  replied  the  Earl, 
"  till  after  we  have  notified  the  arrangements  to  the  three 
gentlemen  who  retire." 

The  King  smiled.  "  That  can  be  done  to-morrow,  my 
lord,"  he  said  ;  "  and  I  cannot  but  say,  that  the  sooner  it  is 
done  the  better,  for  my  service  has  already  suffered." 

"  That  disagreeable  task  will  of  course  fall  on  my  Lord 
Kee])cr,"  said  Lord  Sunbury,  looking  to  Somers  with  a 
smile. 

"  1  shall  do  it  without  ceremony,  my  lord,"  replied  Lord 
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Somers.  "  It  will  be  a  mere  matter  of  form  ;  and  if  we  could 
have  found  a  position  suitable  to  my  Lord  Wliaiton,  I  should 
say  that  we  have  constructed  the  most  harmonious  adminis- 
tration that  I  have  seen  since  the  glorious  Revolution." 

The  King's  brow  grew  somewhat  dark  at  the  name  of  Lord 
Wharton;  and  the  Earl  of  Sunbury  making  a  sign  to  the 
Lord  Keeper  to  avoid  that  topic,  took  his  leave  of  the  King, 
saying,  "  I  think  I  have  your  majesty's  permission  to  retire 
through  your  private  apartments." 

As  he  was  opening  a  door,  a  little  to  the  King's  right  hand, 
however,  he  was  met  by  the  Earl  of  Portland,  who  greeted 
him  with  a  well-pleased  smile,  and  then  passed  on  towards 
the  King,  of  whom  Lord  Somers  was  taking  leave  at  the 
same  moment. 

"  May  it  please  your  majesty,"  said  the  Earl  of  Portland, 
as  soon  as  the  Lords  Sunbury  and  Somers  had  departed, 
"  the  young  gentleman  whom  you  were  once  pleased  to  see 
concerning  the  Duke  of  Berwick's  coming  to  England,  is  now 
here,  together  with  another  gentleman  calling  himself  Green, 
whom  your  majesty  also,  I  understand " 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  the  King,  "  I  will  see  him.  I  promised  to 
see  him." 

"  You  told  me  also,  sire,"  replied  Lord  Portland,  "  if  ever 
this  other  gentleman  applied,  you  would  also  see  him.  Mr. 
Wilton  Brown,  I  mean." 

"  I  will  see  him  too,"  said  the  King.  "  I  will  see  them 
together.     Let  them  be  called,  Bentiuck." 

Lord  Portland  went  to  the  door,  and  gave  the  necessary 
orders,  and  in  a  moment  or  two  after,  Wilton  and  his  com- 
panion stood  in  the  presence  of  the  King. 

As  they  entered.  Lord  Albemarle  said  a  few  words  to 
William,  in  a  low  tone,  to  which  William  replied,  "  No,  no, 
I  will  tell  you  if  it  be  necessary. — Now,  gentlemen,"  he  said, 
"  I  understood,  from  the  note  received  this  morning  by  my 
Lord  of  Albemarle,  that  you  requested  an  audience  together, 
which  as  I  had  promised  to  each  separately,  I  have  given. 
Is  your  business  the  same  or  different  ?" 

"  It  is  the  same,  sire,"  replied  Green  at  once.  "  But  I 
will  beg  this  young  gentleman  to  urge  what  he  has  to  say  in 
the  first  place." 

The  King  nodded  his  head  to  Wilton  to  proceed ;  adding, 
"  I  have  little  time  this  morning,  and  you  may  be  brief;  for 
if  your  business  be  what  I  think,  it  has  been  opened  to  me 
by  a  friend  of  yours,  and  you  will  hear  more  from  me  or  him 
on  Tuesday." 

"  If  youi'  majesty  refers  to  the  Duke  of  Shrewsbury,"  said 
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Wilton,  "  I  have  not  the  honour  of  his  acquaintance  ;  but  he 
promised,  I  know,  to  urge  upon  yoiu'  majesty's  clemency  the 
case  of  the  Duke  of  Gaveston,  in  regard  to  which  I  have  now 
ventured  to  approach  you." 

"  We  are  mistaking  each  other,"  said  the  King.  "  I 
thought  you  meant  something  else.    What  about  the  Duke.?" 

"  When  your  majesty  was  last  pleased  to  receive  me,"  re- 
plied Wilton,  "  I  had  the  honour  of  recounting  to  you  how  I 
had  been  employed  by  his  grace  to  set  free  his  daughter  who 
had  been  carried  away  by  Sir  John  Fenwick  and  other 
Jacobites.  I  explained  to  your  majesty  at  that  time  that 
this  daring  act  had  been  committed  by  those  Jacobites  in 
consequence  of  a  quarrel  between  the  Duke  and  Sir  John 
Fenwick,  which  quarrel  was  occasioned  by  the  Duke  indig- 
nantly refusing  to  take  part  in  the  infiimous  conspiracy 
against  your  majesty.  Since  then,  Sir  John  Fenwick  has 
been  arrested,  and  has  charged  the  Duke  with  being  a  party 
to  that  conspiracy.  He  has  done  this  entirely  and  evidently 
out  of  revenge,  and  as  far  as  my  testimony  goes,  I  can  dis- 
tinctly show  your  majesty,  that  after  his  daughter  was  carried 
away,  the  Duke  had  no  opportunity  whatsoever  of  revealing 
what  he  knew  of  the  conspiracy  without  endangering  her 
safety  till  after  the  whole  was  discovered,  for  on  the  morning 
of  her  return  to  town,  after  being  set  free,  the  warrants 
against  the  conspirators  were  already  issued." 

"  You  told  me  all  this  before,  I  think,"  said  the  King,  with 
somewhat  of  a  heavy  brow  and  impatient  air.  "  Where  is  the 
Duke  now  ?" 

"  He  is  in  the  Tower,  sire,"  replied  Wilton,  "  a  prisoner  of 
state,  upon  this  charge  of  Sir  John  Fenwick's,  and  I  am  bold 
to  approach  your  majesty  to  beseech  you  to  take  his  case 
into  consideration." 

The  King's  brow  had  by  this  time  grown  very  dark,  and 
turning  to  Lord  Portland,  he  said,  "  This  is  another,  you 
see,  Bentinck." 

"  I  beseech  your  majesty,"  continued  Wilton,  as  soon  as 
the  King  paused,  "  I  beseech  you  to  hear  my  petition,  and 
to  grant  it.  It  is  a  case  in  which  I  am  deeply  interested. 
You  were  pleased  to  say  that  I  had  conducted  myself  well, 
you  were  pleased  to  promise  me  your  gracious  favour,  and  I 
beseech  you  now  to  extend  it  to  me  so  far,  as  at  my  petition 
to  show  clemency  to  a  nobleman  who,  perhaps,  may  have 
acted  foolishly  in  suffering  his  ears  to  be  guilty  of  hearing 
some  evil  designs  against  you,  but  who  testified  throughout 
the  most  indignant  horror  at  the  purposes  of  these  con- 
spirators, who  has  been  punished  severely  already  by  the 


THE   KING'S   HIGHWAY.  385 

temporary  loss  of  his  child,  by  the  most  terrible  anxiety 
about  her,  and  by  long  imprisonment  in  the  Tower,  where 
he  now  lies,  withering  under  a  sense  of  your  majesty's  dis- 
pleasure. Let  me  enti-eat  your  majesty  to  grant  me  this 
petition,"  and  advancing  a  step,  Wilton  knelt  at  the  King's 
feet. 

"  Why,  I  thought,  young  gentleman,"  replied  William, 
"  that  before  this  time  you  were  married  to  the  pretty 
heiress." 

"  Oh  no,  sire,"  replied  Wilton,  with  a  sad  smile,  "  that  is 
entirely  out  of  the  question.  Such  a  report  got  abroad  in 
the  world,  but  I  have  neither  station,  fortune,  rank,  nor  any 
other  advantage  to  entitle  me  to  such  a  hope." 

"  And  you,  Colonel,"  said  the  King,  turning  towards  Green, 
"  is  this  the  object  of  your  coming  also  ?" 

"  It  is,  sire,"  answered  Green,  advancing.  "  But  first  of  all 
permit  me  to  do  an  act  that  I  have  never  done  before,  and 
kissing  your  majesty's  hand,  to  acknowledge  that  I  feel  you 
are  and  will  lie  King  of  England.  May  I  add  more,  that 
you  are  worthy  of  being  so." 

The  King  was  evidently  pleased  and  struck.  "  I  am  glad 
to  see,"  he  answered,  holding  out  his  hand  to  Green,  "  that 
we  have  reclaimed  one  Jacobite." 

"  Sire,"  answered  Green,  kissing  the  King's  hand,  but 
without  rising,  "my  affections  are  not  easily  changed,  and 
may  remain  with  another  house  ;  but  it  were  folly  to  deny 
any  longer  your  sovereignty,  and,"  he  added,  the  moment 
after,  "  it  would  be  treachery  henceforth  to  do  anything 
against  it. — And  now,  sire,"  he  continued,  "  let  me  urge  most 
earnestly  this  young  gentleman's  petition,  and  let  it  be  at  my 
suit  that  the  Duke's  liberation  is  granted.  Wilton  here  may 
have  many  petitions  yet  to  present  to  your  majesty  on  his 
own  account.  I  shall  never  have  any  ;  and  as  your  majesty 
told  me  to  claim  a  boon  at  your  hands,  and  promised  to 
grant  me  anything  that  was  not  unreasonable,  I  beseech  you 
to  grant  me,  as  not  an  unreasonable  request,  the  full  pardon 
and  liberation  of  a  man  who  this  young  gentleman,  and  I, 
and  Sir  John  Fenwick,  and  I  think  your  majesty  too,  well 
know  would  as  soon  have  attempted  anything  against  your 
majesty's  life  as  he  would  have  sacrificed  his  own.  This  is 
the  boon  I  crave,  this  is  the  petition  I  have  to  present,  and  I 
hope  and  trust  that  you  will  grant  my  request." 

"  xAnd  have  you  nothing  else.  Colonel,  to  demand  on  your 
own  account  V  said  the  King,  gravely. 

"  Nothing,  sire,"  replied  Green  :  "  I  make  this  my  only 
request." 

c  c 
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"  WhaX !"  said  the  King,  after  giving  a  glance  as  playful, 
perhaps,  as  any  glance  could  be  upon  the  countenance  of 
^^'illiam  111.  "Is  this  the  only  request.'  I  have  seen  in 
English  history,  since  it  became  my  duty  to  study  it,  a 
number  of  precedents  of  general  pardons,  granted  under  the 
great  seal,  by  monarchs  my  predecessors,  to  certain  of  their 
subjects  who  have  done  some  good  service,  for  all  crimes, 
misdemeanours,  felonies,  et  catera,  committed  in  times  pre- 
vious. Now,  sir,  from  a  few  things  I  have  heard,  it  has 
struck  me  that  such  a  patent  would  be  not  at  all  inexpedient 
in  your  own  case,  and  I  expected  you  to  ask  it." 

"  1  have  not,  and  I  do  not  ask  it,  sire,"  replied  Green,  in 
the  same  grave  tone  with  which  he  had  previously  spoken. 
"  I  may  have  done  many  things  that  are  wrong,  sire,  but  I 
have  neither  injured,  insulted,  nor  offended  any  one  whom  I 
knew  to  be  a  true  subject  of  the  Prince  I  considered  my 
lawfid  King.  Possessing  still  his  commission,  I  believed 
myself  at  liberty  to  levy  upon  those  who  were  avowedly  his 
enemies,  the  rents  of  that  property  whereof  they  had  de- 
prived me  fighting  in  his  cause. — Sire,  I  may  have  been 
wrong  in  my  view,  and  I  believe  I  have  been  so.  I  speak 
not  in  my  own  justification,  therefore.  My  head  is  at  your 
feet  if  you  choose  to  take  it :  death  has  no  terrors  for  me  ; 
life  has  no  charms.  I  stay  as  long  as  God  wills  it:  when 
he  calls  me  hence,  it  matters  little  what  way  I  take  my  de- 
parture. My  request,  sire,  is  for  the  liberation  of  the  Duke, 
who,  believe  me,  is  perfectly  innocent ;  and  I  earnestly 
entreat  your  majesty  not  to  keep  him  longer  within  the  walls 
of  a  prison,  which  to  the  heart  of  an  Englishman  is  worse 
than  death  itself." 

"  I  am  sufficiently  an  Englishman  to  feel  that,"  replied  the 
King. — "  Your  own  free  pardon  for  all  offences  up  to  this 
time  we  give,  or  rather  promise  you,  should  it  be  needed, 
without  your  asking  it.  Mark  the  King's  words,  gentlemen. 
In  regard  to  the  liberation  of  the  Duke,  demanded  of  us,  as 
you  have  demanded  it ;  that  is,  as  the  only  request  of  a 
person  who  has  rendered  us  most  important  service,  and  to 
whom  we  have  pledged  ova'  word  to  concede  some  boon,  we 
would  grant  it  also,  but " 

"Oh,  sire!"  exclaimed  Green,  "let  your  clemency  blot 
out  that  hut:'' 

"  Hear  me,  hear  me,"  said  the  King,  relapsing  into  his 
usual  tone  ;  "  I  would  willingly  grant  you  the  Duke's  libera- 
tion as  the  boon  which  you  require,  and  which  1  ])romised ; 
but  that  I  granted  the  order  for  his  liberation  some  four  days 
ago,  not  even  demanding  bail  for  his  appearance,  but  per- 
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fectly  satisfied  of  his  innocence.  I  ordered  also  such  steps 
to  be  taken,  that  a  nolle  prosequi  might  be  entered,  so  as  to 
put  his  mind  fidly  at  rest.  1  told  the  Earl  of  Byerdale  the 
day  before  yesterday,  that  I  had  done  this  at  the  request  of 
the  Duke  of  Shrewsbury,  and  I  bade  him  take  the  ^variant, 
which,  signed  by  myself,  and  countersigned  by  Mr.  Secre- 
tary Trumbull,  was  then  lying  in  the  hands  of  the  clerk.  It 
is  either  in  the  clerk's  hands  still,  or  in  those  of  Lord  Byer- 
dale.  But  that  lord  has  committed  a  most  grievous  offence 
in  suffering  any  of  my  subjects  to  remain  in  a  prison  when 
the  order  was  signed  for  their  liberation." 

"  May  it  please  your  majesty,"  said  Keppel,  stepping  for- 
ward, "  I  questioned  the  clerk  this  morning,  as  I  passed, 
knowing  what  your  majesty  had  done,  and  hearing,  to  my 
surprise,  from  my  Lord  Pembroke,  that  the  Duke  was  still 
in  prison.  The  clerk  tells  me  that  he  had  still  the  warrant, 
Lord  Byerdale  seeming  to  have  forgotten  it  entirely." 

"  He  has  forgotten  too  many  things,"  said  the  King,  "  and 
yet  his  memory  is  good  when  he  pleases. — Fetch  me  the 
warrant,  Arnold.  Colonel,  I  grant  this  warrant,  you  see,  not 
to  you.  You  must  think  of  some  other  boon  at  another  time. 
Yoimg  gentleman,  I  have  been  requested,  by  a  true  friend 
of  yours  and  mine,  to  hear  your  petition  upon  various  })oints, 
and  to  do  something  for  you.  I  can  hear  no  more  petitions 
to-day,  however,  but  perhaps  you  may  find  a  kinder  ear  to 
listen  to  you  ;  and  as  to  doing  anything  for  you,"  he  con- 
tinued, as  he  saw  Keppel  return  with  a  paper  in  his  hand — 
"  as  to  doing  anything  for  you,  the  best  thing  I  can  do  is  to 
send  you  to  the  Tower.  There,  take  the  warrant,  and  either 
get  into  a  boat  or  on  your  horse's  back,  and  bear  the  good 
tidings  to  the  Duke  yourself." 

As  he  spoke,  the  King  gave  the  paper  into  Wilton's  hand, 
and  turned  partly  round  to  the  Earl  of  Portland  with  a 
smile ;  then  looked  round  again  calxuly,  and,  by  a  grave  in- 
clination of  the  head,  signified  to  Wilton  and  his  companion 
that  their  audience  w^as  at  an  end. 

As  soon  as  they  were  in  the  lobby.  Green  grasped  his 
young  friend's  hand  eagerly  in  his  own,  demanding,  "  Now, 
Wilton,  are  you  happy  V 

"  Most  miserable !"  replied  Wilton.  "  This  paper  is  in- 
deed the  greatest  relief  to  me,  because  it  puts  me  beyond  all 
chance  of  dishonour.  No  one  can  impute  to  me  now  that  I 
have  done  wrong,  or  violated  my  word,  even  by  a  breath ; 
but  still  I  am  most  unhappy,  and  the  very  act  that  I  am 
going  to  do  seals  my  unhappiness." 

"  Such  things  may  well  be."  replied  Green ;  "  I  know  it 

c  c  2 
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from  bitter  experience.     But  how  it  can  be  so,  Wilton,  in 
your  case,  I  cannot  tell." 

Wilton  shook  his  head  soiTowiully.  "I  cannot  stay  to 
explain  all  now,"  he  said,  "for  I  must  hasten  to  the  Duke,  and 
not  leave  his  mind  in  doubt  and  fear  for  a  moment.  But  in 
going  thither,  I  go  to  see  her  I  love  for  the  last  time.  The 
metropolis  will  henceforth  be  hateful  to  me,  and  I  shall  fly 
from  it  as  speedily  as  possible.  I  feel  that  I  cannot  live  in 
it  after  that  hope  is  at  an  end.  I  shall  apply  for  a  commis- 
sion in  the  army,  and  seek  what  fate  may  send  me  in  some 
more  active  life  ;  but  before  I  go,  probably  this  very  night, 
if  you  will  give  me  shelter,  I  will  seek  you  and  the  Lady 
Helen,  to  both  of  whom  I  have  much,  very  much  to  say.  1 
shall  find  you  at  Lord  Sherbrooke's  cottage,  where  I  last 
saw  you }  There  I  will  explain  everything.  And  now 
farewell." 

Thus  saying,  he  shook  Green's  hand,  mounted  his  horse, 
and  at  a  very  rapid  pace  spurred  on  tOAvards  London  by  all 
the  shortest  roads  that  he  could  discover. 


CHAPTER  XLV. 

The  Duke's  dinner  in  the  Tower  was  over.  He  had  been 
much  agitated  all  day,  and  Laura  had  been  agitated  also,  but 
she  had  concealed  her  emotions,  in  order  not  to  increase 
those  of  her  father.  It  was,  as  we  have  said,  Sunday,  and  the 
service  of  the  church  had  occupied  some  part  of  that  long 
day's  passing ;  but  the  rest  had  gone  by  very  slowly,  espe- 
cially as  the  only  two  events  which  occurred  to  break  or 
diversify  the  time  told  that  there  were  other  persons  busy 
without,  in  matters  regarding  which  neither  Laura  nor  her 
father  could  take  the  slightest  part,  but  which  affected  the 
future  fate  of  both  in  the  highest  degree.  Those  two  in 
cidents  were  the  arrival  of  Wilton's  note,  which  we  have 
already  mentioned,  and  a  visit  from  the  chaplain  of  the 
Tower,  to  tell  the  Duke  and  Lady  Laura  that  he  had  re- 
ceived directions  and  the  proper  authorization  (few  of  those 
things  were  needed,  indeed,  in  those  days)  to  perform  the 
ceremony  of  marriage  between  her  and  Wilton  at  any  horn- 
that  she  chose  to  name.  A  considerable  time  passed  after 
this  visit,  and  yet  Wilton  did  not  appear.  The  Duke  began 
to  look  towards  Laura  with  anxious  eyes,  and  once  he  said, 
"  I  hope,  Laura,  you  neither  did  nor  said  anything  yesterday 
to  make  Wilton  act  coldly  or  unwillingly  in  this  business?" 
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"  Indeed,  my  dear  father,  I  did  not,"  replied  Lady  Laura, 
"  and  he  promised  me  firmly  to  do  everything  in  his  power. 
Something  has  detained  him ;  but  depend  upon  it  there  is  no 
cause  either  to  fear  or  to  doubt." 

Such  assurances,  for  a  time,  seemed  to  soothe  the  Duke, 
and  put  his  mind  more  at  ease;  but  as  time  passed,  and  still 
Wilton  did  not  appear,  his  anxiety  returned  again ;  he  would 
walk  up  and  down  the  room;  he  would  gaze  out  of  the  win- 
dow ;  he  would  cast  himself  into  a  chair  with  a  deep  sigh;  and 
though  he  said  nothing  more,  Laura  was  bitterly  grieved  on 
his  account,  and  began  to  share  his  anxiety  for  the  result. 

At  length  a  distant  door  was  heard  to  open,  then  came  the 
sound  of  the  well-known  step  in  the  ante-room,  making  Laura's 
heart  beat,  and  the  Duke  smile;  but  there  was  nothing  joyful 
in  the  tread  of  that  step:  it  was  slow  and  thoughtful;  and 
after  the  hand  was  placed  upon  the  lock  of  the  door,  there 
was  still  a  pause,  which,  though  in  reality  very  brief,  seemed 
long  to  the  prisoner  and  his  daughter.  At  length,  however, 
the  door  opened,  and  Wilton  himself  entered  the  room. 
There  came  a  smile,  too,  upon  his  lip,  but  Laura  could  not 
but  see  that  smile  was  a  very  sad  one. 

"  We  have  been  waiting  for  you  most  anxiously,  my  dear 
Wilton,"  said  the  Duke :  "  we  have  fancied  all  manner  of 
things,  all  sorts  of  difficulties  and  obstacles;  for  I  well  knew 
that  nothing  but  matters  of  absolute  necessity  would  keep 
vou  from  the  side  of  vour  dear  bride  at  this  moment." 

"  But  you  still  look  sad,  Wilton,"  said  Lady  Laura,  holding 
out  her  hand  to  him.  "  Let  us  hear,  Wilton,  let  us  hear  all 
at  once,  dear  Wilton.  Has  anything  happened  to  derange 
our  plans,  or  prevent  my  father's  escape?" 

Wilton  kissed  her  hand  affectionately,  replying,  "  Fear  not 
on  that  account,  dear  Laura;  fear  not  on  that  account.  Your 
father  is  no  longer  a  prisoner.  —  My  lord  duke,  there  is  the 
warrant  for  your  liberation,  signed  by  the  King's  own  hand, 
and  properly  countersigned." 

The  Duke  clasped  his  hands  together,  and  looked  up  to 
heaven  with  eyes  full  of  thankfulness,  and  Laura's  joy  also 
burst  forth  in  tears.  But  she  saw  that  Wilton  remained 
sad  and  cold;  and  mistaking  the  cause,  she  turned  quickly 
to  her  father,  saying,  "  Oh,  my  dear  father,  in  this  moment 
of  joy,  make  him  Avho  has  given  us  so  much  happiness  happy 
also.  Tell  him,  tell  him,  my  dear  father,  that  you  will  not, 
that  you  cannot  think  of  refusing  him  your  child  after  all 
that  he  has  done  for  us." 

"  No,  no,  Laura,"  cried  the  Duke :  "  you  shall  be  his " 

But  Wilton  interrupted  him  ;  and  throwing  his  arms  round 
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Lady  Laura,  pressed  her  for  a  moment  to  liis  heart,  took 
one  long  ardent  kiss,  and  then  turning  to  the  Duke,  said, 
*'  Pardon  me,  my  lord  duke  !  —  It  is  the  last !  Nay,  do  not 
interrupt  me,  for  I  have  a  task  to  perform  which  requires  all 
the  firmness  I  can  find  to  accomplish  it.  On  seeing  Lord 
Byerdale  yesterday,  he  told  me  of  the  whole  arrangements 
which  lie  had  made  with  you,  and  of  the  plan  for  your  escape  : 
he  showed  me  that,  according  to  the  note  which  he  had  Avritten 
to  the  goveruorof  the  Tower,  concerning  the  marriage  between 
your  daughter  and  myself,  your  escape  could  not  be  efiected 
till  the  ceremony  had  taken  place,  as  it  was  assigned  as  the 
cause  for  our  leaving  the  Tower  so  late  at  night.  He  made 
me  pledge  myself  not  to  disclose  his  part  in  the  scheme  to 
any  one ;  and  he  then  said  that  he  would  tell  me  the  secret 
of  my  birth,  if  I  would  plight  my  honour  not  to  reveal  it  till 
after  your  safety  was  secure.  I  pledged  myself,  and  he  told 
me  all.  I  now  found,  my  lord,  that  you  and  I  had  both  been 
most  shamefully  deceived  —  deceived  for  the  purpose,  I  do 
believe,  of  revenging  on  you  and  Lady  Laura  her  former  re- 
jection of  Lord  Sherbrooke  by  driving  her  to  marry  a  per- 
son altogether  inferior  to  herself  in  station.  You  will  see 
that  he  had  placed  me  in  the  most  difficult  of  all  positions. 
If  I  carried  out  his  plan  of  escape,  I  knowingly  made  use 
of  his  deceit  to  gain  for  myself  the  greatest  earthly  hap- 
piness. If  I  revealed  to  you  what  he  told  me,  I  broke  my 
pledged  word,  and  at  the  same  time  gave  you  no  choice, 
but  either  unwillingly  to  give  me  your  daughter's  hand, 
or  to  remain,  and  risk  the  chance  of  longer  imprisonment 
and  trial.  If  I  held  off  and  disappointed  you  in  your 
escape,  I  again  broke  my  word  to  Lady  Laura.  You  may 
conceive  the  agony  of  my  mind  during  last  night.  There 
■was  but  one  hope  of  my  being  able  to  escape  dishonour, 
though  it  was  a  very  slight  one.  I  determined  to  go  to  the 
King  himself  I  engaged  a  gentleman  to  go  with  me,  who 
has  some  influence ;  and  this  morning  we  presented  ourselves 
at  Hampton  Court,  His  Majesty  was  graciously  pleased  to 
receive  us :  he  treated  me  with  all  kindness,  and  gave  me  the 
warrant  for  your  liberation  to  bring  hither.  That  warrant  was 
already  signed  ;  i'or  the  Duke  of  Slnewsbury  had  kept  his 
word  with  me,  and  applied  for  it  earnestly  and  successfully. 
The  Earl  of  Byerdale  knew  that  it  was  prepared,  so  that  he 
was  quite  safe  in  permitting  your  escape.  I  have  now  nothing 
finflicr  to  do,  my  lord,  than  to  wish  you  joy  of  your  liberation, 
and  to  bid  you  adieu  for  ever." 

"  Stay,  stay !"  said  the  Duke,  much  moved.    "  Let  me  hear 
more,  Wilton." 
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But  Wilton  had  already  turned  to  Lady  Laura  and  taken 
her  hand. 

"  Oh,  Laura,"  he  said,  "if  I  have  been  deceived  into 
making  you  unhappy  as  well  as  myself,  forgive  me.  You 
know,  you  well  know,  that  I  would  give  every  earthly  good 
to  obtain  this  dear  hand;  that  I  would  sacrifice  anything  on 
earth  for  that  object,  but  honour,  truth,  and  integrity.  Laura, 
I  feel  you  can  never  be  mine ;  try  to  forget  what  has  been ; 
while  I  seek  in  distant  lands,  not  forgetfulness,  if  it  come 
not  accompanied  by  death,  but  the  occupation  of  the  battle- 
field, and  the  hope  of  a  speedy  and  not  inglorious  termination 
to  suffering.     Farewell — once  more,  farewell !" 

"  Stay,  stay  !"  said  the  Duke — "  stay,  Wilton!  What  was 
it  the  Earl  told  you  ?  He  said  that  you  had  as  good  blood 
in  your  veins  as  his  own.  He  said  you  were  even  related  to 
himself.     What  did  he  tell  you  ?" 

The  blood  mounted  into  Wilton's  cheek.  "  He  told  me, 
my  lord,"  he  said,  "that  I  was  the  natural  son  of  his  cousin." 
And  feeling  that  he  could  bear  no  more,  he  turned  abruptly 
and  quitted  the  apartment. 

As  he  did  so,  Lady  Lam'a  sank  at  her  father's  feet,  and 
clasped  his  knees.  "  Oh,  my  father,"  she  said,  "  do  not,  do  not 
make  me  miserable  for  ever.  Think  of  your  child's  happiness 
before  any  considerations  of  pride ;  think  of  the  noble  conduct 
of  him  who  has  just  left  us;  and  ask  yourself  if  I  can  cease  to 
love  him  while  I  have  life." 

"  Never,  Laura,  never !"  said  the  Duke,  sternly,  "  Had  it 
been  anything  else  but  that,  I  might  have  yielded;  but  it 
cannot  be!  Never,  my  child,  never! — So  urge  me  not! — I 
would  rather  see  you  in  your  grave." 

Those  rash  and  shameful  words,  which  the  basest  and  most 
unholy  pride  has  too  often  in  this  world  wrung  from  a  parent's 
lips  towards  a  child,  had  been  scarcely  uttered  by  the  Duke, 
when  he  felt  his  daughter's  arms  relax  their  hold  of  his  knees, 
her  weight  press  heavily  upon  him,  and  the  next  instant  she 
lay  senseless  on  the  ground. 

For  an  instant,  the  consciousness  of  the  unchristian  words 
he  had  uttered  smote  his  heart  with  fear;  fear  lest  the 
retributive  hand  of  Heaven  should  have  punished  his  pride, 
even  in  the  moment  of  offence,  by  taking  away  the  child 
whose  happiness  he  was  preparing  to  sacrifice,  and  of  whose 
death  he  had  made  light. 

He  called  loudly  for  help,  and  his  servant  and  Lady  Laura's 
maid  were  soon  in  the  room.  They  raised  her  head  with 
cushions;  they  brought  water;  they  called  for  farther  assist- 
ance;  and  though  it  soon  became  evident  that  Laura  had 
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onlv  fainted,  it  was  long  before  the  slightest  symptom  of  re- 
turning consciousness  appeared.  'Jlie  Duke,  the  servants, 
and  some  attendants  of  the  governor  of  the  Tower,  were  still 
gathered  round  her,  and  her  eyes  were  just  opening  and  look- 
ing faintly  up,  when  another  person  was  suddenly  added  to 
the  group,  and  a  mild,  fine-toned  voice  said,  in  the  ear  of  the 
Duke, — 

"Good  God!  my  lord  duke,  what  has  happened?  Had 
you  not  better  send  for  Millington  or  Garth?" 

"  She  is  better,  she  is  better,"  said  the  Duke,  lising;  "  she 
is  coming  to  herself  again. — Good  Heaven !  my  Lord  of 
Sunbury,  is  it  you?     This  is  an  unexpected  pleasure." 

"  I  cannot  say,"  replied  Lord  Sunbury,  "  that  it  is  an  un- 
expected pleasure  to  me,  my  lord ;  for  though  I  would  rather 
see  your  grace  in  any  other  place,  and  heard  this  morning 
at  Hampton  Court  that  the  order  for  your  liberation  was 
signed,  yet  I  heard  just  now  that  you  were  still  in  the  Tower; 
and,  to  say  the  truth,  I  expected  to  find  my  young  friend 
Wilton  with  you.  Let  us  attend  to  the  lady,  how^ever,"  he 
added,  seeing  that  his  allusion  to  Wilton  made  the  Duke 
turn  a  little  red,  and  divining,  perhaps,  that  Lady  Laura's 
illness  was  in  some  way  connected  with  the  absence  of  his 
young  friend — "  she  is  growing  better." 

And  kindly  kneeling  down  beside  her,  he  took  her  hand 
in  his,  saying  in  a  tender  and  paternal  tone,  "  I  hope  you  are 
better,  my  dear  young  lady.  Nay,  nay,"  he  added,  in  a  lower 
voice,  "be  comforted;  all  will  go  well,  depend  upon  it: — you 
are  better  now;  you  are  better,  I  see."  And  then  perceiving 
that  only  having  seen  him  once  before.  Lady  Laura  did  not 
recollect  him,  he  added  his  own  name,  saying,  "  Lord  Sun- 
bury, my  dear,  the  father,  by  love  and  by  adoption,  of  a  dear 
friend  of  yours." 

The  allusion  to  Wilton  immediately  produced  its  effect 
upon  Lady  Laura,  and  she  burst  into  tears ;  but  seeing  Lord 
Sunbury  about  to  rise,  she  clung  to  his  hand,  saying,  "  Do 
not  leave  me — do  not  leave  me.  1  shall  be  better  in  a  minute. 
I  will  send  him  a  message  by  you." 

"1  will  not,  indeed,  leave  you,"  replied  Lord  Sunbury; 
"but  I  think  we  do  not  need  all  these  people  present  just 
now.      \'our  father  and  I  and  your  woman  will  be  enough." 

According  to  his  suggestion,  the  room  was  cleared,  the 
windows  were  all  thrown  open,  and  in  about  half  an  hour 
Lady  Laura  had  sufficiently  recovered  herself  to  sit  up  and 
speak  with  ease.  Lord  Sunbury  had  avoided  returning  to 
the  subject  of  Wilton,  till  he  fancied  that  she  could  bear  it, 
knowing  that  it  might  be  more  painful  to  her,  even  to  hear 
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him  conversing  with  her  father  upon  such  a  topic,  than  to 
take  part  in  the  discussion  herself.  At  length,  however,  he 
said, — 

"  Now  this  fair  lady  is  tolerably  well  again,  let  me  ask 
your  grace  where  I  can  lind  my  young  friend,  Wilton  Brown. 
I  was  told  at  his  lodgings  that  he  had  come  on  with  all  speed 
to  the  Tower,  merely  getting  a  fresh  horse  as  he  passed." 

"  He  was  here  not  long  ago,  my  lord,"  replied  the  Duke, 
coldly.  "  He  was  kind  enough  to  bring  me  from  Hampton 
Court  the  warrant  for  my  enlargement.  He  went  away  in 
some  haste  and  in  some  sorrow,  not  from  anything  I  said, 
my  lord,  but  from  what  his  own  good  sense  showed  him  must 
be  the  consequence  of  some  discoveries  which  he  had  made 
regarding  his  own  birth.  1  must  say  he  has  in  the  business 
behaved  most  honourably,  and,  at  the  same  time,  most 
sensibly ;  and  anything  on  earth  that  I  can  reasonably  do  to 
testify  my  gratitude  to  him  for  all  the  services  he  has  rendered 
me  and  mine,  I  will  willingly  do  it,  should  it  cost  me  one 
half  of  my  estates." 

Lady  Laura  had  covered  her  eyes  with  her  hands,  but  the 
tears  trickled  through  her  fingers  in  spite  of  all  she  could  do 
to  restrain  them.  Lord  Sunbury,  too,  was  a  good  deal 
agitated,  and  showed  it  more  than  might  have  been  expected 
in  a  man  so  calm  and  deliberate  as  himself.  He  even  rose 
from  his  chair,  and  walked  twice  across  the  room,  before  he 
replied. 

"  My  lord  duke,"  he  said,  at  length,  "  from  what  you  say, 
1  fear  that  both  Wilton  and  your  grace  have  acted  hastily ; 
and  I  am  pained  at  it  the  more,  because  I  believe  that  I 
myself  am  in  some  degree  the  cause  of  all  the  misery  that 
he  now  feels,  and  of  all  the  grief  which  I  can  clearly  see  is 
in  the  breast  of  this  dear  young  lady.  I  have  done  Wilton 
wrong,my  lord,by  a  wantof  proper  precaution  and  care — most 
unintentionally  and  unknowingly ;  but  still  I  have  done  him 
wrong,  which  I  fear  may  be  irreparable.  I  must  see,  and 
endeavour,  as  far  as  it  is  in  my  power,  to  remedy  what  has 
gone  amiss ;  but  whether  I  can,  or  wdiether  I  cannot  do  so,  I 
have  determined  to  atone  for  my  fault  in  the  only  way  that 
it  is  possible.  The  last  heir  in  my  family  entail  is  lately 
dead :  my  estates  are  at  my  own  disposal.  I  have  notified 
to  the  King  this  day,  that  1  have  adopted  Wilton  Brown  as 
my  son  and  heir;  and  his  Majesty  has  been  graciously 
pleased  to  promise  that  a  patent  sh.dl  pass  under  the  great 
seal,  conveying  to  him  my  titles  and  honours  at  my  death. 
This  is  all  that  I  know  with  certainty  can  be  done  at  present ; 
but  there  may  be  more  done  hereafter,  in  regard  to  which  I 
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Avill  not  enter  at  jjresent ;  and  oh !  my  lord,"  he  continued, 
seeing  the  Duke  cast  down  his  eyes  in  cold  silence,  "  for  my 
sake,  for  Wilton's  sake,  for  this  young  lady's  sake,  at  all 
events  suspend  your  decision  till  we  can  see  farther  in  this 
matter." 

The  Duke  raised  his  eyes  to  his  daughter's  face,  and 
yielded,  though  but  in  a  faint  degree,  to  her  imploring  look. 

"  1  will  suspend  my  decision,  my  lord,  at  your  request,"  he 
replied,  "  if  it  will  give  you  any  pleasure.  But  Laura  knows 
my  opinion,  and " 

"  Nay,  nay,"  said  the  Earl,  "  we  will  say  no  more  upon  the 
subject  then,  at  present,  my  lord.  But  as  your  grace  has  the 
order  for  your  liberation,  and  there  can  be  no  great  pleasure 
in  staying  in  this  place,  perhaps  your  grace  and  Lady  Laura 
will  get  into  ray  carriage,  which  is  now  in  the  court ;  and 
while  your  servants  clear  your  apartments,  and  proceed  to 
make  preparations  at  Beaufort  House,  I  trust  you  will  take 
your  supper  at  my  poor  dwelling.  There  I  may  have  an 
opportunity,  my  lord,"  he  added,  turning  with  a  gi'aceful  bow 
to  the  Duke,  "  of  telling  you,  Avho  are  a  politician,  some  great 
yjolitical  changes  that  are  taking  place,  though  I  fear,  that  as 
I  expect  no  guests  of  any  kind,  and  have  hitherto  preserved 
a  strict  incognito,  I  shall  have  no  way  of  entertaining  this 
fair  lady  for  the  evening." 

Laura  shook  her  head  with  a  melancholy  air,  but  made  no 
reply.  The  Duke,  however,  was  taken  with  the  bait  of 
political  news,  and  accepted  the  invitation,  merely  saying, 
"  I  take  it  for  granted,  my  lord,  that  Mr.  Brown  is  not  at 
your  house." 

"  As  far  as  I  know,"  replied  Lord  Sunbury,  "  he  is  not 
aware  of  my  being  in  England.  I  came  to  seek  him  here, 
wishing  to  tell  him  various  matters  ;  but  up  to  this  time,  I 
have  neither  written  to  him,  nor  heard  from  him,  since  I  have 
been  in  this  country.  And  now,  my  lord,"  he  continued, 
taking  up  the  warrant  from  the  table,  "  you  had  better  let  me 
go  and  speak  with  the  Governor's  deputy  here,  concerning 
this  paper,  and  in  five  minutes  I  will  be  back,  to  conduct 
you,  at  liberty,  to  ray  house." 

Thus  saying,  he  left  them  ;  and  Lady  Laura,  certainly 
calmed  and  comforted  by  his  kindly  manner,  and  the  hopeful 
tone  in  which  he  spoke,  prepared  with  pleasure  to  go  with 
him.  Her  father  mentioned  Wilton's  name  no  more ;  but 
gave  some  orders  to  his  servant  and,  by  the  time  that  they 
were  ready  to  go.  Lord  Sunbury  had  returned  with  the 
Lieutenant  of  the  Governor,  announcing  that  the  gates  of 
the  Tower  were  open  to  the  Duke.     The  Earl  then  offered 
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his  hand  to  the  fair  girl,  and  led  her  down  to  his  carriage, 
saying  in  a  low  tone  as  they  went,  "  Fear  not,  my  dear  young 
lady  ;  we  shall  find  means  to  soften  your  father  in  time." 

After  a  long  and  tedious  drive  through  the  dull  streets  of 
London,  the  carriage  of  the  Earl  of  Sunbury  stopped  at  the 
door  of  his  house  in  St.  James's  Square.  None  of  his  ser- 
vants appeared  yet  in  livery,  and  the  man  who  opened  the 
door  was  his  own  valet.  He  seemed  not  a  little  astonished  at 
the  sight  of  a  lady  and  gentleman  with  his  master;  and  the 
Earl  was  as  much  surprised  to  hear  loud  voices  from  the 
large  dining-room  on  his  left  hand. 

The  Duke  and  Lady  Laura,  however,  entered,  and  were 
passing  on  ;  but  the  valet,  as  soon  as  he  had  closed  the  door, 
advanced  and  whispered  a  few  words  to  the  Earl. 

The  Earl  questioned  him  again  in  the  same  tone,  put  his 
hand  for  a  moment  to  his  forehead,  and  then  said,  addressing 
the  Duke,  "  There  are  some  persons  up  stairs,  my  lord  duke, 
that  we  would  rather  you  did  not  see  at  this  moment.  I  will 
speak  to  them  for  an  instant,  and  be  down  with  you  directly, 
if  you  will  go  into  the  dining-room.  You  will  there,  I  under- 
stand, find  Lord  Byerdale  and  his  son,  the  latter  of  whom,  it 
seems,  has  come  hither  for  my  support  and  advice,  and  has 
been  followed  by  his  father." 

"  But,  my  lord,  my  lord,"  said  the  Duke,  "  after  Lord 
Byerdale's  conduct  to  myself " 

"  Enter  into  no  dispute  with  him  till  I  come,  my  dear  duke," 
said  the  Earl — "  I  will  be  with  you  in  one  minute  ;  and  his 
lordship  of  Byerdale  will  have  quite  sufficient  to  settle  with 
me,  to  give  occupation  to  his  thoughts  for  the  rest  of  the 
evening.  You  may  chnnce  to  see  triumphant  villany  re- 
buked— I  wanted  to  have  escaped  the  matter;  but  since  he 
has  presumed  to  come  into  my  house,  I  must  take  the  task 
upon  myself." 

The  tone  in  which  he  spoke,  and  the  expectation  of  what 
was  to  follow,  fixed  the  Duke's  determination  at  once  ;  and 
drawing  the  arm  of  Lady  Laura  within  his  own,  he  followed 
the  servant,  who  now  threw  open  the  door  to  which  Lord 
Sunbury  pointed,  and  entered  the  dining-room,  while  the 
Earl  himself  ascended  the  stairs. 


CHAPTER  XLVL 

A  SCENE  curious  but  yet  painful  presented  itself  to  the  eyes 
of  Lady  Laura  and  her  father  on  entering  the  dining-room 
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of  Lord  Sunbuvy's  house.  On  the  side  of  the  room  oppo- 
site to  the  door  stood  Lord  Sherbrooke,  with  his  arms  folded 
on  his  chest,  his  brow  contracted,  liis  teeth  firmly  shut,  his 
lips  drawn  close,  and  every  feature  but  the  bright  and  flash- 
ing eye  betokening  a  strong  and  vigorous  struggle  to  com- 
mand the  passions  which  were  busy  in  his  bosom.  Seated 
at  the  table,  on  which  the  young  nobleman  had  laid  down 
his  sword,  was  his  beautiful  wife,  with  her  eyes  buried  in  her 
hands,  and  no  part  of  her  face  to  be  seen  but  a  portion  of 
the  cheek  as  pale  as  ashes,  and  the  small  delicate  ear  glow- 
ing like  fire.  The  sun  was  far  to  the  westward,  and  stream- 
ing in  across  the  open  space  of  the  square,  poured  through 
the  window  upon  her  beautiful  form,  which,  even  under  the 
pressure  of  deep  grief,  fell  naturally  into  lines  of  the  most 
perfect  grace. 

But  the  same  evening  light  poured  across  also,  and 
streamed  full  upon  the  face  and  form  of  the  Earl  of  Byer- 
dale,  who  seemed  to  have  totally  forgotten,  in  excess  of  rage, 
the  calm  command  over  himself  which  he  usually  exercised 
even  in  moments  of  the  greatest  excitement.  His  lip  was 
quivering,  his  brow  was  contracted,  his  eye  was  rolling  with 
strong  passion,  his  hand  was  clenched ;  and  at  the  moment 
that  Laura  and  the  Duke  went  round  the  table  from  the  door 
towards  the  side  of  the  room  on  which  were  Lord  Sher- 
brooke and  his  wife,  the  Earl  was  shaking  his  clenched  hand 
at  his  son,  accompanying  by  that  gesture  of  wrath  the  most 
terrible  denunciations  upon  his  head. 

"  Yes,  sir,  yes !"  he  exclaimed.  "  I  tell  you  my  curse  is 
upon  you !  I  divorce  myself  from  your  mother's  memory ! 
I  cast  you  off,  and  abandon  you  for  ever !  Think  not  that  I 
will  have  pity  u]3on  you,  when  I  see  your  open-mouthed 
creditors  swallowing  you  up  living,  and  dooming  you  to  a 
prison  for  life.  May  an  eternal  curse  fall  upon  me,  if  ever 
I  relieve  you  with  a  shilling  even  to  buy  you  bread  !  See  if 
the  man  in  whose  house  you  have  sought  shelter — see  if  this 
Earl  of  Sunbury,  with  whom,  doubtless,  you  have  been  plot- 
ting your  father's  destruction — see  if  this  undermining  poli- 
tician, this  diplomatic  mole,  will  give  you  means  to  pay  your 
debts,  or  furuish  you  with  bread  to  feed  yourself  and  your 
pretty  companion  there  !  No,  sir,  no  !  liCad  forth,  to  the 
beggary  to  which  you  have  brought  her,  the  beggarly  off- 
sjjring  of  that  runagate  .Jacobite  !  Lead  her  forth,  and  with 
a  train  of  babies  at  your  heels,  sing  French  ballads  in  the 
streets  to  gain  yourself  subsistence. — You  thought  that  I  had 
no  clue  to  your  proceedings.     1  fancied  she  was  your  mis- 
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tress,  and  that  mattered  little,  for  it  is  the  only  thing  fitted 
for  the  beggarly  exile's  daughter.  But  since  she  is  your 
wife,  look  to  it  to  provide  for  her  yourself !" 

He  must  have  heard  somebody  enter  the  room,  but  he 
turned  not  the  least  in  that  direction,  carried  away  by  the 
awful  whirlwind  of  his  fury.  He  was  even  still  going  on, 
without  looking  round;  but  it  was  a  woman's  voice,  the  voice 
of  a  gentle,  but  noble-hearted  woman  that  stojjped  him. 

Lady  Laura,  the  moment  she  entered  the  room,  reco- 
gnised in  the  bending  form  of  her  who  sat  weeping  and 
trembling  at  the  table,  one  who  had  been  kind  to  her  in 
danger  and  in  terror,  and  the  first  impulse  was  to  go  to  her 
support.  But  when  she  heard  the  insulting  and  gross  words 
of  the  Earl  of  Byerdale,  her  spirit  rose,  her  heart  swelled 
with  indignation,  and  with  courage,  which  she  might  not 
have  possessed  in  her  own  case,  she  turned  full  upon  him, 
exclaiming, — 

"  For  shame.  Earl  of  Byerdale! — for  shame!  This  to  a 
woman  in  a  woman's  presence !  If  you  have  forgotten  that 
you  are  a  gentleman,  have  you  forgotten  that  you  are  a 
man  ? "  And  going  quickly  forward,  she  threw  her  arm 
round  the  neck  of  the  weeping  girl,  exclaiming,  "  Look  up, 
dear  Caroline :  look  up,  sweet  lady  !  You  are  not  without 
support !     A  friend  is  near  you  !" 

Lady  Sherbrooke  looked  up,  saw  who  it  was,  and  instantly 
cast  herself  upon  her  bosom. 

The  Earl  of  Byerdale  turned  his  eyes  from  Laura  to  the 
Duke,  evidently  confounded  and  surprised,  and  put  his  hand 
upon  his  brow,  as  if  to  collect  his  thoughts.  The  next 
minute,  however,  he  said,  with  a  sneering  air,  "  Ha,  pretty 
lady,  is  that  you  ?  Ha,  my  lord  duke,  have  you  escaped 
from  the  Tower.?  You  are  somewhat  early  in  your  pro- 
ceedings !  Why,  it  wants  half  an  hour  of  night !  But  doubt- 
less the  impatient  bridegroom  was  eager  to  have  all  complete, 
and  I  have  now  to  congratulate  my  Lady  Laura  Bro  vvn  upon 
her  father's  sudden  enfranchisement,  and  her  marriage  with 
my  dear  cousin's  natural  child.  Ma'am,  I  am  your  most 
obedient,  humble  servant.  Duke,  I  congratulate  you  upon 
the  noble  alliance  you  have  formed.  You  come  well,  you 
come  happily,  to  witness  me  curse  that  base  and  degenerate 
boy.  But  it  is  a  pity  you  did  not  bring  the  happy  bride- 
groom, Mr.  Brown,  that  we  might  have  two  fine  specimens  of 
noble  alliances  in  one  room." 

"  You  are  mistaken,  sir,"  said  the  Duke  furiously  ;  "  you 
are  mistaken,  sir.     Your  villany  is  discovered  ;  your  base 
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treachery   has  been  told  by  a  man  who  was  too  honourable 
to  take  advantage  of  it,  even  for  his  OAvn  happiness." 

"  Then,  my  lord  duke,"  replied  the  Earl  of  Byerdale,  "  he 
is  as  great  a  liar  in  this  instance  as  you  have  proved  your- 
self a  fool  in  every  one  ;  for  he  pliglited  me  his  word  not  to 
reveal  anything  till  your  safety  was  secure." 

"  It  is  you,  sir,  are  the  liar !"  replied  the  Duke,  forgetting 
everything  in  his  anger,  which  was  now  raised  to  the  highest 
pitch.  "  It  is  you,  sir,  who  are  the  liar,  as  you  have  been 
the  knave  throughout,  and  may  now  prove  to  be  the  fool 
too  !" 

"  Hush,  hush !"  exclaimed  the  voice  of  Lord  Sherbrooke, 
raised  to  a  loud  tone.  "Remember,  my  lord  duke,  that  he 
is  still  my  father  !" 

"  Sir !"  exclaimed  the  Earl,  turning  first  upon  his  son,  "  I 
am  your  father  no  longer !  For  you,  duke,  I  see  how  the 
matter  has  gone  with  this  vile  and  treacherous  knave  whom 
I  have  fostered!    But  as  sure  as  I  am  Earl  of  Byerdale " 

"  You  are  so  no  longer !"  said  a  voice  beside  him,  and  at 
the  same  moment  a  strong  muscular  hand  was  laid  upon  his 
shoulder,  with  a  grasp  that  he  could  not  shake  off. 

The  Earl  turned  fiercely  round,  and  laid  his  hand  upon 
his  sword ;  but  his  eyes  lighted  instantly  on  the  fine  stern 
countenance  of  Colonel  Green,  who  keeping  his  grasp  firmly 
upon  the  shoulder  of  the  other,  bent  his  dark  eyes  full  upon 
his  face. 

The  whole  countenance  and  appearance  of  him  whom  we 
have  called  the  Earl  of  Byerdale  became  like  a  withered 
flower.  The  colour  forsook  his  cheeks  and  his  lips :  he 
grew  pale,  he  grew  livid ;  his  proud  head  sunk,  his  knees 
bent,  he  trembled  in  every  limb ;  and  when  Green,  at  length, 
pushed  him  from  him,  saying  in  a  loud  tone  and  with  a  stern 
brow,  "  Get  thee  from  me,  Harry  Sherbrooke  !"  he  sank  into 
a  chair,  unable  to  speak,  or  move,  or  support  himself. 

In  the  meantime,  his  son  had  cast  his  eyes  upon  the 
ground,  and  remained  looking  downwards  with  a  look  of 
pain,  but  not  surprise;  while  treading  close  upon  the  steps 
of  Colonel  Green  appeared  Wilton  Brown  with  the  Lady 
Helen  Oswald  clinging  to  rather  than  leaning  on  his  arm, 
and  tlie  Earl  of  Suubury  on  her  right  hand. 

Those  who  were  most  surprised  in  the  room  were  certainly 
the  Duke  and  Lady  Laura,  for  they  had  been  suddenly  made 
witnesses  to  a  strange  scene  without  having  any  key  to  the 
feelings,  the  motives,  or  the  actions  oftlie  performers  tlierein  ; 
and  the  Duke  gazed  with  quite  sufficient  wonder  upon  all  he 
saw,  to  drown  and  overcome  all  feelings  of  anger  at  behold- 
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ing  Wilton  so  unexpectedly  in   the   house    of  the   Earl  of 
Sunbury. 

For  a  moment  or  two  after  the  stern  gesture  of  Green, 
there  was  silence,  as  if  every  one  else  were  too  much  afraid 
or  too  much  surprised  to  speak ;  and  he  also  continued  for 
a  short  space  gazing  sternly  upon  the  man  before  him,  as  if 
his  mind  laboured  with  all  that  he  had  to  say.  It  was  not, 
however,  to  the  person  whom  his  presence  seemed  entirely 
to  have  blasted,  that  he  next  addressed  himself. 

"  My  Lord  of  Sunbury,"  he  said,  "  you  see  this  man  be- 
fore me,  and  you  also  mark  how  terrible  to  him  is  this  sudden 
meeting  with  one  whom  he  has  deemed  long  dead.  When 
last  we  met,  I  left  him  on  the  shores  of  Ireland  after  the  battle 
of  the  Boyne,  in  which  I  took  part  and  he  did  not.  The  ship 
in  which  I  was  supposed  to  have  sailed  was  wTccked  at  sea, 
and  every  soul  therein  perished.  But  I  had  marked  this 
man's  eagerness  to  make  me  quit  my  native  land,  in  which  I 
had  great  duties  to  perform,  and  I  never  went  to  the  vessel, 
in  which  if  I  had  gone,  I  shovdd  have  met  a  watery  grave. 
During  the  time  that  has  since  passed,  he  has  enjoyed  wealth 
that  belonged  not  to  him,  a  title  to  which  he  had  no  claim. 
He  has  raised  himself  to  power  and  to  station,  and  he  has 
abused  his  power  and  disgraced  his  station,  till  his  King  is 
weary  of  him,  and  his  country  can  endure  him  no  longer.  In 
the  meanwhile,  I  have  waited  my  time  ;  I  have  watched  all  his 
movements ;  I  have  heard  of  all  the  inquiries  he  has  set  on 
foot  to  prove  my  death,  and  all  the  investigations  he  insti- 
tuted, when  he  found  that  the  boy  who  was  with  me  had  been 
set  on  shore  again.  T  have  given  him  full  scope  and  licence 
to  act  as  he  chose  ;  but  I  have  come  at  length,  to  wrest  from 
him  that  which  is  not  his,  and  to  strip  him  of  a  raidi  to  which 
he  has  no  claim. — Have  you  anything  to  say,  Harry  Sher- 
brooke  V  he  continued,  fixing  his  eye  upon  him.  "  Have 
you  anything  to  say  against  that  which  I  advance  V 

While  he  had  been  speaking,  the  other  had  evidently  been 
making  a  struggle  to  resume  his  composure  and  command 
over  himself,  and  he  now  gazed  upon  him  with  a  fierce  and 
vindictive  look,  but  without  attenijting  to  rise. 

"  I  will  not  deny,  Lennard  Sherbrooke,"  he  replied,  "  that 
I  know  you ;  I  will  not  even  deny  that  I  know  you  to  be 
Eai'l  of  Byerdale.  But  I  know  you  also  to  be  a  proclaimed 
traitor  and  outlaw,  having  borne  aims  against  the  lawful 
sovereign  of  these  realms,  subjected  by  just  decree  to  for- 
feiture and  attainder  ;  and  I  call  upon  every  one  here  present 
to  aid  me  in  arresting  you,  and  you  to  surrender  yourself,  to 
take  your  trial  according  to  law  !" 
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"  Weak  man,  give  over !"  replied  the  Colonel.  "  All  your 
schemes  are  frustrated,  all  your  base  designs  are  vain.  You 
■writhe  under  my  heel,  like  a  crushed  adder,  but,  serpent,  I 
tell  you,  you  bite  upon  a  file.  First,  for  myself,  I  am  not  a 
proclaimed  ti-aitor ;  but,  pleading  the  King's  full  pardon  for 
everything  in  which  I  may  have  offended,  I  claim  all  that  is 
mine  own,  my  rights,  my  privileges,  my  long  forgotten  name, 
even  to  the  small  pittance  of  inheritance,  which,  in  your  vast 
accessions  of  property,  you  did  not  even  scruple  to  grasp  at, 
and  which  has  certainly  mightily  recovered  itself  under  your 
careful  and  parsimonious  hand.  But,  nevertheless,  though  I 
claim  all  that  is  my  own,  I  claim  neither  the  title  nor  the 
estates  of  Byerdale.  Wilton,  my  boy,  stand  forward,  and  let 
any  one  who  ever  saw  or  knew  your  gallant  and  noble  father, 
and  your  mother,  who  is  now  a  saint  in  heaven,  say  if  they  do 
not  see  in  you  a  blended  image  of  the  two." 

"  He  was  his  natural  child !  he  was  his  natural  child  !" 
cried  Henry  Sherbrooke,  starting  up  from  his  seat.  "  I  ascer- 
tained it  beyond  a  doubt !  I  have  proof!   I  have  proof!" 

"  Again,  false  man? — Again?"  said  Lennard  Sherbrooke. 
"  Cannot  shame  keep  you  silent?  You  have  no  proof!  You 
<;an  have  no  proof!  —  You  found  no  proof  of  the  marriage- 
granted;  because  care  was  taken  that  you  should  not.  But 
I  have  proof  sufficient,  sir.  This  lady,  whom  I  must  call  in 
this  land  Mistress  Helen  Oswald,  though  the  late  King 
bestowed  upon  her  father  and  herself  a  rank  higher  than 
that  to  which  she  now  lays  claim,  was  present  at  the  jnivate 
marriage  of  her  sister  to  my  brother,  by  a  Protestant  clergy- 
man, before  Sir  Harry  Oswald  ever  quitted  England.  There 
is  also  the  woman  servant,  who  was  present  likewise,  still 
living  and  ready  to  be  produced  ;  and  if  more  be  wanting, 
here  is  the  certificate  of  the  clergyman  himself,  signed  in  due 
form,  together  with  my  brother's  solemn  attestation  of  his 
marringe,  given  before  he  went  to  the  fatal  battle  in  which 
he  fell.  To  possess  yourself  of  these  papers,  of  the  existence 
of  which  you  yourself  must  have  entertained  some  suspicions, 
you  used  unjustifiable  arts  towards  this  noble  Earl  of  Sun- 
bury,  which  were  specious  enough  even  to  deceive  his  wisdom ; 
but  I  obtained  information  of  the  facts,  and  frustrated  your 
devices." 

"  Ay,"  said  Harry  Sherbrooke,  "  through  my  worthy  son, 
doubtless,  through  my  worthy  son,  who,  beyond  all  question, 
used  his  leisure  hours  in  reading,  jn-ivately,  his  father's 
letters  and  despatches,  for  the  great  purpose  of  making  that 
father  a  beggar !" 

"  I  call  Heaven  to  witness  !"  exclaimed  the  young  gentle- 
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man,  clasping  his  hands  together  eagerly.     But  Lord  Sun- 
bury  interposed. 

"  No,  sir,"  he  said,  "  your  son  needed  no  such  arts  to  learn 
that  fact,  at  least ;  for  even  before  I  sent  over  the  ]ja])ers  to 
you  which  you  demanded,  I  wrote  to  your  son,  telling  him 
the  facts,  in  order  to  guard  against  their  misapplication. 
Unfortunate  circumstances  prevented  his  receiving  my  letter 
in  time  to  answer  me,  which  would  have  stopped  me  fi*om 
sending  them.  He  communicated  the  fact,  however,  to 
Colonel  Sherbrooke,  and  the  result  has  been  their  pre- 
servation." 

The  unfortunate  man  was  about  to  speak  again;  but  Lord 
Sunbury  waved  his  hand  mildly,  saying,  "  Indeed,  my  good 
sir,  it  would  be  better  to  utter  no  more  of  such  words  as  we 
have  already  heard  from  you.  Should  you  be  inclined  to 
contest  rights  and  claims  which  do  not  admit  of  a  doubt,  it 
must  be  in  another  place  and  not  here.  You  will  remember, 
however,  that  were  you  even  to  succeed  in  shaking  the  legi- 
timacy of  my  young  friend,  the  Earl  of  Byerdale  here  present, 
which  cannot  by  any  possibility  be  done,  you  would  but 
convey  the  title  and  estates  to  his  uncle,  Colonel  Sherbrooke, 
to  whose  consummate  piTidence,  in  favour  of  his  nephew,  it  is 
now  owing  that  these  estates,  having  been  suffered  to  rest  for 
so  many  years  in  your  hands,  no  forfeiture  has  taken  place, 
which  must  have  been  the  case  if  he  had  claimed  them  for 
his  nephew  before  this  period.  Whatever  be  the  result,  you 
lose  them  altogether.  But  I  am  happy  that  it  is  in  my 
power,"  he  added,  advancing  tOAvards  him  whom  we  have 
hitherto  called  Lord  Sherbrooke,  "  to  say  that  this  reverse 
will  not  sink  your  family  in  point  of  fortune  so  much  as  might 
be  imagined.  That,  sir,  is  spared  to  you,  by  your  son's  mar- 
riage with  this  young  lady." 

Caroline  started  up  eagerly  from  the  table,  gazing  with  wild 
and  joyful  eyes  in  the  face  of  Lord  Sunbury,  and  exclaiming, 
"  Have  you,  have  you  accomplished  it  ? " 

"  Yes,  my  dear  young  lady,  I  have,"  replied  Lord  Sunbury. 
"  The  King,  in  consideration  of  the  old  friendship  which 
subsisted  between  your  father  and  himself,  in  youthfril  days, 
before  political  strifes  divided  them,  has  granted  that  the 
estate  yet  unappropriated  shall  be  restored  to  you,  on  two 
conditions,  one  of  which  is  already  fulfilled — your  marriage 
with  an  English  Protestant  gentleman,  and  the  other,  which 
doubtless  you  will  fulfil,  residence  in  this  country,  and  obe- 
dience to  the  hiws.  He  told  me  to  inform  you,  that  he  was 
not  Ji  man  to  strip  the  or])han.  You  will  thus  have  com- 
petence, happy,  liberal  competence." 

D   D 
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Her  husband  pressed  Caroline  to  his  bosom  for  a  moment. 
But  he  then  walked  round  the  table,  approached  his  father, 
and  kissed  his  hand,  saying,  in  a  low  voice,  "  My  lord,  let 
a  repentant  son  be  at  least  happy  in  sharing  all  with  his 
father."  ': 

For  once  in  his  life  his  father  was  overcome,  and  bending 
down  his  head  upon  son's  neck,  he  wept. 

Lord  Sunbury  gazed  around  him  for  a  moment ;  but  then 
turning  to  Lady  Helen  Oswald,  he  said,  "  I  have  much  to 
say  to  you,  but  it  must  be  in  private.  Nevertheless,  even 
now,  let  me  say  that  yoirr  motives  have  been  explained  to 
me ;  that  I  understand  them ;  that  she  who  could  sacrifice 
her  heart's  best  affections  to  a  parent  in  exile,  in  poverty,  in 
sickness,  and  in  sorrow,  has  a  greater  claim  than  ever  upon 
the  heart  of  every  noble  man.  You  have,  of  old,  deeper 
claims  on  mine,  and  by  the  ring  upon  this  finger,  by  the 
state  of  solitude  in  which  my  life  has  been  passed,  you  may 
judge  that  those  claims  have  not  been  forgotten — Helen?" 
he  added,  taking  her  hand  in  his. 

The  Lady  Helen  turned  her  head  away,  with  a  cheek  that 
was  glowing  deeply;  but  her  hand  was  not  withdrawn,  and. 
the  fingers  clasped  upon  those  of  Lord  Sunbmy. 

The  Earl  smiled  brightly.  "  And  now,  my  lord  duke,"  he 
said,  "  I  besought  yoiu-  lordship  about  an  hour  ago  to  sus- 
pend your  decision  upon  a  point  of  great  importance.  Did  I 
do  riglit .?" 

"  My  lord,"  answered  the  Duke,  gaily,  "  I  hope  I  am  not 
too  quick  tliis  time ;  but  my  decision  is  already  made. 
Wilton,  my  dear  boy,  take  her — take  her — I  give  her  to  you 
with  my  whole  heart !" 


THE    EM). 


T.  (',  ijavill,  I'riiiter,  1,  Cliainlos-streot,  Covcnl-.nwcluii. 
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CATALOGUE 

OP 

SMITH,    ELDER    AND    GO.'S    NEW    PUBLICATIONS. 


WOEKS   IN   THE    PEESS. 
THE  EEV.   DE,   CEOLY. 

THE  PATRIARCHS-THE  PROPHETS-THE  APOSTLES. 

Their  characters  and  influence  on  tlie  a;jes  in  whicli  they  lived,  con- 
sidered in  connection  with  the  Christian  dispensation.  To  form  a  series 
of  three  separate  and  independent  volumes.  The  tirst,  treating  of  the 
Patriarchs,  is  in  preparation. 

NEWWOEK  BY  THE  AUTHOE  OF  "THE  NOVITIATE." 

THE    JESUIT    IN    THE    FAMILY. 

By  Andrew  Steinmetz,  Author  of  "The Novitiate  ;  or,  a  Year  amonpf 
the  English  Jesuits,"  1  vol.  post  8vo.  {nearly  ready.) 

AUTOBIOGEAPHY  OF  A  NEGEO  SLAVE. 

THE    LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  ZAMBA, 

An  African  Negro  Cliief,  written  by  himself,  1  vol.  post  8vo. 

{nearly  ready.) 

ME.  G.  P.  E.  JAMES. 

THE  CASTLE  OF  EHRENSTEIN, 

A  Iloraance,  by  G.  P.  R.  James,  Esq.,  3  vols,  post  8vo.       {just  ready.) 

ME.  LEIGH  HUNT. 

MEN,    TVOIUEN,    AND  ROOKS: 

A  Collection  op  Essays,  by  Leigh  Hunt,  2  vols,  post  8vo. 

{very  shortly.) 


NEW  NOVEL. 

A  VtTHIM   AND    ITS    CONSEQUENCES. 

3  vols,  post  8vo. 


{just  ready.) 


SIE  JOHN  HEESCHEL'S 

OBSERVATIONS   IN   THE    SOUTHERN  HEMISPHERE. 

Made    during    a    recent   residence    at    tlio    C.\pe    of    Good    Hote. 
In  one  volume,  royal  4to.     Illustrated  by  mimcrous  Plates. 

FAUNA    ANTIQUA    SIVALENSIS ; 

THE    FOSSIL    ZOOLOGY    OF     THE    SEWALTC     HILLS    IN    THE 

NORTH    OF   INDIA. 
By  Dr.  Hugh  Falconer,  and  Major  Prory  T.  Cautley.     Parts  II. 
and  III.,  containing  the  continuation  of  Proroscidea.  {very  shortly.) 
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2 WORKS    JUST    PUBLISHED. 

SAVAGB    LIFE    AND     SCENES     IN    AUSTRALIA    AND 

NE^;^    ZEALAND. 

Being:  an  Artist's  impressions  of  Countries  and  People  at  the  Antipodes. 
By  Geokgk  FiiENCH  Axgas,  Esq.  In  two  vols,  post  8vo.,  with 
nnmLTous  Illustrations. 

"  These  are  two  volumes  of  good  artislical  description,  with  much  of  finer  staple  than 
the  litle-pui;e  promises.  Mr.  Angas  observed  nalure  in  (he  Southern  hemisphere  with  a 
painter's  eye,  and  has  thrown  much  poetical  feeling  into  his  impressions  of  it." — 
J/o  rn  in  if  Ck  ronivlc. 

"  He  has  not  the  bias  or  coarseness  of  many  who  have  gone  out  to  the  antipodes;  he 
has  a  betier  tasle,  in  some  sense  a  more  cultivated  mind,  and  is  lifted  above  the  atmo- 
sphere of  (Colonial  i);uli/,anship." — Spectator. 

"  Already  favourably  known  to  tlu>  pubhc,  bolli  as  an  artist  and  an  author,  Mr.  Angas 
has  fully  conlirmed  every  expectancy  by  his  new  i)ublication.  (ienerally  s|)eaking,  we 
might  say  it  was  artisticcl  and  descriptive,  picturesque  and  poetical,  did  we  not  fear  that 
these  epithets  might  mislead  the  reader  into  an  impression  that  it  was  not  at  the  same 
time  curious  in  uctual  ohseri'alion  and  faithful  in  details." — Litcrari/  Gazette. 

"Mr.  Angas  is  a  sort  of  tr;nellor  with  whom  it  is  very  comforlnhle  to  journey,  inas- 
much as  he  devotes  almost  all  his  time  to  description,  in  which  he  eminently  succeeds. 
Mr.  Angas  has  produced  a  very  interesting  work,  and  illustrated  it  with  sketches  which  do 
much  credit  to  his  ability  in  his  profession." — 7'he  Britannia. 

"After  a  careful  reading  of  these  two  volumes,  we  pronounce  tlsem,  without  any  hesi- 
tation, to  allbrd  on  the  whole  the  most  faithful  pictures  of  savage  life  in  Australia  and  New 
Zealand  yet  published." — Weekly  Chronicle. 

LEIGH  HUNT'S  SELECTIONS  FEOM  THE  ENGLISH  POETS, 

EXEMI'LIFYINa 

I.    IMAGINATION    AND   FANCY. 
II.    "WIT  AND  HUMOUK. 

Each  volume  is  complete  in  itself,  and  preceded  by  an  Essay  illustrative 
of  the  fiualities  respectively  exemplified  in  the  selections  ;  the  best  pass- 
ages are  marked  and  commented  upon  by  Mr.  Leigh  Hunt,  who  also 
characterizes  each  author.  Bound  in  cloth,  with  gilt  edges,  price 
lOs.  Gd.  each. 

Opinions  of  the  Press,  on  Wit  and  Humour. 

"No  critic,  present  or  past,  selects  with  such  unerring  and  delicate  tact,  or  recom- 
mends his  selections  to  the  relish  of  others  in  such  fitting,  home-going,  easy,  and  elegant 
words.  AVe  know  of  no  poetical  criticism  to  compare  with  Mr.  Hunt's, — not  simply 
for  that  (pialily  of  exquisite  laste,  but  for  its  sense  of  continuity  and  sustained  en- 
joyment.— The  design  of  this  delightful  series  extends  beyond  a  collection  of  elegant 
extracts,  while  it  combines  the  best  features  of  such  collections.  The  two  volumes 
already  published  arc^  precisely  the  books  one  would  wish  to  carry  for  companionship  on  a 
journey,  or  to  liave  at  hand  when  tired  of  work,  or  at  a  loss  what  to  do  for  want  of  it. 
They  are  selections  of  some  of  the  best  things  sonn;  of  our  best  authors  have  said, 
accompanied  with  short  but  delicate  expositions  and  enforcements  of  their  beauties. 
They  are  truly  most  genial,  agreeable,  and  social  books." — E.rantiurr. 

"This  is  really  a  delightful  volume,  forming  a  ])ro[ier  complement  and  companion  to  its 
predecessor  on  '  Imagination  and  I'ancy.'  I'^acb  of  them  gives  us  the  best  jiassages  of  the 
best  writers,  in  their  respective  kinds,  illustrated  by  on(^  who  will  himself  leave  no  mean 
remembraii(!e  to  posterity,  in  the  sjiirit  of  genial  criticism,  informed  by  a  delicate  faculty 
of  discriminalion.     What  more  could  literary  e|)icures  desire?" — JMoriiiiiir  Chronicle. 

"  If  we  were  to  choose  the  subject  and  the  author  of  a  fireside  book  for  tiic  long  winter 
evenings,  we  should  certainly  call  some  such  volume  as  this  into  existence.  The  reader 
will  look  for  ex(|uisite  things  in  this  book,  and  be  will  find  a  great  deal  more  than  he  looks 
for  in  the  prodigal  resources  opened  uj)  in  its  pages.  It  is  the  very  essence  of  the  sunniest 
qualities  from  luiglish  points." — .lllas. 

"There  is  someihing  genial  in  the  very  lille  of  this  volume;  and  it  does  not  belie  its 
title.  'Wit  and  Humour,'  forms  a  pendant  to  '  Imagination  and  Fancy,'  by  the  same 
author.  A  like  design  is  embodied  in  both  works.  The  book  is  at  once  exhilarating  and 
Buggeslive  :  it  may  charm  frivolous  minds  into  wisdom,  and  austere  ones  into  mirtii." — 
ytthend-Hiii. 
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THE  OXFORD  GEADUATE  ON  PAINTING. 

"MODERN    PAIOTTEHS." 

Volume  the  First.  By  A  Graduate  or  Oxford.  A  New 
Edition,  revised  by  the  Author,  being  the  Third.  In  imperial  8vo., 
xuiifonn  with  'N'ol.  II. 

SECONB  VOLUME  OP  "  MODERN   POINTERS." 

Treating  of  the  Imaginative  and  Theoretic  Faculties.  By  a 
Graduate  of  Oxford.  In  one  volume,  imperial  8vo.,  price  10a-.  Gd. 
cloth. 

The  Third  Volume  of  this  work,  with  numerous  Illustrations,   Is 
preparing  for  publication. 

"  A  work  dislinguished  by  an  enlighlened  style  of  criticism,  new  lo  English  readers, 
•ind  by  tlio  profound  observation  of  nature  displayed  by  the  author." — Dublin  University 
Alagazinr. 

"This  is  tlie  produulion  of  a  highly  gifted  mind,  one  who  has  evidently  bestowed  time 
and  labour  to  obtain  a  practical  kno^\led:;e  of  the  line  arts,  and  who  ■writes  eloquently, 
feelingly,  and  fearlessly." — Polyteclinic  Review. 

"  It  has  seldoai  been  our  lot  to  take  up  a  work  more  admirably  conceived  and  vrillen 
than  this  beautiful  and  elaborate  essay.  To  a  perfect  idea  of  the  scope  of  the  is.q..iry, 
and  a  mastery  of  all  the  tcclmicalitios  required  tor  its  due  treatment,  the  Graduate  unites 
considerable  metaphysical  power,  extent  of  philosophical  and  scienlilic  knowledge,  a  cl^ar 
and  manly  style  of  expression,  and  no  inconsiderable  command  of  humour  and  satire." — 
Atlas. 

"The  second  volume  may  be  designated  as  an  analysis  of  lieauty,  in  which  also  the 
writer  includes  the  sublime.  It  contains  much  valuable  matter,  the  whole  of  which  may 
be  traced  to  that  part  of  the  argument  which  the  writer  has  drawn  from  tlie  direct  con- 
templation of  real  things ;  learning  from  them,  and  from  them  alone,  by  the  aid  an 
acute  and  cultivated  perception,  their  proper  and  intimate  significance.  .  .  .  Wt  jre 
prepared  emphatically  to  declare,  that  tiiis  work  is  the  most  valuable  contribution  towards 
a  proper  view  of  painting,  its  purpose  and  meaus,  that  has  come  within  our  knowledge," — 
Foreign  Quarterly  Review. 

"  The  Oxford  Graduate  is  a  bold  revolutionist  in  art A  very  Luther  in 

art-criticism lie  has  asserted   and  established  the   claims   of  Landscape 

painting  to  a  much  higher  rank  than  it  hitherto  enjoyed The  second  volume 

of  this  remarkable  work  rises  above  the  first.    Indeed,  we  question  if  any  but  a  high 
order  of  mind  wiU  embrace  the  full  grandeur  of  its  design,  or  follow  the  masterly  analysis 

by  which  its  propositions  are  elucidated The  author  approaches  his  task  in 

a  deep  religious  spirit.     He  does  not  so  much  criticise  or  argue,  as  expound.     .     .     . 

He  considers  Art  to  be  a  solemn  interpretation  of  Nature The  more  one 

reads  the  book  the  more  it  fascinates." — English  Gentleman. 

"The  author  now  comes  forward  with  additional  force,  and,  we  must  hope,  with  still 

higher  ellect,  on  tiie  public  taste lie  directs  his  attention  in  the  present 

volume  from  the  individual  artists  to  the  art  itself." — Britannia. 

H.  M.  S.  GOEGON. 

A  NARRATIVE  OP   T^^S  RECOVER'^'  OF  S3,   m.   S. 

GORGON. 

(Charles  Hotitam,  Esq.,  Captain),  Stranded  in  the  Bay  of  Monte 
Video,  Jlay  10,  1844.  By  Astley  Cooper  Key,  Corninander,  R.X., 
(late  Lieut,  of  H.  M.  S.  Gorgon).  1  vol.  8vo,  with  numerous  Plates. 
Price  Is.  Gd.  cloth. 
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ME.  DAEWIN'S  NEW  WOEK. 

GEOIjOGICAIi    OBSERVATIONS    ON    SOUTK    AMERICA. 

Being  the  Third  Part  of  the  Geology-  of  the  Voyage  of  the 
Beagle,  under  the  Command  of  Captain  Fitzroy,  ll.N.,  during  the 
Years  18:32  to  18.30.  By  Charles  Darvvix,  MA.  F.R.8.  F.G.S. 
Naturalist  to  the  Expedition.  In  1  vol.  8vo.  with  Plates  and  Cuts, 
12s.  cloth. 


4  WORKS    JUST    PUBLISHED. 


ENGIiANO'S   COLONIAIi   UmPlRH. 

An  Historical,   Political,  and   Statistical  Account  of  the 
Britisu  Empire,  its  Colonies  and  Dependencies.     By  Charles 
PiauilA.M,  Esq.,  B.A.,  Member  of  the  Royal  Geographical  Society,  &c. 
Volume  I. — Comprising 

"Tiie  Ihsl  \oIume  of  a  work  intended  to  completely  exhibit  Eiit^laiul's  Colonial  Em- 
pire. The  autlior  is  !\Ir.  Priilham,  who,  in  a  modest  preface,  apologizes  for  iiaving  at  so 
early  an  age  undertaken  so  gigantic  a  task.  The  first  volume,  however,  shows  no  lack  of 
either  ahilily,  research,  or  knowledge,  ll  is  occupied  witli  an  excellent  account  of  the 
;\Iauritius,  (livided  into  four  parts :  the  first  part  gives  its  history  from  its  discovery  by  the 
Portuguese  to  the  present  time;  the  second  describes  its  inhal)ilanls,  and  tiieir  institu- 
tions and  states;  the  third  its  physical  features  and  natural  |)roduclioiis;  and  the  fourth 
its  industry,  commerce,  and  government.  Ami)le  information  is  given  on  all  lliese  heads, 
and  regarding  tlie  extent  of  the  author's  design,  and  the  evidence  he  gives  of  liie  requisite 
(lualilication  to  carry  it  out  satisfactorily,  we  make  no  doubt  tliat  liis  work  will  be  a 
valuable  addition  to  tiie  history  and  geography  of  our  colonial  empire.  The  present 
volume  is  complete  in  itself." — Britannia. 

"This  is  the  lirsl  volume  of  what  promises  to  be  an  important  national  work.  Tlie 
instalment  now  bel'ore  us  is  brimful  of  valuable  and  interesting  information,  making  up 
by  far  the  most  complete  account  of  Mauritius  whicii  has  yet  been  given  to  the  world. 
The  auliior  has  the  qualilications  necessary  to  the  due  fulfilment  of  the  task  which  he  has 
set  himself.     He  is  patient  and  painstaking,  accurate  and  impartial. — Atlas. 

"  This  is  the  first  volume  of  a  series,  which  we  hope  to  sec  completed  in  the  spirit 
with  which  the  task  has  been  undertaken.  As  a  whole,  we  arc  bound  to  say  that  the 
book  is  a  standan!  one,  and  that  'England's  Colonial  Empire'  has  met  with  a  chronicler 
of  zeal,  industry,  and  ability." — Colonial  Gazette. 

"  If  we  may  be  permitted  to  judge  of  the  character  of  the  undertaking  by  the  sample 
here  presented  to  us,  we  should  be  disposed  to  accord  it  our  unqiialilied  ajjproval.  Ac- 
curate statistical  information  is  doubly  interesting  at  the  present  moment.  Mr.  Pridham 
apjjcars  to  have  availed  himself  of  all  the  information  that  could  be  derived  from  authentic 
sources,  either  public  or  private.  We  augur  most  favourably  of  Mr.  Pridham's  under- 
taking, from  the  careful  and  inqiartial  consiiieration  which  this  first,  portion  of  Lis  subject 
has  received  at  his  hands." — Movnini^  Herald. 
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THE   WM  SUBSTITUTE   FOE  POTATOES. 

THE    INDIAN    IVIEAIi    BOOK  : 

Comprising'  the  best  Ainericaii  Receipts  for  the  various  Preparations  of 
that  excellent  Article.     By  Eliza  Leslie,  of  Philadclpliia  ;  Author  of 
"American  Domestic  Cookery;"   "The  House  Book;"   "  Seveuty-ttvo 
Receipts ;"  "  French  Cookery,"  &c.  &c.     Second  edition.     Foolscap  8vo. 
sewed  in  a  wrapper,  price  4s.  Q)d. 
"  We  have  been  i)lease<l  with  a  litll(!  work  on  the  uses  of  Indian  Corn,  by  an  American 
Lilly,  Miss  Leslie.    There  can  be  lillle  (|ueslion  but  that  the  ])()talo,  bad  as  it  is  for  a  staple 
of  human  food,  can  be  no  longer  relied  on  in  this  country,  and  any  arlicle  which  is  calcu- 
lated to  supply  its  place  must  be  regarded  wilh  interest.     That  Indian  Corn  is  not  only  a 
cheaper  but  infinitely  belter  substitute,  is  already  practically  admitted.     The  chief  dilli- 
rully  is  to  teach  the  poorer  classes  a  method  of  preparing  it  [talalably  and  nutritiously. 
This  is  affected  by  the  hook  before  us,  and,  next  to  the  ('orn  itself,  we  cannot  conceive  a 
more  acce])talile  present  to  the  poor  of  any  neighb;)inhood,  either  individually  or  in  paro- 
chial lil)raries,  than  Miss  Leslie's  work.     It  is  very  simple,  and  end)races  recipes  for  every 
pur|)()S(;  to  whicli  mai/.(!  is  put  in  the  United  Slates,  and  Iberefore  c;uniol  but  add  to  the 
comfort  of  tli(!  loo  limited  table  of  the  labouring  man." — radian  Xcwx. 

"As  the  Indian  .'\leal  is  [jrob.ibly  destined  to  take  its  place  among  our  standard  '  Ilread 
Stuffs,'  the  public  are  certainly  indebted  to  the  publishers  lor  this  plaiidy  wrilteu  and 
com[)r<diensive  liltle  treatise.  I\Iiss  Leslie's  book  will  bi'  welcomed  as  a  necessary  supple- 
ment to  lh(!  USU..1  I'^nglisli  instructors  in  the  everywhere  imi)orlanl  mystery  of  Cookery." 
—  Colonial  (iazcttf. 

"  Tills  little  \()linne  conlains  about  sixty  receipts  for  difhTcnl  iireparalions  of  Indian 
Meal,  .and  all  of  which  may  he  found  useful  in  the  threatened  dearth.  i\Iai/.e,  or  Inilian 
Corn,  is  now  admilled  lo  be  the  best  and  most  available  substitute  for  tlie  potato." — 
Jieonoinist. 

a ■ ® 


Form  L-9-35m-8,'28 


J4     Works . 
1844 


llliiiiiiiiiiiu;iiii;:imi 
AA    000  369  864    4 


nU 


r    BOUNQl  6Y    ') 


'J-HS^t^Sri^Y  of  CALIFOlRNi/^ 

.....:  ANGELES 


ii:-:Hihih'Ni!  liiiiliiiiMlUiU 


